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M.DCC.XXXVJ 


TO  ALL 

Friends  round  the  W. REKIN, 


My  Lards  and  Gentlemen, 

INstead  of  the  mercenary  Expe&ations  that  attend 
AddrelTes  of  this  Nature,  I  hum'oly  beg,  that  this 
may  be  received  as  an  Acknowledgment  for  the  Fa¬ 
vours  you  have  already  conferr’d :  I  have  tranfgrefs’d 
the  Rules  of  Dedication  in  offering  you  any  thing  in 
that  Style,  without  firit  a  Iking  your  Leave:  But  the 
Entertainment  I  found  in  Sbropjhire,  commands  me 
to  be  grateful,  and  that’s  all  I  intend. 

’Twas  my  good  Fortune  to  be  order’d  feme  time 
ago  into  the  Place  which  is  made  the  Scene  of  this 
Comedy  ;  I  was  a  perfeft  Stranger  to  every  thing  in 
Salop,  but  its  Character  of  Loyalty,  the  Number  of 
its  Inhabitants,  the  Alacrity  of  the  Gentlemen  in  Re¬ 
cruiting  the  Army,  with  their  genercus  and  hofpita- 
ble  Reception  of  Strangers. 

This  Character  I  found  fo  amply  verify’d  in  every 
Particular,  that  you  made  Recruiting,  which  is  the 
grated  F atigue  upon  Earth  to  others,  to  be  the  grea- 
teft  Pleafure  in  the  World  to  me. 

The  Kingdom  cannot  (hew  better  Bodies  of  Men, 
better  Inclinations  for  the  Service,  more  Generality, 
more  good  Underilanding,  nor  more  Politenefs  than 
is  to  be  found  at  the  F oot  of  the  Wrekin. 

Some  little  Turns  of  Humour  that  I  met  with  al- 
moft  within  the  Shade  of  that  famous  Hill,  gave  the 
Rife  to  this  Comedy;  and  People  were  apprehenfive 

A  3  that 


The  Epiftle  'Dedicatory. 

that,  by  the  Example  of  fome  others,  I  would  make 
the  Town  merry  at  the  Expence  of  the  Country- 
Gentlemen:  But  they  forgot  that  I  was  to  write  a 
Comedy,  not  a  Libel ;  and  that  vvhilft  I  held  to  Na¬ 
ture,  no  Perfon  of  any  Chara&er  in  your  Country 
could  fuffer  by  being  expos’d.  I  have  drawn  the 
Juft  ice  and  the  Clown  in  their  Puris  Naturalibus;  the 
one  an  apprehenlive,  fturdy,  brave  Blockhead  ;  and 
the  other  a  worthy,  honelt,  generous  Gentleman, 
hearty  in  his  Country’s  Caufe,  and  of  as  good  an 
Underdanding  as  I  could  give  him,  which  I  mull 
confefs  is  far  ffiort  of  his  own. 

•  I  humbly  beg  leave  to  interline  a  Word  or  two  of 
the  Adventures  of  the  Recruiting-Officer  upon  the  Stage. 
Mr.  Rich,  who  commands  the  Company  for  which 
thofe  Recruits  were  rais’d,  has  defir’d  me  to  acquit 
him  before  the  World  of  a  Charge  which  he  thinks 
lies  heavy  upon  him,  for  adting  this  Play  on  Mr.  Dur- 
feffi s  third  Night. 

Re  it  known  unto  all  Men  by  thefe  Prefents,  Phat  it 
nvas  my  Ad  and  Deed,  or  rather  Mr.  Durfey's',  for  h  * 
'll ou  d  play  his  third  Night  againlt  the  firft  of  mine. 
He  brought  down  a  huge  Flight  of  frightful  Birds  up¬ 
on  me;  when  (Heaven  knows)  I  had  not  a  fea¬ 
ther’d  Fowl  in  my  Play,  except  one  fingle  Kite:  But 
I  prefently  made  Plume  a  Bird,  becauie  of  his  Name, 
and  Brazen  another,  becaufe  of  the  Feather  in  his 
Hat;  and  with  thefe  three  I  engag’d  his  whole  Em¬ 
pire,  which  I  think  was  as  great  a  Wonder  as  any  in 
the  Sun. 

But  to  anfwer  his  Complaints  more  gravely,  the 
Seafon  was  far  advanc’d ;  the  Officers  that  made  the 
greated  Figures  in  my  Play,  were  all  commanded  to 
their  Pods  abroad,  and  waited  only  for  a  Wind,  which 
might  poffibly  turn  in  lefs  than  a  Day  :  And  I  know 
none  of  Mr.  Durfey's  Birds  that  had  Pods  abroad  but 
his  Woodcocks,  and  their  Seafon  is  over;  fo  that  he 
might  put  off  a  Day  with  lefs  Prejudice  than  the  Re¬ 
cruiting-Officer  cou’dj  who  has  this  farther  to  fay  for 
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himfelf,  that  he  was  ported  before  the  other  fpake> 
and  could  not  with  Credit  recede  from  his  Station. 

Thefe  and  fome  other  Rubs  this  Comedy  met  with 
before  it  appear’d.  But  on  the  other  hand,  it  had 
powerful  Helps  to  fet  it  forward:  The  Duke  of  Or¬ 
mond  encouraged  the  Author,  and  the  Earl  of  Orrery 
approv’d  the  Play.  My  Recruits  were  review  dby  my 
General  and  my  Colonel ,  and  could  not  fail  to  pafs 
mujler ;  and  ftill  to  add  to  my  Succefs,  they  were 
rais’d  among  my  Triends  round  the  Wrekin. 

This  Health  has  the  Advantage  over  our  other  ce¬ 
lebrated  Toafts,  never  to  grow  worfe  for  the  wear¬ 
ing:  ’Tis  a  lading  Beauty,  old  without  Age,  and  com¬ 
mon  without  Scandal.  That  you  may  live  long  to 
fet  it  chearfully  round,  and  to  enjoy  the  abundant 
Ple'afures  of  your  fair  and  plentiful  Country,  is  the 
hearty  Wilh  of, 


My  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 

Your  mojl  obliged, 

and  mojl  obedient  Servant, 

G,  Farquhar, 
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IN  ancient  Times  when  Hellen’r  fatal  Charms 
Rous'd  the  contending  Univerfe  to  Arms , 

‘the  Grecian  Council  happily  deputes 
The  fy  Uiyffes  forth  to  raife.  Recruits. 

The  artful  Captain  found ,  without  delay , 

Where  Great  Achilles,  a  Defer  ter  lay. 

Him  Fate  had  warn' d  tofhun  the  Trojan  Blows  : 

Him  Greece  requir'd '■ - againf  their  Trojan  Foes. 

All  the  Recruiting  Arts  were  needful  here. 

To  raife  this  great,  this  timrous  Volunteer. 

Uiyffes  well  could  talk  "He  firs,  he  warms 

The  Warlike  Youth - He  li /tens  to  the  Charms 

Of  Blunder,  fne  lac'd  Coats,  and glitt'ring  Arms. 
Uiyffes  caugrt  the  Young  afpiring  Boy, 

And  lifted  him  who  wrought  the  Fate  of  Troy. 

Thus  by  Recruit  g  was  bold  Heftor  fain  : 

Recruiting  thus  fair  Hellen  did  regain. 

If  for  one  Hellen  ’fitch  prodigious  things 
Were  aided,  that  they  eaten  lifed  Kings ; 

If  for  one  Hellcn’j  artful,  vicious  Charms, 

Half  the  tranfported  World  was  found  in  Artns : 


What 


PROLOGUE. 

What  for  f  many  Hellens  ?nay  W ?  dare, 

Whofe  Minds  as  well  as  Faces  are  fo  Fair? 

If  by  one  Hellen’r  Eyes,  old  Greece  cod’d find 
Its  Homer  fir'd  to  write— —e-vn  Homer  blind ; 
The  Britons  fare  beyond  compare  may  write, 

That  view  fo  many  Hellens  tv'ry  Night . 
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Dramatis  Perfonte. 


MEN. 


Mr.  Ballance , 

Mr.  Scale,  >  Three  Juftices. 

Mr.  Scruple,  j 

C  Mr.  Keen. 

<  Mr.  Philips.  ■ 

(  Air.  Kent. 

Mr.  Wor  thy,  a  Gentleman  of  Shropjhire.  Mr.  Williams. 

Capt.  Plume,  }  Two  Recruiting 
Capt.  Brazen,  £  Officers. 

f  Mr.  Wilks. 

\  Mr.  Cibber. 

Kite,  Serjeant  to  Plume. 

Mr.  E/ court. 

Bullock,  a  Country  Clown. 

Air.  Bullock. 

Collar  P  ear-?nain,  1  -n  n 

J*.  AlPk-Sm,  jT“  ReCn“tS' 

(  Air.  Norris. 

1  Air.  Fair  bank. 

W  O  M  E 

N. 

Melinda,  a  Lady  of  Fortune. 

Mrs.  Rogers. 

Lucy,  Melinda's  Maid. 

Mrs.  Saps  ford. 

Bo/e,  a  Country  Wench. 

Mrs.  Mountfort , 

Con fl able,  Recruits,  Mob,  Servants  and  Attendants. 
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THE 


Recruiting  Officer. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE,  The  Marketplace — Tlrum 
beats  the  Granadeer-March. 


Enter  Serjeant  Kite,  follow'd  by  the  Mob. 

Kite  Making  F  any  Gentlemen  Soldiers,  or 


a  Speech. 


others ,  have  a  mind  to  ferve 
her  Majefty,  and  pull  down 
the  French  King :  If  any  Pren¬ 
tices  have  fevere  Mailers,  a- 


ny  Children  have  undutiful  Parents:  If  any  Servants 
have  too  little  Wages,  or  any  Hulhand  too  much 
Wife:  Let  them  repair  to  the  noble  Serjeant  Kite, 
at  the  Sign  of  the  Raven  in  this  good  Town  of 
Shrewsbury,  and  they  (hall  receive  prefent  Relief  and 

Entertainment - Gentlemen,  I  don’t  beat  my 

Drums  here  to  infnare  or  inveigle  any  Man !  for  \  on 
mult  know,  Gentlemen,  that  1  am  a  Man  of  Honour: 
Befides,  I  don’t  beat  up  for  common  Soldiers ;  no,  I 
lift  on'y  Granadeers,  Granadeers,  Gentlemen—— 


Pray,  Gentlemen,  obierve  this  Cap. 
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Cap  of  Honour,  it  dabs  a  Man  a  Gentleman  in  the 
drawing  of  aTricker;  and  he  that  has  the  good  For¬ 
tune  to  be  born  fix  Foot  high,  was  born  to  be  a  great 

Man - Sir,  will  you  give  me  leave  to  try  this  Cap 

upon  your  Head  ? 

Mob.  Is  there  no  harm  ink  ?  Won’t  the  Cap  lilt  me? 

Kite.  No,  no,  no  more  than  I  can - Come,  let 

me  fee  how  it  becomes  you. 

Mob.  Are  you  fure  there  be  no  Conjuration  in  it? 
No  Gunpowder  Plot  upon  me  ? 

Kite.  No,  no,  Friend;  don’t  fear,  Man. 

Mob.  My  Mind  mi  gives  me  plaguily — — Let  me 

fee  it -  [ Going  to  fut  it  o;/.J  It  imells  woundily  o/ 

Sweat  and  Brimitone.  Pray,  Serjeant,  what  Writing 
is  this  upon  the  F ace  of  it  ? 

Kite.  The  Crown,  or  the  Bed  of  Honour. 

Mob.  Pray  now,  what  may  be  that  fame  Bed  of 
Honour  ? 

Kite.  O'  A  mighty  large  Bed!  Bigger  by  half  than 

the  great  Bed  at  Ware - ten  thoufand  People  may  lie 

in  it  together,  and  never  feel  one  another. 

Mob.  My  Wife  and  I  wou’d  do  well  to  lie  in’t, 

for  we  don’t  cafe  for  feeling  one  another - But  do 

Folk  Beep  found  in  this  fame  Bed  of  Honour ! 

Kite.  Sound  !  Ay,  fo  found  that  they  never  awake. 

Mob.  Wauns !  I  wifh  again  that  my  Wife  lay  there. 

Kite.  Say  you  fo  ?  Then,  I  find,  Brother - 

Mob.  Brother!  Hold  there.  Friend;  I  ain  no  Kin¬ 
dred  to  you  that  I  know  of  yet - Look’e,  Serjeant, 

r.o  Coax  ng,  no  Wheedling,  d’ye  fee - If  I  have  a 

mind  to  liir,  why  ^o - If  not,  why  ’tis  not  fo - • 

therefore  take  your  Cap  and  your  Brotherfhip  back 
again,  lor  I  am  not  difpos’d  at  this  prefent  Writing 
. — No  Coaxing,  no  Brothering  me.  Faith. 

Kite.  I  coax  !  I  wheedle  1  I’m  above  it !  Sir,  I  have 

fcrv’d  twenty  Campaigns - But,  Sir,  you  talk 

well,  and  I  muft  own  that  you  are  a  Man  every  Inch 

of  you,  a  pretty  young  fprigiitly  Fellow - 1  love  a 

Fellow  with  a  Spirit ;  but  I  fcorn  to  coax,  ’tis  bafer 
Tho’  I  mud  iay,  that  never  in  my  Life  have  1  feen  a 

•  Man 
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Man  better  built !  How  firm  and  ttrong  he  treads !  He 
fieps  like  a  Cattle ;  but  I  .corn  to  wheedle  any  Man- 
Come,  bonett  Lad,  wiL  you  take  fhareof a  Pot? 

Mob.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  i’ll  fipend  my  Penny 
with  the  ben  He  that  wears  a  Head ;  that  is,  begging 
your  Pardon,  Sir,  and  in  a  lair  way. 

Kite.  Give  me  your. Hand  then;  and  now,  Gentle¬ 
men,  I  have  no  more  to  lay,  but  this - .^Here’s  a 

Purfe  of  Gold,  and  there  is  a  Tub  ot  humming  Ale 

at  my  Quarters - ’Tis  the  Queen’s  Money,  and  the 

Queen’s  Drink - She’s  a  generous  Queen,  and  loves. 

her  SubydL - 1  hope.  Gentlemen,  you  won’t  re- 

fufe  the  Qr pen’s  Health  ? 

All  Mob.  No,  no,  no. 

Kite.  Huzza  then,  huzza  for  the  Queen,  and  the 
Honour  of  Shropjbire. 

All  Mob.  Huzza! 

Kite.  Beat  Drum.  [Exeunt,  Drum  beating  a  Grana- 
deer's  March. 

Enter  Plume  in  a  Riding  Habit. 

Plume.  By  the  Granadeer  March,  that  fhou’d  be  my 
Drum,  and  by  that  Shout,  it  fhou’d  beat  with  Suc- 

cefs—  Let  me  fee - -'Four  a  Clock - [Looking  on 

his  Wt  t:: .]  At  ten  YelLerday  Morning  I  left  Lon¬ 
don - A  Hundred  and  Twenty  Miles  in  Thirty  Hours 

is  pretty  fmart  Riding,  but  nothing  to  the  Fatigue  of 
Recrei.ing.  u 

Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Welcome  to  Shrewsbury,  noble  Captain* 
From  the  Banks  of  the  Danube  to  the  Severn  fide 
noble  Captain,  you’re  welcome. 

Plunk.  A  very  Elegant  Reception  indeed,  Mr.  Kite. 

1  find  yor^  are  fairly  enter’d  into  your  Recruiting- 
Strain - Fray  what  Succefs?  ° 

Kite.  I  have  been  here  a  Week,  and  I  have  recruit¬ 
ed  Five. 

Plume.  Five!  Pray  what  are  they  ? 

Kite.  . I  have  lined  the  ftreng  Man  of  Kent  the' 
King  of  t  Gipf  s,  a  Scotch  Pedlar,  a  Scoundrel  At¬ 
torney,  and  a  Welch  Psrfcn. 


Plume. 
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Plume.  An  Attorney !  Wert  thou  mad  ?  lift  a 
Lawyer!  Difcharge  him,  difcharge  him  this  Minute. 
Kite.  Why,  Sir? 

Plume.  Becaufe  I  will  have  no  body  in  my  Com¬ 
pany  that  can  write;  a  Fellow  that  can  write,  can 

draw  Petitions - 1  fay  this  Minute  difcharge  him. 

Kite.  And  what  fhall  I  do  with  the  Parfon  ? 

Plume.  Can  he  write  ? 

Kite.  Hum!  He  plays  rarely  upon  the  Fiddle. 

Plume.  Keep  him  by  all  means. - But  how  Hands 

the  Country  affefted?  Were  the  People  pleas’d  with 
the  News  of  my  coming  to  Town? 

Kite.  Sir,  the  Mob  are  fo  pleas’d  with  your  Ho¬ 
nour,  and  the  Juitices  and  better  fort  of  People  are 
fo  delighted  with  me,  that  we  Ihall  foon  do  your  Bu- 
frneis — But,  Sir,  you  have  got  a  Recruit  here,  that 
you  little  think  of. 

Plume.  Who ! 

Kite.  One  that  you  beat  up  for  the  laft  time  you  were 
in  the  Country:  You  remember  your  old  Friend 
Molly  at  the  Caftle  ? 

Plutne.  She’s  not  with  Child,  I  hope. 

Kite.  No,  no.  Sir,—— — Ihe  was  brought  to  Bed 
yefterday.. 

Plume.  Kite,  you  mud  father  the  Child. 

Kite.  And  fo  her  Friends  will  oblige  me  to  marry 
the  Mother. 

Plume.  If  they  fhou’d,  we’ll  take  her  with  us ;  Ihe 
can  walh,  you  know,  and  make  a  Bed  upon  occafion. 

Kite.  Ay,  or  unmake  it  upon  occafion.  But  your 
Honour  knows  that  I  am  marry’d  already. 

Plume.  To  how  many? 

Kite.  I  can’t  tell  readily - 1  have  fet  them  down 

here  upon  the  back  of  the  Mu ller- Roll,  [flwwj  it 

out.]  Let  me  fee, - Imprimis ,  Mrs.  Sheely  Snikereyes, 

Ihe  fells  Potatoes  upon  Ormond  Key  in  Dublin - Peg¬ 

gy  Guzxle,  the  Brandy  Woman,  at  the  Horie-Guard 

at  Whitehall - Dolly  W argon,  the  Carrier’s  Daughter 

at  Hull — h  at .  mciielle  V o.n-bottom-flat  at  the  Bufs - 

Then  Jenny  Oakham ,  the  Snip-Carpenter’s  Widow, 

at 
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at  Portfmouth  ;  but'  I  *don’V  reason  upon  he»„  for  Hie 
was  marry’d  at  the  fame  time  to  two  Lieutenant  of 
Marines,  and  a  Man  of  War’s  Boatiwain,  •  ..  , 

Plume.  A  full  Q&mpany  4- You  have  >Kim’d  five  -- 

Come,  make  ’em  half  a  dozen  : - Kite, — . is  the 

Child  a  Boy  or  a  Giil  ? 

Kite.  A  Chopping  Boy. 

Plume.  Then  let  the  Mother  down  in  your  Lift,  and 
the  Boy  in  mine:  Enter  him  a Granadeer  by  the  Name 
of  Francis  Kite,  abient  upon  Furlow — I’ll  allow  you  a 
Man’s  Pay  for  his  Subfiftence,  and  now  go  comfort  the 
Wench  in  the  Straw. 

Kite.  I  fhall.  Sir. 

Plume.  But  hold,  have  you  made  any  ufe  of  your 
German  Doctor's  Habit  fmee  you  arriv’d? 

Kite.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  and  my  Fame’s  all  about  the 
Country  for  the  raoft  faithful  Fortune-teller,  that  ever 

told  a  Lye - 1  was  obliged  to  let  my  Landlord  into 

the  Secret,  for  the  Convenience  of  keeping  it  fo ;  but 
he’s  an  honell  Fellow,  and  will  be  faithful  to  any  Ro¬ 
guery  that  is  trufted  to  him,  This  Device,  Sir,  will 
get  you  Men,  and  me  Money,  which,  I  think,  is  all 

we  want  at  prefent. - But  yonder  comes  your  Friend 

Mr.  Worthy - - Has  your  Honour  any  further  Com¬ 

mands  ? 

Plume.  None  at  prefent.  [Exit  Kite.]  ’Tis  indeed 
the  Picture  of  Worthy,  but  the  Life’s  departed. 

E  titer  Worthy. 

What,  Arms  a-crofs.  Worthy !  Methinks  you  fhould 
hold  ’em  open,  when  a  Friend’s  fo  near  —  The  Man 
has  got  the  Vapours  in  his  Ears,  I  believe :  I  muft  ex¬ 
pel  this  melancholy  Spirit. 

Spleen,  thou  worjl  of  Fiends  helanu. 

Fly,  I  conjure  thee,  by  this  Magick  Blow. 

[Slaps  Worthy  on  the  Shoulder. 

Wor.  Plume!  my  dear  Captain,  welcome.  Safe  and 
found  return’d ! 

Plume.  I  ’fcap’J  fafe  from  Germany,  and  found,  I 
hope,  from  London ;  you  fee  I  have  loft  neither  Leg, 

Arm, 
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Arid,  nor  Note;'  then  for  my  Inlide,  ’tis  neither 
troubled  with  t-ympathies  nor  Antipathies;  and  I  have 
’^n ,'exCc li^LfitrST toLach  fdx  Roafr-  Beef. 

*  Wy:\  art  a  hap'py,  f  cljoyvf  cnce  I  was  fo. 

Plume.  W,. at  ails  thee,  Man?  No  Inundations  nor 
Earthquakes  in  Wales ,  I  hope  ?  Has  your  Father  rofe 
from  the  Dead,  and  re-affum’d  his  Ei.ate  ? 

Wor.  No. 

Plume.  Then  you  are  marry  d  furely. 

Wor.  No. 

Plume.  Then  you  are  mad,  or  turning  Quaker. 

Wor.  Come,  I  mull  out  with  it - Your  once  gay 

roving  Friend,  is  dwindled  into  an  obiequious  thought¬ 
ful,  rcmantick,  conliant  Coxcomb. 

Plume.  And  pray  what  is  all  this  for? 

Wor.  For  a  Woman. 

Plume.  Shake  Hands,  Brother,  if  thou  go  to  that, 
behold  me  as  obfequious,  as  thoughtful,  and  as  conliant 
a  Coxcomb  as  your  Worfhip. 

Wor.  For  whom? 

Plume.  For  a  Regiment - But  for  a  Woman  ! 

’Sdeath  !  I  have  been  conhant  to  fifteen  at  a  time,  but 
never  melancholy  for  one,  and  can  the  Love  of  one 
bring  you  imo  this  Condition  ?  Pray,  who  is  this  won¬ 
derful  Hellen  ! 

Wor.  A  Hellen  indeed,  not  to  be  won  under  a  ten 
Year’s  Siege,  as  great  a  Beauty,  and  as  great  a  Jilt. 
Plume.  A  Jilt !  Pho!  Is  Ihe  as  great  a  Whore? 

Wor.  No,  no. 

Plume.  ’Tis  ten  thoufand  pities :  But  who  is  Ihe? 
Do  I  know  her  ? 

Wor.  Very  well. 

Plume.  That’s,  impoflible - 1  know  no  Woman 

that  will  hold  out  a  ten  Year’s  Siege. 

Wor.  What  think  you  of  Melinda  ? 

Plume.  Melinda!  Why,  file  began  to  capitulate  this 
time  Twelve-month,  and  offer’d  to  furrender  upon  ho¬ 
nourable  Terns;  and  I  advifed  you  to  propofe  a  Set¬ 
tlement  of  five  hundred  Pounds  a  Year  to  her,  before  I 
went  lalt  abroad. 

Wor. 
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Wor.  I  did,  and  fhe  hearken’d  to  it,  defiring  only- 

one  Week  to  confider - When,  beyond  her  Hopes, 

the  T own  was  reliev’d,  and  I  forc’d  to  turn  my  Siege 
into  a  Blockade. 

Plume.  Explain,  explain. 

Wor.  My  Lady  Richly ,  her  Aunt  in  Flintshire  dies, 
and  leaves  her,  at  this  critical  time,  twenty  thoufand 
Pounds. 

Plume.  Oh  the  Devil !  what  a  delicate  Woman  was 

there  fpoil’d !  But  by  the  Rules  of  War  now - - 

Worthy ,  Blockade  was  foolifh - -After  fuch  a  Convoy 

of  Provifions  was  enter’d  the  Place,  you  could  have  no 
thought  of  reducing  it  by  Famine;  you  fhould  have 
redoubled  your  Attacks,  taken  the  Town  by  Storm,  or 
Jiave  died  upon  the  Breach. 

Wor.  I  did  make  one  general  Aflfault,  and  pufh’d  it 
with  all  my  Forces;  but  I  was  fo  vigoroufly  repuls’d, 
that  defpairing  of  ever  gaining  her  for  a  Miftrefs,  I 
have  alter’d  my  Conduit,  given  my  AddrefTes  the  ob- 
fequious  and  diftant  turn,  and  court  her  now  for  a 
Wife. 

Plume.  So  as  you  grew  obfequious,  fhe  grew  haughty ; 
.and  becaufe  you  approach’d  her  as  a  Goddefs,  fhe  us’d 
you  like  a  Dog. 

Wor.  Exattly. 

Plume.  ’Tis  the  way  of  them  all. - Come,  Wor¬ 

thy,  your  obfequious  and  diftant  Airs  will  never  bring 
you  together;  you  muft  not  think  to  furmount  her 
Pride  by  your  Humility :  Wou’d  you  bring  her  to 
better  Thoughts  of  you,  Ihe  muft  be  reduc’d  to  a 
meaner  Opinion  of  herfelf.  Let  me  fee,  the  very  firffc 
thing  that  I  would  do,  fhould  be  to  lie  with  her  Cham¬ 
ber-maid,  and  hire  three  or  four  Wenches  in  the 
Neighbourhood  to  report  that  I  had  got  them  with 

Child' - Suppofe  we  lampoon’d  all  the  pretty  Women 

in  Town,  and  left  her  out;  or,  what  if  we  made  a 
Bali,  and  forgot  to  invite  her  with  one  or  two  of  the 
uglieft. 

Wor.  Thefe  wou’d  be  Mortifications,  I  muft  confefs; 
but  we  live  in  fuch  a  precife,  dull  Place,  that  we  can 

have 
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Lave  no  Balls,  no  Lampoons,  no - 

Flume.  What!  noBaftards!  and  fo  many  Recruiting 
Officers  in  Town!  I  thought  ’twas  a  Maxim  among 
them,  to  leave  as  many  Recruits  in  the  Country  as 
they  carried  out. 

War.  No  body  doubts  your  good  Will,  noble  Captain, 
in  ferving  your  Country  with  your  bell  Blood,  witnefs 
our  Friend  Molly  at  the  Caftle;  there  have  been  Tears 
in  Town  about  that  Bufinefs,  Captain. 

Plume.  I  hope  Sylvia  has  not  heard  of  it. 

Wor.  O  Sir,  have  you  thought  of  her  ?  I  began  to 
fancy  you  had  forgot  poor  Sylvia. 

Plume.  Your  Affairs  had  quite  put  mine  out  of  my 
Head-  ’Tis  true,  Sylvia  and  I  had  once  agreed  to 
go  to  Bed  together,  cou’d  we  have  adjufled  Prelimi¬ 
naries;  but  fhe  wou’d  have  the  Wedding  before  Con- 
fummation,  and  I  was  for  Confummation  before  the 
Wedding;  we  cou’d  not  agree.  She  was  a  pert,  ob- 
ftinate  Fool,  and  wou’d  Iole  her  Maidenhead  her  own 
way,^  fo  flie  may  keep  it  for  Plume. 

Wor.  But  do  you  intend  to  marry  upon  no  other 
Conditions  ? 

Plume.  Your  Pardon,  Sir,  I'll  marry  upon  no  Con¬ 
dition  at  all.' - -If  I  fhou’d,  I  am  refolv’d  never  to 

bind  my  felf  to  a  Woman  for  my  whole  Life,  ’till  I 
know  whether  I  fhall  like  her  Company  for  half  an 
Hour.  Suppofe  I  married  a  Woman  that  wanted  a 

Leg - -  fuch  a  thing  might  be,  unlefs  I  examin’d 

the  Goods  beforehand  — -  if  People  wou’d  but  try  one 
another’s  Conflitutions  before  they  engag’d,  it  wou’d 
prevent  all  thefe  Elopements,  Divorces,  and  the  Devil 
knows  what. 

Wor.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  the  Town  did  not  flick 
to  fay,  that - - 

Plume.  I  hate  Country-Towns  for  that  Reafon— — if 
your  Town  has  a  difhonourable  Thought  of  Sylvia, 
it  deferves  to  be  burnt  to  the  Ground. - 1  love  Syl¬ 

via,  I  admire  her  frank,  generous  Difpofition— — — • 
There’s  fomething  in  that  Girl  more  than  Woman, 
her  Sex  is  but  a  Foil  to  her.  The  Ingratitude,  Diffi- 

m  ulation. 
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mulation,  Envy,  Pride,  Avarice,  and  Vanity  of  her 
Sifter  Females,  do  but  fet  off  their  Contraries  in  her— 
In  (hort,  were  I  once  a  General,  I  wou’d  marry  her. 

Wor.  Faith,  you  have  Reai'on — -for  were  you  but  a 
Corporal,  (he  wou’d  marry  you - But  my  Melinda  co¬ 
quets  it  with  ’every  Fellow  (lie  fees - I’ll  lay  Fifty 

Pound  lhe  makes  Love  to  you. 

Plume.  I’ll  lay  Fifty  Pound  that  I  return  it,  if  lhe 

does - Look’e,  Wortloy,  I’ll  win  her,  and  give  her  to 

you  afterwards. 

Wor.  If  you  win  her,  you  lhall  wear  her,  F aith ; 
I  wou’d  not  value  the  Conqueft,  without  the  Credit  of 
the  Vittory. 

Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Captain,  Captain,  a  Word  in  your  Ear. 

Plume.  You  may  fpeak  out,  here  are  none  but 
Friends. 

Kite.  You  know.  Sir,  that  you  fent  me  to  comfort  the 

good  Woman  in  the  Straw,  Mrs.  Molly - my  Wife, 

Mr.  Worthy. 

Wor.  O  ho  !  very  well !  I  wilh  you  Joy,  Mr.  Kite. 

Kite.  Your  Worlhip  very  well  may - for  I  have 

got  both  a  Wife  and  a  Child  in  half  an  Hour - But  as 

I  was  faying - You  fent  me  to  comfort  Mrs.  Molly,—. 

my  Wife  I  mean - But  what  d’ye  think.  Sir?  She 

was  better  comforted  before  I  came. 

Plume.  As  how  ? 

Kite.  Why,  Sir,  a  Footman  in  a  blue  Livery  had 
brought  her  ten  Guineas  to  buy  her  Baby-clothes. 

Plume.  Who,  in  the  Name  of  Wonder,  could  fend 
them  ? 

Kite.  Nay,  Sir,  I  muft  whifper  that — Mrs.  Sylvia. 

{Whifpers. 

Plume.  Sylvia.1  Generous  Creature! 

Wor.  Sylvia  !  Impoffible ! 

Kite.  Here  are  the  Guineas,  Sir.— ——I  took  the 
Gold  as  part  of  my  Wife’s  Portion.  Nay,  farther, 
Sir,  (he  fent  word  the  Child  (hould  be  taken  all  ima¬ 
ginable  care  of,  and  that  (he  intended  to  ftand  God¬ 
mother.  The  fame  Footman,  as  I  was  coming  to 

you 
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you  with  this  News,  call’d  after  me,  and  told  me, 

that  his  Lady  vvou’d  fpeak  with  me - 1  went,  and 

upon  hearing  that  you  were  come  to  T own,  fhe  gave 
me  half  a  Guinea  for  the  News ;  and  order’d  me  to 
tell  you,  that  Juftice  Ballance ,  her  Father,  who  is  juft 
come  out  of  the  Country,  wou’d  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

Plittne.  There’s  a  Girl  for  you.  Worthy - Is  there 

any  thing  of  Woman  in  this  ?  No,  ’tis  noble,  gene¬ 
rous,  manly  Friendfhip;  fnew  me  another  Woman 

that  wou’d  lofe  an  Inch  of  her  Prerogative - that 

way,  without  Tears,  Fits  and  Reproaches.  The  com¬ 
mon  Jealoufy  of  her  Sex,  which  is  nothing  but  their 
Avarice  and  Pleafure,  fhedefpifes;  and  can  part  with 
the  Lover,  tho’  fhe  dies  for  the  Man — Come  Worthy— 
Where’s  the  belt  Wine?  For  there  I’ll  quarter. 

Wor.  Horton  has  a  frelh-Pipe  of  choice  Barcelona ^ 
which  I  wou’d  not  let  him  pierce  before,  becaufe  I  re- 
ferv’d  the  Maidenhead  of  it  for  your  Welcome  to 
Town. 

Plume.  Let’s  away  then— —Mr.  Kite,  wait  on  the 
Lady  with  my  humble  Service,  and  tell  her,  I  lhall 
only  refrefh  a  little,  and  wait  upon  her. 

War.  Hold,  Kite, - - — have  you  feen  the  other  Re¬ 

cruiting  Captain  ? 

Kite.  No,  Sir. 

Plume.  Another !  who  is  he  ? 

Wor.  My  Rival  in  the  fir  ft  place,  and  the  mod  un¬ 
accountable  F ellow - but  I’ll  tell  you  more  as  we 

go.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE,  An  Apartment. 

Melinda  and  Sylvia  meeting. 

Mel.  Welcome  to  Town,  Coufin  Sylvia,  [ Salute .] 
I  envy’d  you  your  Retreat  in  the  Country ;  for 
Shrewsbury,  methinks,  and  all  your  Heads  of  Shires, 
are  the  moil  irregular  Places  for  living  j  here  we  have 
Smoak,  Noife,  Scandal,  Affeftation,  and  Preten- 
fion ;  in  fhort,  every  thing  to  give  the  Spleen-—— 
and  nothing  to  divert  it—— ■——then  the  Air  is  intole¬ 
rable. 
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Syl.  O  Madam !  I  have  heard  the  Town  commen- 
led  for  its  Air. 

Mel.  But  you  don’t  conflder,  Sylvia,  how  long  I 
l'ave  liv’d  in’t !  for  I  can  allure  you,  that  to  a  Lady, 

he  lead  nice  in  her  Conftitution - no  Air  can  be  good 

ibove  half  a  Year.  Change  of  Air,  I  take  to  be  the 
noil  agreeable  of  any  Variety  in  Life. 

Syl.  As  you  fay,  Coufin  Melinda ,  there  are  feveral 
Ports  of  Airs. 

Mel.  Plha !  I  talk  only  of  the  Air  we  breathe,  or 

nore  properly  of  that  we  talle - Have  not  you,  Sylvia, 

Pound  a  vail  Difference  in  the  Talle  of  Airs  ? 

Syl.  Pray,  Coufin,  are  not  Vapours  a  Sort  of  Air? 
Talle  Air !  you  might  as  well  tell  me  1  may  feed  up- 
anAir!  But  prithee,  my  dear  Melinda,  don’t  put  on 
fuch  an  Air  to  me.  Your  Education  and  mine  were 
juft  the  fame ;  and  I  remember  the  time,  when  we 
hever  troubled  our  Heads  about  Air,  but  when  the  fharp 
Air  from  the  WelJI,  Mountains  made  our  Fingers  ake 
in  a  cold  Morning  at  the  Boarding-School. 

Mel.  Our  Education,  Coufin,  v&s  the  fame,  but  our 
Temperaments  had  nothing  alike ;  you  had  the  Con- 
flitution  of  an  Horfe. 

Syl.  So  far  as  to  be  troubled  with  neither  Spleen, 
Cholick,  nor  Vapours;  I  need  no  Salts  for  my  Stomach, 
no  Hart’s-horn  for  my  Head,  nor  Walh  for  my  Com- 
plection.  I  can  gallop  all  the  Morning  after  the  Hunt¬ 
ing-horn,  and  all  the  Evening  after  a  Fiddle.  In  Ihort, 

I  can  do_  every  thing  with  my  Father,  but  drink,  and 
Ihoot  flying;  and  I’m  Cure,  I  can  do  every  thing  my 
Mother  cou’d,  were  I  put  to  the  Trial. 

Mel.  You  are  in  a  fair  way  of  being  put  to’t;  for 
I  am  told  your  Captain  is  come  to  Town. 

Syl.  Ay,  Melinda ,  he  is  come,  and  I’ll  take  care  he 
fha’n’t  go  without  a  Companion. 

Mel.  You  are  certainly  mad,  Coufin. 

Syl.  And  there’s  a  Pleasure  in  being  mad,  .which 
none  but  Madmen  know. 

Mel.  Thou  poor  Rornantick  Qnixot! - Hall  thou 

Jhe  V.  nity  to  imagine,  that  a  young  fprightly  Officer, 

that 
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that  rambles  o’er  half  the  Globe  in  half  a  Year,  can 
confine  his  T houghts  to  the  little  Daughter  of  a  Coun¬ 
try  Juftice,  in  an  obicure  part  of  the  World  ? 

Syl.  Pfha  !  what  care  I  for  his  Thoughts ;  I  Ihou’d 
not  like  a  Man  with  confin’d  Thoughts,  it  fhews  a 
Narrownefs  of  Soul.  Conftancy  is  but  a  dull  fleepy 
Quality  at  belt,  they  will  hardly  admit  it  among  the 
manly  Virtues ;  nor  do  I  think  it  deferves  a  Place  with 
Bravery,  Knowledge,  Policy,  Juftice,  and  fome  other 
Qualities  that  are  proper  to  that  noble  Sex.  In  flrort, 
Melinda,  I  think  a  Petticoat  a  mighty  fimple  thing, 
and  I  am  heartily  tir’d  of  my  Sex. 

Mel.  Tnat  is,  you  are  tir’d  of  an  Appendix  to  our 
Sex,  that  you  can’t  fo  handfomely  get  rid  of  in  Petti¬ 
coats,  as  if  you  were  in  Breeches - O’  my  Con¬ 

fidence,  Sylvia,  hadft  thou  been  a  Man,  thou  hadft 
been  the  greateft  Rake  in  Chriftendom. 

Syl.  I  ihou’d  have  endeavour’d  to  know  the  World, 
which  a  Man  can  never  do  thoroughly,  without  half  a 
hundred  Friendihips,  and  as  many  Amours;  but  now 
I  think  on’t,  how  Hands  your  Affair  with  Mr.  Worthy? _ 

Mel.  He’s  my  Averfion. 

Syl.  Vapours ! 

Mel.  What  do  you  fay,  Madam  ? 

Syl.  I  fay,  that  you  ihou’d  not  ufe  that  honeft  Fel¬ 
low  fo  inhumanly.  He’s  a  Gentleman  of  Parts  and 
Fortune ;  and  befides  that,  he’s  my  Plume's  Friend,  and 
by  all  that’s  facred  if  you  don’t  ufe  him  better,  I  ihall 
expeCt  Satisfaction. 

Mel.  Satisfaction !  you  begin  to  fancy  your  fielf  in 

Breeches  in  good  earneft - But  to  be  plain  with  you, 

I  like  Worthy  the  worfe  for  being  fo  intimate  with  your 
♦Captain ;  for  I  take  him  to  be  a  loofe,  idle,  unman¬ 
nerly  Coxcomb. 

Syl.  O,  Madam  !  you  never  faw  him,  perhaps,  fince 
you  were  Miftrefs  of  Twenty  Thoufand  Pound  ;  you 
only  knew  him  when  you  were  capitulating  with  Wor¬ 
thy  for  a  Settlement,  which  perhaps  might  encourage 
him  to  be  a  little  loofe,  and  unmannerly  with  you. 

Mel.  What  do  you  mean.  Madam  ? 
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Syl.  My  Meaning  needs  no  Interpretation,  Madam. 

Mel.  Better  it  had.  Madam;  for  methinks  you  are 
too  plain. 

Syl.  If  you  mean  the  Plainnefs  of  my  Perfon,  I 
think  your  Ladyfhip’s  as  plain  as  me  to  the  full. 

Mel.  Were  I  fure  of  that,  I  wou’d  be  glad  to  take 
up  with  a  Rakehelly  Officer,  as  you  do. 

Sjl.  Again !  Look’e,  Madam,  you’re  in  your  own 
Houfe. 

Mel.  And  if  you  had  kept  in  yours,  I  lhou’d  have 
excus’d  you. 

Syl.  Don’t  be  troubled,  Madam,  I  fha’n’t  defire  to 
have  my  Vifit  return'd. 

Mel.  The  fooner  therefore  you  make  an  end  of 
this,  the  better. 

Syl.  I  am  eafiiy  perfuaded  to  follow  my  Inclinations, 
fo.  Madam,  your  humble  Servant.  [Exit. 

Mel.  Saucy  Thing? 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lue.  What’s  the  matter.  Madam  ? 

Mel.  Did  you  not  fee  the  proud  Nothing,  how  lhe 
fwell’d  upon  the  arrival  of  her  Fellow? 

,  Luc.  Her  Fellow  has  not  been  long  enough  arriv’d 
to  occafion  any  great  Swelling,  Madam;  I  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  lhe  has  feen  him  yet. 

Mel.  Nor  lha’n’t,  if  I  can  help  it - Let  me  fee _ . 

I  have  it - Bring  me  Pen  and  Ink - hold. 

I’ll  go  write  in  my  Clofet. 

Luc.  An  Anfwer  to  this  Letter,  I  hope.  Madam. 

[ Prefents  a  Letter . 

Mel.  Who  fent  it  ? 

Luc.  Your  Captain,  Madam. 

Mel.  He’s  a  Fool,  and  I’m  tir’d  of  him.  Send  it 
back  unopen’d. 

Luc.  The  Meflenger’s  gone,  Madam. 

Mel.  Then  how  fhou’d  I  fend  an  Anfwer?  Call 
him  back  immediately,  while  I  go  write.  [ Exeunt . 

,  Lhe  End  of  the  frf  ACT. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE,  An  Apartment. 

Enter  Juflice  Ballance  and  Plume. 

'Ball.  T"  Ook’e,  Captain,  give  us  but  Blood  for  our 
1  j  Money,  and  you  (ha' n’t  want  Men.  I  re¬ 
member  that  for  fome  Years  of  the  laft  War,  vve  had  no 
Blood,  no  Wounds,  but  in  the  Officers  Mouths ;  nothing 
for  our  Millions  but  News-Papers  not  worth  a  Read¬ 
ing - Our  Army  did  nothing  but  play  at  Prifcn  Bars, 

and  hide  and  feek  with  the  Enemy  ;  but  now  ye  have 
brought  us  Colours,  and  Standards,  and  Prifoners— — 
.Ad’s  my  Life,  Captain,  get  us  but  another  Marlhal 
of  France,  and  I’ll  go  my  felf  for  a  Soldier- 

Plume.  Pray,  Mr.  Ballance,  how  does  your  fair 
Daughter  ? 

Ball.  Ah,  Captain!  What  is  my  Daughter  to' a 
Marfhal  of  France?  We’re  upon  a  Nobler  Subjeft,  I 
want  to  have  a  particular  Delcription  of  the  Battel  of 
liockftet.  — 

Phitne.  The  Battel,  Sir,  was  a  very  pretty  Battel 
as  any  one  fhou’d  defire  to  fee,  but  we  were  all  fo 
intent  upon  Victory,  that  we  never  minded  the  Bat¬ 
tel  :  all  that  I  know  of  the  matter,  is,  our  General 
commanded  us  to  beat  the  French,  and  we  did  fo; 
and  if  he  pleafes  but  to  fay  the  Word,  we’ll  do’t  a- 
gain.  But  pray.  Sir,  how  does  Mrs.  Sylvia? 

Ball.  Still  upon  Sylvia!  For  ffiame,  Captain,  you 
are  engag’d  already,  wedded  to  the  War;  Vidlory  is 
your  Miitrefs,  and  ’tis  below  a  Soldier  to  think  of  any 
other. 

Plume.  As  a  Miftrefs,  I  confefs  ;  but  as  a  Friend, 

Mr.  Ballance. 

Ball.  Come,  come,  Captain,  never  mince  the 
Matter,  wou’d  not  you  debauch  my  Daughter,  if 
you  cou’d  ? 

Plume.  How,  Sir !  I  hope  fhe’s  not  to  be  debauch’d. 

Ball. 
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Ball.  Faith,  but  (he  is.  Sir ;  and  any  Woman  in 
England  of  her  Age  and  Complexion,  by  a  Man  of  your 
Youth  and  Vigour.  Look’e,  Captain,  once  I  wars 
young,  and  once  an  Officer  as  you  are ;  and  I  can  guefs 
at  your  Thoughts  now,  by  what  mine  were  then ;  and 
I  remember  very  well,  that  I  would  have  given  one 
of  my  Legs  to  have  deluded  the  Daughter  of  an  old 
Country  Gentleman,  as  like  mine  as  1  was  then  like 
you. 

Plume.  But,  Sir,  was  that  Country  Gentleman  your 
Friend  and  Benefa&or  ? 

Ball.  Not  much  of  that. 

Plume.  There  the  Comparifon  breaks;  the  Favours, 
Sir,  that - 

Ball.  Pho,  I  hate  Speeches ;  if  I  have  done  you  any 
Service,  Captain,  ’twas  to  pleafe  myfelf ;  for  I  love 
thee,  and  if  I  could  part  with  my  Girl,  you  Ihou’d  have 
her  as  foon  as  any  young  Fellow  I  know;  But  I  hope 
you  have  more  Honour  than  to  quit  the  Service,  and 
(he  more  Prudence  than  to  follow  the  Camp;  but  (he’s 
at  her  own  Difpofal,  (he  has  fifteen  Hundred  Pound  in 
her  Pocket,  and  fo,  Sylvia,  Sylvia.  [Calls. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  There  are  fome  Letters,  Sir,  come  by  the  Pod 
from  London,  I  left  them  upon  the  Table  in  your  Clofet. 

Ball.  And  here  is  a  Gentleman  from  Germany,  \_P re¬ 
gents  Plume  to  her.']  Captain,  you’ll  excufe  me,  I’ll  go 
and  read  my  Letters,  and  wait  on  you.  [ Exit 

Syl.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  to  England. 

Plume.  You  are  indebted  to  me  a  Welcome,  Madam, 
fmce  the  Hopes  of  receiving  it  from  this  fair  Hand, 
was  the  principal  Caufe  of  my  feeing  England. 

Syl.  I  have  often  heard,  that  Soldiers  were  fincere, 
(hall  I  venture  to  believe  publick  Report  ? 

Plume.  You  may,  when  ’tis  back’d  by  private  In- 
furance ;  for  I  fwear.  Madam,  by  the  Honour  of  my 
Profeffion,  that  whatever  Dangers  I  went  upon,  it  was; 
with  the  Hope  of  making  my  (elf  more  worthy  of  youv 
Efleem;  and  if  ever  I  had  Thoughts  of  preferving  my 
Life,  ’twas  for  the  Pleafure  of  dying  at  your  Feet. 

B  Syl. 
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Syl.  Well,  well,  you  lhall  die  at  my  Feet,  or  where 
you  will;  but  you  know,  Sir,  there’s  a  certain  Will 
and  Teftament  to  be  made  before-hand. 

Plume.  My  Will,  Madam,  is  made  already,  and 
there  it  is ;  and  if  you  pleafe  to  open  that  Parchment, 
which  was  drawn  the  Evening  before  the  Battle  of  Blen¬ 
heim,  you  will  find  whom  I  left  my  Heir. 

Syl.  Mrs.  Sylvia  Bal lance,  [Opens  the  Will  and  reads."] 
Well,  Captain,  this  is  a  handiome  and  fubllantial  Com- 
'  pliment;  but  I  can  affure  you,  I  am  much  better  pleafed 
with  the  bare  Knowledge  of  your  Intention,  than  I 
fhou’d  have  been  in  the  Poffeffion  of  your  Legacy  :  But 
methinks,  Sir,  you  fhould  have  left  iomething  to  your 
little  Boy  at  the  Cajlle. 

Plusne.  That’s  home,  [AfideS]  My  little  Boy!  Lack- 
a-day,  Madam,  that  alone  may  convince  you  ’twas  none 
of  mine;  why  the  Girl,  Madam,  is  my  Serjeant’s  Wife, 
and  fo  the  poor  Creature  gave  out  that  I  was  Father, 
in  hopes  that  my  Friends  might  fupport  her  in  Cafe 

of  Necefiity, - That  was  all.  Madam, - My  Boy! 

No,  no,  no. 

P.nter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  my  Maker  has  received  fome  ill  News 
from  London,  and  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  immediately,, 
and  he  begs  the  Captain’s  Pardon,  that  he  can’t  wait  on 
him  as  he  promis’d. 

Plume.  Ill  Ney/s !  Heavens  avert  it,  nothing  could 
touch  me  nearer  than  to  fee  that  generous  worthy  Gen¬ 
tleman  afilifted :  I’ll  leave  you  to  comfort  him,  and  be 
affur’d,  that  if  my  Life  and  Fortune  can  be  any  way 
ierviceable  to  the  Father  of  my  Sylvia,  he  fhall  freely 
command  both. 

Syl.  The  Necefiity  muft  be  very  preffing,  that  would 
engage  me  to  endanger  either. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally. 

SCENE,.  Another  Apartment. 

Enter  Ballance  and  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Whilft  there  is  Life,  there  is  Hopes,  Sir ;  per¬ 
haps  my  Brother  may  recover. 

Balm 
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Ball.  We  have  but  little  Reafon  to  expedl  it ;  Doftor 
Hillman  acquaints  me  here,  that  before  this  comes  to 

my  hands,  he  fears  I  lhall  have  no  Son - Poor  Owen  f 

— But  the  Decree  is  jail,  I  was  pleas’d  with  the  Death 
of  my  Father,  becaufe  he  left  me  an  Eftate,  and  now 
I  am  punilh’d  with  the  Lofs  of  an  Heir  to  inherit  mine; 
I  muft  now  look  upon  you  as  the  only  Hopes  of  my 
Family,  and  I  expert  that  the  Augmentation  of  your 
Fortune  will  give  you  frelh  Thoughts,  and  new  Pro- 
fpefts. 

Syl.  My  Defire  of  being  punctual  in  my  Obedience, 
requires  that  you  would  be  plain  in  your  Commands, 
Sir. 


Ball.  The  Death  of  your  Brother  makes  you  foie 
Heirefs  to  my  Eftate,  which  you  know  is  about  twelve, 
hundred  Pounds  a  Year  :  This  Fortune  gives  you  a  fair 
Claim  to  Quality,  and  a  Title;  you  mull  fet  a  juft  Va¬ 
lue  upon  your  felf,  and  in  plain  Terms,  think  no  more 
of  Captqin  Plume. 

Syl.  You  have  often  commended  the  Gentleman,  Sir.' 

Ball.  And  I  do  fo  ftill,  he’s  a  very  pretty  Fellow;  but 
fho’  I  lik’d  him  well  enough  for  a  bare  Son-in- Law,  1 
don’t  approve  of  him  for  an  Heir  to  my  Eftate  and 
Family  ;  fifteen  hundred  Pounds  indeed  I  might  truft- 
in  his  Hands,  and  it  might  do  the  young  Fellow  a 

Kindnefs,  but,  - - ods  my  Life,  twelve  hundred 

Pound  a  Year  wou’d  ruin  him,  quite  turn  his  Brain : 
A  Captain  of  Foot  worth  twelve  hundred  Pounds  a 
Year !  ’Tis  a  Prodigy  in  Nature.  Befides  this,  1 
have  five  or  fix  thoufand  Pounds  in  Woods  upon  my 
Eftate ;  Oh  !  That  wou’d  make  him  Hark  mad  :  For 
you  muft  know,  that  all  Captains  have  a  mighty 
Averfion  to  Timber,  they  can’t  endure  to  fee  Trees 
Handing.  Then  I  lhou’d  have  fome  Rogue  of  a 
Builder,  by  the  help  of  his  damn’d  Magick  Art,  trans¬ 
form  my  noble  Oaks  and  Elms  into  Cornifhes,  Portals, 
Sadies,  Birds,  Bealls  and  Devils,  to  adorn  fome  mag- 
gotty,  new-falhion’d  Bauble  upon  the  Thames  ;  and 
then  you  Ihou’d  have  a  Dog  of  a  Gardener  bring  a 
Habeas  Corpus  for  my  Terra  Jlrma,  remove  it  to  Chel- 

B  2  fca. 


28  The  Recruiting  Officer. 

fea,  or  Ewittenham,  and  clap  it  into  Grafs-Plats,  and 
Gravel-Walks. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here’s  one  with  a  Letter  below  for  your 
Worfhip,  but  he  will  deliver  it  into  no  hands  but  your 
own. 

Ball.  Come,  Ihew  me  the  Meflenger. 

[Exit  with  Servant. 

Syl.  Make  the  Difpute  between  Love  and  Duty,  and 

I  am  Prince  Prettyman  exa&ly. - If  my  Brother  dies, 

ah  poor  Brother  !  If  he  lives,  ah  poor  Sifter  !  ’Tis  bad 
both  ways;  I’ll  try  it  again. - Follow  my  own  In¬ 

clinations,  and  break  my  Father’s  Heart ;  or  obey  his 
Commands,  and  break  my  own ;  worfe  and  worfe. 
Suppofe  I  take  it  thus?  A  moderate  Fortune,  a  pretty 
Fellow  and  a  Pad;  or  a  fine  Eftate,  a  Coach  and  fix, 
and  an  Afs - That  will  never  do  neither. 

Enter  Juft  ice  Ballance  and  Servant. 

Ball.  Put  four  Horfes  into  the  Coach.  [To  a  Ser¬ 
vant,  who  goes  out. J  Ho,  Sylvia! 

Syl.  Sir! 

Ball.  How  old  were  you  when  your  Mother  dy’d  ? 

Syl.  Sq  young,  that  I  don’t  remember  I  ever  had 
one  ;  and  you  have  been  fo  careful,  fo  indulgent  to  me 
fince,  that  indeed  I  never  wanted  one. 

Ball.  Have  I  ever  deny’d  you  any  thing  you  alk’d 
of  me  ? 

Syl.  Never  that  I  remember. 

Ball.  Then,  Sylvia,  I  mull  beg  that  once  in  your 
Life  you  wou’d  grant  me  a  Favour. 

Syl.  Why  lhou’d  you  queftion  it,  Sir  ? 

Ball.  I  don’t,  but  I  wou’d  rather  counfel  than  com¬ 
mand  ;  I  don’t  propofe  this  with  the  Authority  of  a  Pa¬ 
rent,  but  as  the  Advice  of  your  F'riend ;  that  you  wou’d 
take  the  Coach  this  Moment,  and  go  into  the  Country. 

Syl.  Does  this  Advice,  Sir,  proceed  from  the  Con¬ 
tents  of  the  Letter  you  receiv’d  juft  now  ? 

Ball.  No  matter,  I’ll  be  with  you  in  three  or  four 

Days,  and  then  give  you  my  Reafons - But  before 

you  go,  I  expett  you  will  make  me  one  folemn  PropiMo. 
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Sfl.  Propole  the  thing,  Sir  ? 

Ball.  That  you  will  never  difpofe  of  yourfelf  to  any 
Man,  without  my  Confent. 

SyJ.  I  promife. 

Ball.  Very  well,  and  to  be  even  with  you,  I  promife 
I  never  will  difpofe  of  you  without  your  own  Confent : 
and  fo,  Sylvia,  the  Coach  is  ready ;  farewel.  [ Leads 
her  to  the  Door,  and  return;.  J  Now  fhe’s  gone.  I’ll  ex¬ 
amine"  the  Contents  of  this  Letter  a  little  nearer. 

[Reads. 

SIR, 

Ji  AT  Intimacy  with  Mr.  Worthy  has  drawn  a  Secret 
jfy£  from  him,  that  he  had  from  his  friend  Captain 
Plume  ;  and  my  Friendjhip  and  Relation  to  your  Fa¬ 
mily  oblige  me  to  give  you  timely  notice  of  it:  The  Captain 
has  dijhonourahle  Defgns  upon  my  Coujin  Sylvia.  Evils 
of  this  Nature  are  more  eajily  prevented  than  amended ; 
and  that  you  would  immediately  fend  my  Coufin  into  the 
Country^  is  the  Advice  of. 

Sir,  your  humble  Servant, 
MELINDA. 

Why  the  Devil’s  in  the  young  Fellows  of  this  Age, 
they  are  ten  times  worfe  than  they  were  in  my  time : 
Had  he  made  my  Daughter  a  Whore,  and  foriwore  it 
like  a  Gentleman,  I  cou’d  have  almoft  pardon’d  it ; 

but  to  tell  Tales  beforehand,  is  monilrous - Hang  it, 

I  can  fetch  down  a  Woodcock  or  a  Snipe,  and  why  not 
a  Hat  and  Feather  ?  I  have  a  Cafe  of  good  Piliols,  and 
have  a  good  mind  to  try. 

Enter  Worthy. 

Worthy  !  Y our  Servant. 

Wor.  I  am  forry,  Sir,  to  be  the  Meffenger  of  ill 
News. 

Ball.  I  apprehend  it.  Sir;  you  have  heard  that  my 
Son  Owen  is  pall  Recovery. 

Wor.  My  Letters  fay  he’s  dead.  Sir. 

Ball.  He’s  happy,  and  I  am  fatisfied:  The  Strokes 
of  Heaven  I  can  bear;  but  Injuries  from  Men,  Mr. 
Worthy,  are  not  fo  eafily  fupported. 

[ter*  ^  B  j  W' 
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Wn\  I  hope,  S:r,  you’re  under  no  Apprehenfion  of 
Wrong  from  an}-  body. 

BaU.  Voa  know  I  ought  to  be. 

tVor.  y  ou  wrong  ray  Honour,  Sir,  in  believing  I 
con’d  know  any  thing  to  your  prejudice,  without  re¬ 
lenting  it  as  much  as  you  Ihou'd. 

Bail.  This  Letter,  Sir,  which  I  tear  in  pieces  to  con¬ 
ceal  the  Perfon  that  ferit  it,  informs  me,  that  Plume  has 
a  Defign  upon  Srl-z/a,  and  that  you  are  privy  to’t. 

JFcr.  Nay  then.  Sir,  I  muit  do  myfelf  Jullice,  and 
endeavour  to  find  ou:  the  Author  [Takes  up  a  Bit.]  Sir, 

I  know  the  Hand,  and  if  you  refute  to  difcover  the 
Contents,  Melinda  fhall  tell  me.  [Gcing. 

Ball.  Hold,  Sir,  the  Contents  I  have  told  you  al¬ 
ready,  only  with  this  Circumftance,  that  her  Intimacy 
with  Mr.  Worthy,  had  drawn  the  Secret  from  him. 

Wcr.  Her  Intimacy  with  me  !  Dear  Sir,  let  me  pick 
u*  the  pieces  of  this  Letter ;  ’twill  give  me  fuch  a  Power 
over  her  Pride,  to  have  her  own  an  Intimacy  under  her 
Hand:  ’.T was  the  luckieft  Accident !  [ Gathering  up 
the  Letter.]  The  Afperfion,  Sir,  was  nothing  but 
Malice,  the  Effect  of  a  little  Quarrel  between  her  and 
Mrs.  S  l-via. 

Ball.  Are  you  fure  of  that.  Sir  ? 

Wsr.  Her  Maid  gave  me  the  HLlory  of  part  of 
the  Battel,  juft  now  as  fee  over-heard  it.  But  I  hope, 
Sir,  your  Daughter  has  fuffer’d  nothing  upon  the  ac¬ 
count. 

Ball.  No,  no,  poor  Girl,  fhe’s  fo  afflicted  with  the 
News  of  her  Brother’s  Death,  that  to  avoid  Company, 
ihe  begg’d  leave  to  be  gene  into  the  County. 

Wor.  And  is  (he  gene  ? 

Ball.  I  ccu’a  not  refute  her,  fhe  was  fo  prefling ; 
the  Coach  went  from  the  Door  the  Minute  before  you 
came. 

Uor.  So  prefling  to  be  gone.  Sir  ! - 1  find  her  For¬ 

tune  will  give  her  the  fame  Airs  with  Melinda,  and  then 
Plume  and  I  may  laugh  at  one  another. 

Ball.  Like  enough,  Women  are  as  fubject  to  Pride 
as 'we  are,  and  why  mayn’t  great  Women  as  well  as 

great 
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great  Men,  forget  their  old  Acquaintance? — But  come, 
where’s  this  young  Fellow?  I  love  him  fo  well,  it 
would  break  the  Heart  of  me  to  think  him  a  Rafcal — 
I’m  glad  my  Daughter’s  gone  fairly  off  tho’.  [Afde.] 
Where  does  the  Captain  quarter  ? 

Wor.  At  Horton’s ;  I  am  to  meet  him  there  two 
Hours  hence,  and  we  Ihould  be  glad  of  your  Com¬ 
pany. 

Ball.  Your  Pardon,  dear  Worthy ,  I  mull  allow  a 
Day  or  two  to  the  Death  of  my  Son:  The  Decorum  of 
Mourning  is  what  we  owe  the  World,  becaufe  they  pay 
it  to  us  afterwards.  I  am  yours  over  a  Bottle,  or  how 
you  will. 

Wor.  Sir,  I’m  your  humble  Servant. 

,  '  [Exeunt federally. 

SCENE,  the  Street. 

Enter  Kite,  with  a  Mob  in  each  Hand  drunk  ■  ■  ■*» 
Kite  Jings. 

Our  Prentice  T  om  may  ntrw  refufe'. 

To  wipe  his  fcoundrel  Majier's  Shoes', 

For  now  he's  free  to  Jing  ar.d  play , 

Over  the  Hills,  and  far-away. - Over,  Sec. 

[The  Mob  fing  the  Chorn. 
We  Jhall  lead  more  happy  Lives, 

By  getting  rid  of  Brats  and  Wives, 

That  fold  and  bravol  both.  Night  and  Day  ; 

Over  the  Hills,  and  far  away. - Over,  Sec. 

Kite.  Hey  Boys  !  Thus  we  Soldiers'  live  !  drink, 

fing,  dance,  play;  We  live,  as  one  Ihou’d  fay - 

we  live - ’tis  impoffible  to  tell  how  we  live - We 

are  all  Princes— Why - -why,  you  are  a  King - 

You  are  an  Emperor,  and  I’m  a  Prince— now - - 

a’n’t  we — — 

1  itMob.  No,  Serjeant,  I’ll  be  Emperor. 

Kite.  No! 

1  ft  Mob.  No,  I’ll  be  a  Juftice  of  Peace. 

Kite.  A  Juftice  of  Peace,  Man  ! 

B  4  ift  Mob. 
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i ft  Mob.  Ay,  wauns  will  I;  for fince this Prefling-A<ft> 
they  are  greater  than  any  Emperor  under  the  Sun. 

Kite.  Done:  You  are  a  Juftice  of  Peace,  and  you  are 
a  King,  and  I  am  a  Duke,  and  a  rum  Duke,  a’n’t  I? 

ad  Mob.  Ay,  but  I’ll  be  no  King. 

Kite.  What  then  ? 

ad  Mob.  I’ll  be  a  Queen. 

Kite.  A  Queen! 

id  Mob.  Ay,  -  Queen  of  England,  that’s  greater  than 
any  King  of  ’em  all. 

Kite.  Bravely  laid,  ’faith ;  Huzza  for  tire  Queen. 
’[Huzza!']  But  heark’e,  you,  Mr.  Juftice,  and  you, 
Mr.  Queen,  did  you  never  fee  the  Queen’s  Pidlure? 

Mob.  No,  no,  no. 

Kite.  I  wonder  at  that ;  I  have  two  of  ’em  fet  in 
Gold,  and  as  like  her  Majefty,  God  blefs  the  Mark. 
See  here,  they  are  fet  in  Gold.  [Takes  two  Broad- 
Pieces  out  of  his  Pocket,  gives  one  to  each  Mob. 

j  ft  Mob.  The  wonderful  Works  of  Nature ! 

[Looking  at  it. 

2d  Mob.  What’s  this,  written  about  ?  Here’s  a  Pofie, 
I  believe,  Ca-ro-lus - What’s  that,  Serjeant  ? 

Kite.  O!  Carolus'. - ——Why  Carolus  Is  Latin  for 

Queen  Anne-,  that’s  all. 

zd  Mob.  ’Tis  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  Schollard  ^—Ser¬ 
jeant,  will  you  part  with  this  ?  I’ll  buy  it  on  you,  if 
it  come  within  the  Compafs  of  a  Crown. 

Kite.  A  Crown  !  never  talk  of  buying :  ’tis  the  fame 
thing,  among  Friends,  you  know;  I’ll  prefent ’em  to 
ye  both:  you  fhall  give  me  as  good  a  thing.  Put ’em 
up,  and  remember  your  old  Friend,  when  I  am  over 
the  Hills,  and  far  away. 

[They  fing,  and  put  up  the  Money. 

Enter  Plume,  finging. 

Plume.  Over  the  Hills,  and  o'er  the  Main , 

To  Flanders,  Portugal,  or  Spain: 

The  Thicen  commands,  and  we'll  obey, 

O  ver  the  Hills,  and  far  away. 

Come  on  my  Men  of  Mirth,  away  with  it,  I’ll  make 
ene  among  ye :  Who  are  thel'e  hearty  Lads  ? 


Kite. 
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Kite.  Off  with  your  Hats ;  ’Ounds  off  with  your 
Hats:  This  is  the  Captain,  the  Captain. 

I  ft.  Mob.  We  have  feen  Captains  afore  now,  Mun. 

2d  Mob.  Ay,  and  Lieutenant- Captains  too;  s^flelh; 
I’ll  keep  on  my  Nab. 

iff  Mob.  And  I’fe  fcarcely  d’off  mine  for  any  Captain 
in  England :  My  Vether’s  a  Freeholder. 

Plume.  Who  are  thefe  jolly  Lads,  Serjeant  ? 

Kite.  A  couple  of  honeft  brave  Fellows  that  are 
willing  to  ferve  the  Queen :  I  have  entertain’d  ’em 
juft  now,  as  Volunteers,  under  your  Honour’s  Com¬ 
mand. 

Plume.  And  good  Entertainment  they  lhall  have  : 
Volunteers  are  the  Men  I  want,  thofe  are  the  Men  fit 
to  make  Soldiers,  Captains,  Generals. 

1  ft  Mob.  Wounds,  Tummas,  what’s  this!  Are  you 
lifted  ? 

2d  Mob.  Flefh!  not  I:  Are  you,  Cojlar? 

1  ft  Mob.  Wounds,  not  I. 

Kite.  What!  not  lifted  !  ha,  ha,  ha;  a  very  good 
Jeft,  i’faith. 

1  ft  Mob.  Come,  Tummas,  we’ll  go  home. 

2d  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  come. 

Kite.  Home  !  for  fhame,  Gentlemen,  behave  your 
I  felves  better  before  your  Captain :  Dear  Tummas,  ho¬ 
ned  Cojlar. 

2d  Mob.  No,  no,  we’ll  be  gone.. 

Kite.  Nay,  then,  I  command  you  to  flay :  I  place 
you  both  Centinels  in  this  place,  for  two  Hours,  to 
watch  the  Motion  of  St.  Mary's  Clock,  you ;  and  you 
the  Motion  of  St.  Chad's  :  And  he  that  dares  ftir  from 
his  Poll  ’till  he  be  reliev’d,  ihall  have  my  Sword  in  his 
Guts  the  next  Minute. 

Plume.  What’s  the  matter,  Serjeant !  I’m  afraid  you 
are  too  rough  with  thefe  Gentlemen. 

Kite.  I’m  too  mild,  Sir :  They  difobey  Command, 
Sir,  and  one  of ’em  Ihou’d  be  {hot  for  an  Example  u> 
the  other. 

1  ft  Mob .  S  h  ot,  Tummas  ! 

Plume.  Come,  Gentlemen,  what’s  the  matter  ? 
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i  ft  Mob.  We  don’t  know;  the  noble  Serjeant  is 
pleas’d  to  be  in  a  Paflion,  Sir, - but - 

Kite.  They  difobey  Command,  they  deny  their  be¬ 
ing  lifted, 

2d  Mob.  Nay,  Serjeant,  we  don’t  downright  deny  it 
neither ;  that  we  dare  not  do,  for  fear  of  being  lhot  r 
but  we  humbly  conceive,  in  a  civil  way,  and  begging 
your  Worlhip’s  Pardon,  that  we  may  go  home. 

Flume.  T hat’s  eafily  known ;  have  either  of  you  re¬ 
ceiv’d  any  of  the  Queen’s  Money  ? 

i i\.Mob.  Not  a  Brafs  Farthing,  Sir. 

Kite.  Sir,  they  have  each  of  them  receiv’d  three  and 
twenty  Shillings  and  Six-pence,  and  ’tis  now  in  their 
Pockets. 

i  ft.  Mob.  Wounds,  if  J  have  a  Penny  in  my  Pocket 
but  a  bent  Six-pence,  I’ll  be  content  to  be  lifted,  and 
lhot  into  the  Bargain. 

2d  Mob.  And  I;  look  ye  here.  Sir. 

i  ft  Mob.  Ay,  here’s  my  Stock  too:  Nothing  but 
the  Queen’s  Picture,  that  the  Serjeant  gave  me  jult 
now. 

Kite.  See  there,  a  Broad-piecer  three  and  twenty 
Shillings  and  Six-pence;  t’other  has  the  Fellow  on’t. 

Flume.  The  Cafe  is  plain.  Gentlemen,  the  Goods 
are  found  upon  you:  Thofe  Pieces  of  Gold  are  worth 
three  and  twenty  and  Six-pence  each. 

l  ft  M°b-  So  it  feems,  that  Carolus  is  three  and  twenty 
Shillings  and  Six-pence  in  Latin. 

2d  Mob.  ’Tis.  the  fame  thing  in  Greek,  for  we  are 
lifted. 

i  ft  Mob.  Flelh !  but  we  a’n’t  Timm  as :  I  defire  to  be 
carried  before  the  Mayor,  Captain. 

[Captain  and  Serjeant  vshi/per  the  'while. 

Plume.  ’Twill  never  do.  Kite — - your  damn’d 

Tricks  will  ruin  me  at  laft - 1  won’t  lofe  the  Fellows 

tho’,  if  I  can  help  it - Well,  Gentlemen,  there 

muft  be  fome  Trick  in  this ;  my  Serjeant  offers  to  take 
his  Oath  that  you  are  fairly  lifted. 

i  ft  Mob.  Why,  Captain,  we  know  that  you  Sol- 1 
diers  have  more  Liberty  of  Confidence  than  other 

Folks  a 
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Folks;  but  for  me,  or  Neighbour  Cojlar  here,  to  take 
fuch  an  Oath,  ’twou’d  be  downright  Perjuration. 

Plume %  Look’e,  Rafcal,  you  Villain,  if  I  find  that 
you  have  impos’d  upon  thefe  two  beneft  Fellows,  I’ll 

trample  you  to  death,  you  Dog——' - Come,  how 

was’t  ? 

zd  Mob.  Nay  then,  we’ll  fpeak ;  your  Serjeant,  as 
you  fay,  is  a  Rogue,  begging  your  Worlhip’s  Pardon 

1  ft  Mob.  Nay,  Tummas,  let  me  fpeak;  you  know  I 

can  read - - — And  fo,  Sir,  he  gave  us  thofe  two 

Pieces  of  Money  for  Pictures  of  the  Queen,  by  way  of 
a  Prefent. 

Plume.  How!  by  way  of  a  Prefent!  The  Son  of  a 
Whore!  I’ll  teach  him  to  abufe  honeft  Fellows,  like 
you !  Scoundrel,  Rogue,  Villain  ! 

[Beats  off  the  Serjeant,  and  follows. 

Mob.  O  brave  noble  Captain!  Huzza!  a  brave  Cap-' 
tain,  ’faith. 

1  ft  Mob.  Now  Tummas,  Carolus  is  Latin  for  a  Beating : 
This  is  the  braveft  Captain  I  ever  faw— — ’Wounds  I 
have  a  Month’s  Mind  to  go  with  him. 

Enter  Plume. 

Plume.  A  Dog,  to  abufe  two  fuch  honeft  F ellows  as- 

you. - Leok’e,  Gentlemen,  I  love  a  pretty  Fellow,  X 

come  among  you  as  an  Ofiicer  to  lift  Soldiers,  not  as  a 
.Kidnapper  to  fteal  Slaves. 

1  ft  Mob.  Mind  that,  Tummas. 

Plume.  I  defire  no  Man  to  go  with  me,  bat  as  I  went 
myfelf:  I  went  a  Volunteer,  as  you,  or  you,  may  do  ; 
for  a  little  time  carried  a  Mufquet,  and  now  I  command 
a  Company. 

zdMob.  Mind  that,  Coflar :  A  fweet  Gentleman! 

Plume.  ’Tis  true,  Gentlemen,  I  might  take  an  Ad¬ 
vantage  of  you ;  the  Queen’s  Money  was  in  your 
Pockets,  my  Serjeant  was  ready  to  take  his'  Oath  you. 
were  lifted;  but  I  fcorn  to  do  abafe  thing,  you  are  both, 
of  you  at  your  liberty.  ' 

1 H  Mob.  Thank  you,  noble  Captain — I’cod,  I  can’t 
find  in  my  Heart  to  leaye  him,  he  talks  To  finely. 

zd  Mob. 
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2d  Mob.  Ay,  Co.fi ar,  wou’d  he  always  hold  in  this 
mind. 

Flume.  Come,  my  Lads,  one  thing  more  I’ll  tell 
you:  you're  both  young  tight  Fellows,  and  the  Army 
is  the  place  to  make  you  Men  for  ever :  Every  Man  has 
his  Lot,  and  you  have  yours.  What  think  you  now  of 
a  Purfe  of  French  Gold  out  of  a  Monfieur’s  Pocket,  after 
you  have  dafh’d  out  his  Brains  with  the  But-end  of 
your  Firelock?  eh! - 

1  if  Mob.  Wauns!  I’ll  have  it.  Captain - give  me 

a  Shilling,  I’ll  follow  you  to  the  end  of  the  World. 

2d  Mob.  Nay,  dear  Cofiar,  do’na;  be  advis’d. 

Plume.  Here,  my  Hero,  here  are  two  Guineas  for 
thee,  as  Earned:  of  what  I’ll  do  farther  for  thee. 

2d  Mob.  Do’na  take  it,  do’na,  dear  Cofiar. 

[Cries  and  pulls  back  his  Arm. 

1  ft  Mob.  I  wull - 1  wull - Waunds,  my  Mind 

gives  me,  that  I  ihall  be  a  Captain  myfelf  ■  —I  take 
your  Money,  Sir,  and  now  1  am  a  Gentleman. 

Plume.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  and  now  you  and  I  will 
travel  the  World  o’er,  and  command  it  wherever  we 
tread— Bring  your  F  riend  with  you,  if  you  can.  [A fide. 

ill  Mob.  Well  Tummas,  mud  we  part? 

2d  Mob.  No,  Cofiar,  I  conno  leave  thee  ——Come, 
Captain,  I’ll  e’en  go  along  too ;  and  if  you  have  two 
honeder  dmpler  Lads  in  your  Company,  than  we  two 
been,  I’ll  fay  no  more. 

Plume.  Here  my  Lad,  [Gives  him  Money.]  Now  your 
N  ame  ? 

id  Mob.  Tummas  Applet ree. 

Plume.  And  yours? 

?.d  Mob.  Cofiar  P  earmain . 

Plume.  Born  where? 

t  (i  Mob.  Both  in  Herefordjhire. 

Plume.  Very  well;  Courage,  my  Lads - Nowt 

we’ll  fmg.  Over  the  Hills  and  far  away. 

Courage,  Boys,  ’ tis  One  to  Ten, 

But  Wf  return  all  Gentlemen,  See.  [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Second  ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  The  Marketplace. 

Enter  Plume  and  Worthy. 

War.  T  Cannot  forbear  admiring  the  Equality  of  our 
JL  two  Fortunes  u  We  lov’d  two  Ladies,  they  met 
us  half  way,  and  jull  as  we  were  upon  the  point  of 
leaping  into  their  Arms,  Fortune  drops  into  their  Laps, 
Pride  poffeffes  their  Hearts,  a  Maggot  fills  their  Heads, 
Madnefs  takes  ’em  by  the  Tails ;  they  fnort,.  kick  up 
their  Heels,  and  away  they  run. 

Flume.  And  leave  us  here  to  mourn  upon  the  Shore 

A  couple  of  poor  melancholy  Monfters - What 

Ihall  we  do  ? 

Wor.  I  have  a  Trick  for  mine;  the  Letter,  you 
know,  and  the  Fortune-teller. 

Flume.  And  I  have  a  Trick  for  mine. 

Wor.  What  is’t  ? 

Flume.  I’ll  never  think  of  her  again. 

Wor.  No! 

Flume.  No;  I  think  myfelf  above  adminiflring  to 
the  Pride  of  any  Woman,  were  Ihe  worth  twelve  thou- 
fand  a  Year;  and  I  han’t  the  Vanity  to  believe  I  Ihall 
ever  gain  a  Lady  worth  twelve  Hundred - The  ge¬ 

nerous,  good-natur’d  Sylvia,  in  her  Smock,  I  admire-; 
but  the  haughty,  fcornful  Sylvia,  with  her  Fortune,  I 

defpife - What,  breakout  of  Town,  and  not  fo  much 

as  a  Word,  a  Line,  a  Compliment! - ’Sdeath  ! 

how.  far  off  does  Ihe  live.?  I’ll  go  and  break  her  Win¬ 
dows. 

Wor.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  ay,  and  the  Window-Ears  too, 

to  come  at  her - -Come,  come.  Friend,  no  more  of 

I  your  rough  military  Airs. 

Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Captain,  Sir  !  look  yonder,  fhe’s  a  coming 
this  way  :  ’tis  the  prettieft,  cleaned,  little  Tit! 

Flume.  Now,  Worthy ,  to  drew  you  how  much  I 

aim 
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am  in  love; - - — here  lhe  comes;  and  what  is  that 

great  Country  Fellow  with  her? 

Kite.  I  can’t  tell.  Sir. 

Enter  Rofe,  and  her  Brother  Bullock,  and  Chickens  on 
her  Arms  in  a  Basket ,  &c. 

Rofe.  Buy  Chickens,  young  and  tender,  young  and 
tender  Chickens. 

Plume.  Here,  you  Chickens ! 

Rofe.  Who  calls? 

Plume.  Come  hither,  pretty  Maid. 

Rofe.  Will  you  pleafe  to  buy.  Sir  ? 

Wor.  Yes,  Child,  we’ll  both  buy. 

Plume.  Nay,  Worthy,  that’s  not  fair,  market  for 
your  felf — Come,  Child,  I’ll  buy  all  you  have. 

Rofe.  Then  all  I  have  is  at  your  Service.  [ Court' fies . 
Wor.  Then  I  mull  lhift  for  my  felf,  I  find.  [Exit. 
Plume.  Let  me  fee ;  young  and  tender,  you  fay. 

[Chucks  her  under  the  Chin. 
Rofe.  As  ever  you  tailed  in  your  Life,  Sir.  \ 
Plume.  Come,  I  mult  examine  your  Balket  to  the 
bottom,  my  Dear. 

Rofe.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  put  in  your  Hand ;  feel. 
Sir ;  I  warrant  my  Ware  as  good  as  any  in  the  Mar¬ 
ket. 

Plume.  And  I’ll  buy  it  all.  Child,  were  it  ten  times 
more. 

Rofe.  Sir,  I  can  furnilh  you. 

Plume.  Come  then,  we  won’t  quarrel  about  the 

Price,  they’re  fine  Birds . -Pray  what’s  your  Name, 

pretty  Creature  ? 

Rofe.  Rofe,  Sir:  My  Father  is  a  Farmer  within 
three  Ihort  Mile  o’the  Town ;  we  keep  this  Market: 

I  fell  Chickens,  Eggs,  and  Butter,  and  my  Brother 
Bulloch  there  fells  Corn. 

Bullock.  Conte,  Siller,  halte,  we  fitall  be  late  home. 

[Whiflles  about  the  Stage.  J 
Plume.  Kite!  [Tips  him  the  Wink,  he  returns  it. 
Pretty  Mrs.  Rofe — — you  hajve  ——let  me  fee- — how 
many  ? 
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Rofe.  A  dozen,  Sir,  and  they  are  richly  worth  a 
Crown. 

Bull.  Come  Ruofe,  Ruofe,  I  fold  fifty  Strake  of 
Barley  to-day  in  half  this  time;  but  you  will  higgle 
and  higgle  for  a  Penny  more  than  the  Commodity  is 
worth. 

Rofe.  What’s  that  to  you,  Oaf?  I  can  make  as  much 
out  of  a  Groat,  as  you  can  out  of  Four-pence,  I’m 

fure - The  Gentleman  bids  fair,  and  when  I  meet 

with  a  Chapman,  I  know  how  to  make  the  bell  of  him 
- - .And  fo,  Sirf,  I  fay,  for  a  Crown  Piece  the  Bar¬ 
gain’s  yours. 

Plume.  Here’s  a  Guinea,  my  Dear. 

Rofe.  I  can’t  change  your  Money,  Sir. 

Plume.  Indeed,  indeed,  but  you  can — my  Lodging 
is  hard  by.  Chicken,  and  we’ll  make  change  there. 

[ Goes  of,  fhe  follows  him. 

Kite.  So,  Sir,  as  I  was  telling  you,  I  have  feen  one 
of  thefe  Hujfars  eat  up  a  Ravelin  for  his  Breakfalt,  and 
afterwards  pick’d  his  Teeth  with  a  Pallifado. 

Bull.  Ay,  you  Soldiers  fee  very  llrange  things ;  but 
pray.  Sir,  what  is  a  Ravelin  ? 

Kite.  Why,  ’tis  like  a  modern  minc'd  Pye,  bat  the 
Crull  is  confounded  hard,  and  the  Plumbs  are  forne- 
what  hard  of  Digeltion. 

Bull.  Then  your  Pallifado,  pray  what  may  he  be? 
Cpme,  Ruofe,  pray  ha’  done. 

Kite.  Your  Pallifado  is  a  pretty  fort  of  Bodkin,  about 
the  Thicknefs  of  my  Leg. 

Bull.  That’s  a  Fib,  I  believe.  \Afidel\  Eh!  where’s 
Ruofe?  Ruofe!  Ruofe!  ’sfieflr  where’s  Ruofe  goner 

Kite.  She’s  gone  with  the  Captain. 

Bull.  The  Captain  !  Wauns  there’s  no  prefling  of 
Women,  fure. 

Kite.  But  there  is,  Sir. 

Bull.  If  the  Captain  Ihou’d  prefs  Ruofe,  I  Ihon’d  be 

ruin’d - Which  way  went  Ihe?  O!  the  Devil  take 

your  Rablins  and  Palliiadoes.  [F.v/V. 

Kite.  You  fliall  be  better  acquainted  with  them,  ho- 
neft  Bullock,  or  I  fhall  mifs  of  my  Aim. 


Enter 


40  The  Recruiting  Officer. 

Enter  Worthy. 

Wor.  Why  thou  art  the  moft  ufeful  Fellow  in  Nature 
to  your  Captain;  admirable  in  your  way,  I  find. 

Kite.  Yes,  Sir,  I  underftand  my  Bufmefs,  I  will  fay 

it - You  mufl  know.  Sir,  I  was  born  aGipfey,  and 

bred  among  that  Crew  ’till  I  was  ten  Years  old,  there 
I  learn’d  Canting  and  Lying;  I  was  bought  from  my 
Mother  Cleopatra,  by  a  certain  Nobleman,  for  three 
Piftoles,  who  liking  my  Beauty,  made  me  his  Page ; 
there  I  learn’d  Impudence  and  Pimping.  I  was  turn’d 
off  for  wearing  my  Lord’s  Linnen,  and  drinking  my 
Lady’s  Ratifia,  and  turn’d  Bailiff’s  Follower;  there  I 
learn’d  Bullying  and  Swearing.  I  at  laft  got  into  the 
Army,  and  there  I  learn’d  Whoring  and  Drinking— 
So  that  if  your  Worfhip  pleafes  to  caft  up  the  whole 
Sum,  viz.  Canting,  Lying,  Impudence,  Pimping, 
Bullying,  Swearing,  Whoring,  Drinking,  and  a  Hal¬ 
bard,  you  will  find  the  Sum  total  amount  to  a  Recruiting 
Serjeant. 

Wor.  And  pray  what  induc’d  you  to  turn  Soldier  ? 

'  Kite.  Hunger  and  Ambition ;  the  Fears  of  Starving, 
and  Hopes  of  a  Truncheon,  led  me  along  to  a  Gen¬ 
tleman,  with  a  fair  Tongue,  and  fair  Perriwig,  who 
loaded  me  with  Promifes;  but  ’gad,  it  was  the  lighteft 

Load  that  ever  I  felt  in  my  Life - He  promis’d  to 

advance  me,  and  indeed  he  did  fo - to  a  Garret 

in  the  Savoy.  I  afk’d  him  why  he  put  me  in  Prifon  ; 
he  call’d  me  lying  Dog,  and  faid  I  was  in  Garrifon  ; 
and  indeed,  ’tis  a  Garrifon  that  may  hold  out  ’till 
Doom’s-day  hefore  I  fhould  defire  to  take  it  again.  But 
here  comes  Juftice  Battance. 

Enter  Ballaftce  and  Bullcck. 

Ball.  Here,  you  Serjeant,  where’s  your  Captain  ? 
Here’s  a  poor  foolifh  Fellow  comes  clamouring  to 
me  with  a  Complaint,  that  your  Captain  has  prefs’d 
his  Sifter ;  do  you  know  any  thing  of  this  matter. 
Worthy  ! 

Wor.  Ha,  ha,  ha I  know  his  Sifter  is  gone  with 
Plume  to  his  Lodging,  to  fell  him  feme  Chickens. 

Ball.  Is  that  all?  the  Fellow’s  a  Fool. 

Bull 


The  Recruiting  Officer.  41 

Bull.  I  know  that,  an’  pleafe  you;  but  if  your 
Worfhip  pleafes  to  grant  me  a  Warrant  to  bring  her  be- 
fore  you,  for  fear  of  the  worft. 

Ball.  Thou’rtmad,  Fellow,  thy  Sifter’s  fafe  enough.- 

Kite.  I  hope  fo  too.  [AJide. 

Wcr.  Haft  thou  no  more  Senfe,  F elloW,  than  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  the  Captain  can  lift  Women  ? 

Bull.  I  know  not  whether  they  lift  them,  or  what 
they  do  with  them;  but,  I  am  fure,  they  carry  as  many 
Women  as  Men  with  them  out  of  the  Country. 

Ball.  But  how  came  you  not  to  go  along  with  your 
Sifter  ? 

Bull.  Lord,  Sir,  I  thought  no  more  of  her  going 
than  I  do  of  the  Day  I  lhail  die  ;  but  this  Gentleman 

here  not  fufpefting  any  hurt  neither,  I  believe . . 

you  thought  no  harm,  F riend,  did  you  ? 

Kite.  Lackaday,  Sir,  not  I — .only  that,  I  believe,  I 
{hall  marry  her  to-morrow.  \_Afide. 

Ball.  I  begin  to  fmell  Powder.  Well,  Friend,  but 
what  did  that  Gentleman  with  you  ? 

Bull.  Why,  Sir,  he  entertain’d  me  with  a  fine  Story 
of  a  great  Fight  between  the  Hungarians,  I  think  it 
was,  and  the  Irijh ;  and  fo.  Sir,  while  we  were  in 

the  Heat  of  the  Battle - The  Captain  carry’d  off  the 

Baggage. 

Ball.  Serjeant,  go  along  with  this  Fellow  to  your 
Captain,  give  him  my  humble  Service,  and  defire  him 
to  difcharge  the  Wench,  tho’  he  has  lifted  her. 

Bull.  Ay,  and  if  he  been’t  free  for  that,  he  fhall 
have  another  Man  in  her  place. 

Kite.  Come,  honeft  Friend,  you  fhall  go  to  my 
Quarters  inftead  of  the  Captain’s.  [Afide. 

[Exeunt  Kite  and  Bullock. 

Ball.  We  muft  get  this  mad  Captain  his  Complement 
of  Men,  and  fend  him  packing,  elfe  he’ll  over-run  the 
Country. 

War.  You  fee,  Sir,  how  little  he  values  your  Daugh¬ 
ter’s  Difdain. 

Ball.  I  like  him  the  better;  I  was  juft  fuch  another 
Fellow  at  his  Age:  I  never  fet  my  Heart  upon  any 

Woman 
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w oman  fo  much  as  to  make  my  (elf  uneafy  at  the  Dis¬ 
appointment  ;  but  what  was  very  furprifing  both  to  my 
Self  and  Friends,  I  chang’d  o’th’  Sudden,  from  the  moil 
fickle  Lover,  to  the  moll  conllant  Hulband  in  the' 
\V  orld.  But  how  goes  your  Affair  with  Melinda  ? 

Wor.  Very  flowly.  Cupid  had  formerly  Wings,  but 
I  think,  in  this  Age,  he  goes  upon  Crutches ;  or,  I 
fancy  V enus  had  been  dallying  with  her  Cripple  Vulcan 
when  my  Amour  commenc’d,  whichmas  made  it  go  on 
fo  lamely ;  my  Miftrefs  has  got  a  Captain  too,  but  fuch 
a  Captain  !  As  I  live  yonder  he  comes. 

Ball.  Who  ?  that  bluff  Fellow  in  the  Safh  !  I  don’t 
*  know  him. 

Wor.  But  I  engage  he  knows  you,  and  every  body 
at  firft  fight ;  his  Impudence  were  a  Prodigy,  were 
not  his  Ignorance  proportionable  ;  he  has  the  moll 
univerfal  Acquaintance  of  any  Man  living,  for  he- 
won’t  be  alone,  and  no  body  will  keep  him  company 
twice ;  then  he’s  a  Cafar  among  the  Women,  Vent, 
Vidi,  Vici,  that’s  all.  If  he  has  but  talk'd  with  the 
Maid,  he  fwears  he  has  lain  with  the  Miftrefs ;  but  the 
moll  Surprizing  part  of  his  Charaiter  is  his  Memory, 
which  is  the  molt  prodigious  and  the  moll  trifling  ir. 
the  World. 

Ball.  I  have  met  with  fuch  Men,  and  I  take  this- 
good  for  nothing  Memory  to  proceed  from  a  certain 
Contexture  of  the  Brain,  which  is  purely  adapted  to 
Impertinencies,  and  there  they  lodge  Secure,  the  Owner 
having  no  Thoughts  of  his  own  to  dillurb  them.  I 
have  known  a  Man  as  perfeil  as  a  Chronologer,  as  to 
the  Day  and  Year  of  moll  important  Transitions,  but 
be  altogether  ignorant  in  the  Caufes,  or  Confequences 
of  any  one  thing  of  moment  j  I  have  known  another 
acquire  fo  much  by  Travel,  as  to  tell  you  the  Names 
of  moil  Places  in  Europe,  with  their  Dillances  of  Miles, 
Leagues,  or  Hours,  as  punctually  as  a  Poll-Boy ;  but 
for  any  thing  elfe,  as  ignorant  as  the  Horfe  that  carries 
the  Mail. 

Wor.  This  is  your  Man,  Sir,  add  but  the  Traveller’s 
Privilege  of  Lying,  and  even  that  he  abufes ;  this  is  thej 
Picture,  behold  the  Life.  Enten 
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Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  Mr.  Worthy,  I  am  your  Servant,  and  fo  forth. 
— Heark’e,  my  Dear. 

Wor.  Whifpering,  Sir,  before  Company  is  not  Man- 
ers;  and  when  nobody’s  by,  ’tisfoolifh. 

Braz.  Company  !  Mart  de  ma  ■ vie !  I  beg  the  Gen- 
leraan’s  Pardon  ;  who  is  he  ? 

Wor.  Afk  him. 

Braz.  So  I  will.  My  Dear,  I  am  your  Servant, 

nd  fo  forth  ; - your  Name,  my  Dear. 

Ball.  -Very  Laconiok,  Sir. 

Braz.  Laconick!  A  very  good  Name  truly  ;  I  have 
mown  feveral  of  the  Laconicks  abroad,  poor  Jack  La - 
mick  !  He  was  kill’d  at  the  Battel  of  Landen.  I  re- 
lember  that  he  had  a  blue  Ribbon  in  his  Hat  that  ve- 
/  Day,  and  after  he  fell  we  found  a  piece  of  Neat’s 
Pongue  in  his  Pocket. 

Ball.  Pray,  Sir,  did  the  French  attack  us,  or  we 
hem,  at  Landen  V 

Braz.  The  French  attack  us!  Oons,  Sir,  are  you  a 
acobite  ? 

Ball.  Why  that  Queftion  ? 

Braz.  Becaufe  none  but  a  Jacobite  cou’d  think  that 
ie  French  durft  attack  us — No,  Sir,  we  attack’d  them 
i  the — I  have  reafon  to  remember  the  time,  for  I  had 
vo  and  twenty  Horfes  kill’d  under  me  that  Day. 

Wor.  Then,  Sir,  you  mull  have  rid  mighty  hard. 
Ball.  Or  perhaps.  Sir,  like  my  Countryman,  you 
d  upon  half  a  dozen  Horfes  at  once. 

Braz.  What  do  you  mean.  Gentlemen  ?  I  tell  you 
tey  were  kill’d,  all  torn  to  pieces  by  Cannon-Shot, 
Iccept  fix  I  flak’d  to  Death  upon  the  Enemies  Che~- 
\aux  de  Frife. 

Ball.  Noble  Captain, may  I  crave  your  Name? 
Braz.  Brazen,  at  your  Service. 

Ball.  Oh,  Brazen,  a  very  good  Name;  I  have 
(town  feveral  of  the  Brazens  abroad. 

Wor.  Do  you  know  one  Captain  Plume,  Sir  ? 

Braz.  Is  he  any  thing  related  to  Frank  Plume,  in 
ortbampionjhire  l  -——-Honed  Frank  !  many,  foany 
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a  dry  Bottle  have  we  crack’d  Hand  to  Fill ;  you  mull 
have  known  his  Brother  Charles  that  was  concern’d ) 
in  the  India  Company,  he  marry’d  the  Daughter  of 
old  Tongue-Pad  the  Mafter  in  Chancery,  a  very  pretty 
Woman,  only  fquinted  a  little;  Ihe  dy’d  in  Child¬ 
bed  of  her  firft  Child,  but  the  Child  furviv’d ;  ’twas 1 
a  Daughter,  but  whether  ’twas  call’d  Margaret  or 
Margery,  upon  my  Soul,  I  can’t  remember :  [  Locking  f 
on  his  Watch.']  But,  Gentlemen,  I  mull  meet  a  Lady,  J 
a  twenty  thouiand  Pounder,  prefently,  upon  the  Walk  j 
by  the|Water— — - — Worthy,  your  Servant;  Laconick, r 
yours.  [Exit.] 

Ball.  If  you  can  have  fo  mean  am  Opinion  of  Me- L 
linda,  as  to  be  jealous  of  this  Fellow,  I  think  Ihe  ought 
to  give  you  caufe  to  be  fo. 

Wor.  I  don’t  think  Ihe  encourages  him  fo  much  for 
gaining  herfelf  a  Lover,  as  to  fet  me  up  a  Rival;  were 
there  any  Credit  to  be  given  to  his  Words,  I  fhou’d 
believe  Melinda  had  made  him  this  Alhgnation;  I 
mull  go  fee;  Sir,  you’ll  pardon  me. 

'Ball.  Ay,  ay.  Sir,  you’re  a  Man  of  Bufmefs— — 
But  what  have  we  got  here? 

Enter  Rofe  Jtnging. 

Rofe.  And  I  lhall  be  a  Lady,  a  Captain’s  Lady,  and 
ride  lingle  upon  a  white  Horie  with  a  Star,  upon  al 
Velvet  Side-faddle ;  and  I  lhall  go  to  London,  and  fee  a: 
the  Tombs,  and  the  Lions,  and  the  Queen.  Sir,  an’ 
pleafe  your  Worlhip,  1  have  often  ieen  your  Wor- 
Ihip  ride  through  our  Grounds  a  hunting,  begging 

your  Worlhip’s  Pardon - Pray  what  may  this  Lace  be /< 

worth  a  Yard?  [Shewing  fame  Lace.l 

Ball.  Right  Mechlin,  by  this  Lignt !  Where  did  you  oi 
get  this  Lace,  Child  ?  _  I 

Rofe.  No  matter  for  that,  Sir,  I  came  hone-My  by  it 
Ball.  I  quellion  it  much. 

Rofe.  And  fee  here,  Sir,  a  fine  Turkey-Shell  Snuff- 1 
box,  and  fine  Mangere,  fee  here.  [Takes  Snuff  affeitedly 
The  Captain  learn’d  me  how  to  take  it  with  an  Air. 

Ball.  Oho  !  the  Captain  !  Now  the  Murther’s  out  bi 
and  fo  the  Captain  taught  you  to  take  it  with  an  Air.  ca 

Rofe 
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Rofe.  Yes,  and  give  it  with  an  Air  too - -Will 

ur  Worfhip  pleai'e  to  taftemy  Snuff? 

[ Offers  the  Box  ajfettedly. 
Ball.  You  are  a  very  apt  Scholar,  pretty  Maid, 
ad  pray  what  did  you  give  the  Captain  for  thefe  fine 
ings? 

Rofe.  He’s  to  have  my  Brother  for  a  Soldier,  and 
'0  or  three  Sweet-hearts  that  I  have  in  the  Coun- 
y,  they  lhall  all  go  with  the  Captain  :  O  he’s  the 
left  Man,  and  the  humbleft  withal ;  wou’d  you  be- 
;ve  it.  Sir,  he  carry’d  me  up  with  him  to  his  own 
hamber,  with  as  much  F amiliarity  as  if  I  had  been 
ie  beft  Lady  in  the  Land. 

Ball.  Oh!  he?s  a.  mighty  familiar  Gentleman,  & 
in  be. 

Enter  Plume  Jtnging. 

Plume.  But  it  is  not  fi 
With  thofe  that  go, 

‘Thro'  Frofi  and  Sno^w, 

Mojla-propo. 

My  Maid  with  the  Milking-pail. 

[Takes  hold  of  Rofe. 

-low,  the  Juftice!  then  I’m  arraign’d,  condemn’d 
ind  executed. 

Ball.  O,  my  noble  Captain  ! 

Rofe.  And  my  noble  Captain  too,  Sir. 

Plume.  ’Sdeath,  Child,  are  you  mad  — -Mr.  Bal- 
lance,  I  am  fo  full  of  Bufmefs  about  my  Recruits,  that 

[  ha’n’t  a  moment’s  time  to - 1  have  juft  now  three 

or  four  People  to - 

Ball.  Nay,  Captain,  I  muft  fpeak  to  you— —  ^ 

Rofe.  And  fo  muft  I  too,  Captain. 

Plume.  Any  other  time,  Sir — — — I  cannot  for  my 

Life,  Sir - 

Ball.  Pray,  Sir - . 

Plume.  Twenty  thoufand  things - 1  wou’d - - 

but - now,  Sir,  pray - Devil  take  me - 1 

cannot— —I  muft—  [Breaks away. 

Ball. 


46  The  Recruiting  Officer, 

Ball.  Nay,  I’ll  follow  you.  [Exit. 

Rofe.  And  I  too.  [Exit. 

SCENE,  The  Walk  by  the  Severn  fide. 

Enter  Melinda,  and  her  Maid  Lucy.» 

Mel.  And  pray,  was  it  a  Ring,  or  Buckle,  or  Pen¬ 
dants,  or  Knots  ?  or,  in  what  Shape  was  the  Almighty 
Gold  transform’d,  that  has  brib’d  you  lo  much  in  his 
favour. 

Luc.  Indeed,  Madam,  the  laft  Bribe  I  had  was  from 
the  Captain,  and  that  was  only  a  fmall  piece  of  Flan¬ 
ders  Edging  for  Pinners. 

Mel.  Ay,  Flanders  Lace  is  as  conftant  a  Prefenl 
from  Officers  to  their  Women,  as  fomething  elfe  is  from 
their  Women  to  them.  They  every  Year  bring  over 
a  Cargo  of  Lace,  to  cheat  the  Queen  of  her  Duty, 
and  her  Subjects  of  their  Honefty. 

Luc.  They  only  barter  one  fort  of  prohibited  Goods 
for  another,  Madam . 

Mel.  Has  any  one  of ’em  been  bartering  with  you, 
Mrs.  Pert,  that  you  talk  fo  like  a  Trader  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  you  talk  as  peevilhly  to  me,  as  if  it 
were  my  Fault;  the  Crime  is  none  of  mine,  tho’  I 
pretend  to  excufeit  :  Tho’  he  ffiou’d  not  fee  you  this 
Week,  can  I  help  it  ?  But  as  I  was  faying,  Madam 
——his  Friend  Captain  Plume,  has  fo  taken  him  up; 
thefe  two  Days. 

Mel.  Pffia!  wou’d  his  Friend,  the  Captain,  were] 
ty’d  upon  his  Back ;  I  warrant  he  has  never  been- 
fober  fince  that  confounded  Captain  came  to  T own :) 

The  Devil  take  all  Officers,  I  fay - they  do  the  Na-t 

tion  more  harm  by  debauching  us  at  home,  than  they: 
do  good  by  defending  us  abroad:  Nofooner  a  Captainf 
comes  to  Town,  but  all  the  young  Fellows  flock  about, 
him,  and  we  can’t  keep  a  Man  to  our  felves. 

Luc.  One  wou’d  imagine.  Madam,  by  your  Con-j 
cern  for  Worthy's  Abfence,  that  you  Ihou’d  ufe  him; 
better  when  he’s  with  you. 

Mel.  Who  told  you,  pray,  that  I  was  concern’d, 
for  his  Abfence  ?  I’m  only  vex'd  that  I’ve  had  no-j 
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King  faid  to  me  thefe  two  Days :  One  may  like  the 
jOve,  and  defpife  the  Lover,  I  hope;  as  one  may 
Dve  the  T reafon,  and  hate  the  Traytor.  O !  here 
omes  another  Captain,  and  a  Rogue  that  has  the 
confidence  to  make  Love  to  me ;  but,  indeed,  I  don’t 
/onder  at  that,  when  he  has  AiTurance  to  fancy 
imfelf  a  fine  Gentleman. 

Luc.  If  he  fhou’d  fpeak  o’th’  Affignation,  I  fhou’d  be 

Uin  \_AJide. 

Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  Truth  lo  the  Touch,  ’faith  !  [A fide.]  Ma- 
am>  I  am  your  humble  Seryant,  and  all  that,  Ma- 

am?  A  fine  River  this  fame  Severn - Do  you  love 

'ifhing.  Madam? 

Mel.  ’Tis  a  pretty  melancholy  Amufement  for  Lo- 
ers. 

Braz.  I’ll  go  buy  Hooks  and  Lines  prefently;  for 
ou  muft  know.  Madam,  that  I  have  ferv’d  in Flan- 
'ers  againft  the  French ,  in  Hungary  againft  the  Turks, 
nd  in  Tangier  againft  the  Moors ,  and  I  was  never  fo 
auch  in  Love  before ;  and  fplit  me.  Madam,  in  all 
Ke  Campaigns  I  ever  made,  I  have  not  feen  fo  fine  a 
Voman  as  your  Ladylhip. 

Mel.  And  from  all  the  Men  I  ever  faw,  I  never 
ad  fo  fine  a  Complement ;  but  you  Soldiers  are  the 
eft-bred  Men,  that  we  muft  allow. 

Braz.  Some  of  us,  Madam - But  there  are  Brutes 

mong  us  too,  very  fad  Brutes ;  for  my  own  part,  I  have 

lways  had  the  good  luck  to  prove  agreeable - 1  have 

ad  very  confiderable  Offers,  Madam — I  might  have 
rarry’d  a  German  Princ.efs,  worth  fifty  thoufand 
-rowns  a  Year,  but  her  Stove  difgufted  me.  The 
laughter  of  a  Turkifh  Ba/han.v  fell  in  love  with  me  too, 
'hen  I  was  Prifoner  among  the  Infidels  ;  fhe  offer’d  to 
)b  her  Father  of  his  Treafure,  and  make  her  Efcape 
ithme;  but  I  don’t  know  how,  my  Time  was  not 
ame ;  Hanging  and  Marriage,  you  know,  go  by 
•eftiny:  Fate  has  referv’d  me  for  a  Shropfhire  Lady 
pith  I  wenty  thoufand  Po.und--—*-  Do  you  know  any 
ich  Perfon,  Madam  ? 

Mel, 


be  fure, 
be  proud 
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Mel.  Extravagant  Coxcomb !  {Aftdel\  To 
a  great  many  Ladies  of  that  Fortune,  wou’d 
of  the  Name  of  Mrs.  Brazen. 

Braz.  Nay,  for  that  matter.  Madam,  there  are 
Women  of  very  good  Quality  of  the  Name  of  Brazen. 
Enter  Worthy. 

Mel.  O  !  are  you  there,  Gentlemen  ?  -  Come, 


Captain,  we’ll  walk  this  way,  give  me  your  Hand. 
Braz.  My  Hand,  Heart’s  Blood  and  Guts  are  at 

your  Service. - Mr.  Worthy,  your  Servant,  my 

Dear.  {Exit,  leading  Melinda. 

t  Wor.  Death  and  Fire,  this  is  not  to  be  borne. 


Enter  Plume. 

Flume.  No  more  it  is,  faith. 

Wor.  What? 

Flume.  The  March  Beer  at  the  Raven ;  I  have  been 

doubly  ferving  the  Queen - raifing  Men,  and  raifing 

the  Excife - Recruiting  and  Election  are  rare  Friends 

to  the  Excife. 

Wor.  You  a’n’t  drunk. 

Flume.  No,  no,  whimfical  only ;  I  cou’d  be  mighty  1 
foolifh,  and  fancy  my  felf  mighty  witty.  Reafon  lfill 
keeps  its  Throne,  but  it  nods  a  little,  that’s  all. 

Wor.  Then  you’re  juft  fit  for  a  Frolick. 

Flume.  As  fit  as  clofe  Pinners  for  a  Punk  in  the  Pit. 

Wor.  There’s  your  Play  then,  recover  me  that 
Veftel  from  that  Tangerine. 

Flume.  She’s  well  rigg’d,  but  how  is  ihe  mann’d  ? 

Wor.  By  Captain  Brazen,  that  I  told  you  of  to¬ 
day  ;  file’s  call’d  the  Melinda,  a  Firft-Rate,  I  can 
aflure  you  ;  fthe  fiieer’d  off  with  him  juft  now,  on  pur- 
pofe  to  affront  me:  but  according  to  your  Advice 
I  wou’d  take  no  notice,  becaufe  I  wou’d  feem  to  be 
above  a  Concern  for  her  Behaviour ;  but  have  a  Care 
of  a  Quarrel. 

Plume.  No,  no,  I  never  quarrel  with  any  thing  in 
my  Cups  but  an  Oyfter-Wench,  or  a  Cook-Maid; 
and  if  they  been’t  civil,  I  knock  ’em  down  :  But  heark’e  : 
iny  Friend,  I’ll  make  Love,  and  I  muft  make  Love  1 


I'll  tell  you  wha<p  I’ll  make  Love  like  a  Platoon. 


ita.7 
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Wor.  Platoon  !  how’s  that  ? 

Plume.  I’ll  kneel.  Hoop  and  Hand,  ’faith ;  moll  La¬ 
dies  are  gain’d  by  Platooning. 

Wor.  Here  they  come  ;  I  mull  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Plutne.  Soh  !  now  muff  I  look  as  l'ober,  and  as  de¬ 
mure,  as  a  Whore  at  a  Chriftning. 

Enter  Brazen  and  Melinda. 

Braz.  Who’s  that,  Madam  ? 

Mel.  A  Brother  Officer  of  yours,  I  fuppofe,  Sir. 

Braz.  Ay! - my  Dear.  [To  Plume. 

Plume.  My  Dean.  [Run  and  embrace. 

Braz.  My  dear  Boy,  how  is’t?  Your  Name,  my 
Dear?  if  I  be  not  millaken,'  I  have  feen  your  Face. 

Plume.  I  never  faw  yours  in  my  Life,  my  Dear - 

But  there’s  a  Face  well  known,  as  the  Sun’s  that  Ihine^ 
on  all,  and  is  by  all  ador’d. 

Braz.  Have  you  any  Pretenfions,  Sir? 

Plume.  Pretenfions ! 

Braz.  That  is,  Sir,  have  you  ever  ferv’d  abroad  ? 

Phttfie.  I  have  ferv’d  at  home.  Sir,  for  Ages  ferv’d 
this  cruel  Fair— —And  that  will  ferve  the  turn.  Sir? 

Mel.  So 'between  the  Fool  and  the  Rake,  I  lhall 

bring  a  fine  Spotr-of  Work  upon  my  hands - L  fee 

W irtby  yonder - 1  cou’d  be  content  to  be  Friends  with 

him,  wou’d  he  come  this  way.  [Abide. 

Braz.  Will  you  fight  for  the  Lady,  Sir? 

Plume.  No,  Sir,  but  I’ll  have  her  notwithftanding, 

Thou  Peerlefs  Princefs  of  Salopian  Plains , 

Envy' d  by  Nymphs,  and  worfhipp' d  by  the  Swains. 

Braz.  Oons,  Sir,  not  fight  foi*her ! 

Plume.  Prithee  be  quiet - 1  (hall  be  out— — 

Behold,  honv  humbly  does  the  Severn  glide. 

To  greet  thee,  Princefs  of  the  Severn  fide. 

Braz.  Don’t  mind  him,  Madam - If  he  were  not 

fo  well  drefs’d,  I  ffiou’d  take  him  for  a  Poet. — But  I’ll 

Ihew  the  Difference  prefently - Come,  Madam, - 

we’ll  place  you  between  us,  and  now  the  longeft  Sword 
carries  her.  [Draws. 

Mel.  [ Shrieking .]  C  Enter 
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Enter  Worthy. 

Oh,  Mr.  Worthy,  fave  me  from  thefe  Madmen. 

[Exit  nuith  Worthy. 

Flume.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  why  don’t  you  follow.  Sir, 
and  fight  the  bold  Ravilher  ? 

Braz.  No,  Sir,  you  are  my  Man. 

Flume.  I  don’t  like  the  Wages,  and  I  won’t  be  your 
Man. 

Braz.  Then  you’re  not  worth  my  Sword. 

Plume.  No  !  Pray  what  did  it  coft  ? 

Braz.  It  coil  me  twenty  Piftoles  in  France,  and  my 
Enemies  thoufands  of  Lives  in  Flanders. 

Plume.  Then  they  had  a  dear  Bargain. 

Enter  Sylvia  in  Man's  Apparel. 

Syl.  Save  ye,  fave  ye,  Gentlemen. 

Braz.  My  Dear  !  I’m  yours. 

Flume.  Do  you  know  the  Gentleman  ? 

Braz.  No,  but  I  will  prefently. - Your  Name,  my 

Dear. 

Syl.  Wilful ;  Jach  Wilful,  at  your  Service. 

Braz.  What,  the  Kentijh  Wilfuls,  or  thofe  of  Staf¬ 
fordshire  ? 

Syl.  Both,  Sir,  both  ;  I’m  related  to  all  the  Wilfuls 
in  Europe,  and  I’m  Head  of  the  Family  at  prefent. 

Plume.  Do  you  live  in  this  Country,  Sir  ? 

Syl.  Yes,  Sir,  I  live  where  I  Hand ;  I  have  neither 
Home,  Houfe,  nor  Habitation,  beyond  this  Spo;  of 
Ground. 

Braz.  What  are  you.  Sir? 

Syl.  A  Rake. 

Flume.  In  the  Army,  I  prefume. 

Syl.  No,  but  I  intend  to  lift  immediately — Look’e, 
Gentlemen,  he  that  bids  me  faireft,  has  me. 

Braz.  Sir,  I’ll  prefer  you,  I’ll  make  you  a  Corporal 
this  Minute. 

Plume.  Corporal!  I'll  make  you  my  Companion, 
you  lhall  eat  with  me. 

Braz.  You  fhall  drink  with  me. 

Flume.  You  final!  lie  with  me,  you  young  Rogue. 

[Rifes. 

Braz. 
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Braz.  You  ftiail  receive  your  Pay,  and  do  no  Duty. 

Syl.  Then  you  muft  make  me  a  Field-Officer.  1 ' 

Plume.  Pho,  pho,  pho!  I’ll  do  more  than  all  this; 
Til  make  you  a  Corporal,  and  give  you  a  Brevet  for 
Setjeant. 

Braz.  Can  you  read  and  write.  Sir? 

Syl.  Yes. 

Braz.  Then  your  Bufinefs  is  done. - I’ll  make  you 

Chaplain  to  the  Regiment.  1 

Syl.  Your  Promifes  are  fo  equal,  th  at  I’m  at  a  lofs  to 
chufe ;  there  is  one  Plume ,  that  I  hear  much  commended, 
in  Town;  pray,  which  of  you  is  Captain  Plume? 

Plume.  I  am  Captain  Plume. 

Braz.  No,  no,  I  am  Captain  Plume. 

Syl.  Hey-day  ! 

Plume.  Captain  Plume !  I’m  your  Servant,  my  Dear. 

Braz.  Captain  Brazen!  I  am  yours - the  Fellow 

dares  not  fight. 

Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe— - 


[Goes  to  nvhzfper  Plume. 
Plume.  No,  no,  there  s  your  Captain.  Captain 
Plume,  your  Seijeant  is  got  fo  drunk,  he  miftakes  me 
for  you. 

Braz.  He’s  an  incorrigible  Sot— Here,  my  Heftor 

Of  Hoiborn ,  forty  Shillings  for  you. 

„  f  «»bid  the  Banes. - Look’e,  Friend,  you 

lhall  lift  with  Captain  Brazen.  1 

Syl.  I  will  fee  Captain  Brazen  bang’d  firft;  I  will 
lift  with  Captain  Plume,  I  am  a  Free-born  Enulifimam 

ana  will  be  a  Slave  my  own  way - .Look’e,  Sir, 

will  you  ftand  by  me?  rTo  Brazen. 

Braz.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lad. 

Syl.  Then  I  will  tell  you.  Captain  Brazen,  \To 
d  tC  that^you  are  an  ignorant,  pretending,  impu* 


Braz.  Ay,  ay,  a  fad  Dog. 

W-.  AJery  iad  D°g;  give  me  the  Money,  noble 
Captain  Plume. 

Plume.  Then  you  won’t  lift  with  Captain  Brazen  f 

C  2  Syl. 
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,05 '/.  I  won’t. 

Braz.  Never  mind  him,  Child,  I’ll  end  the  Difpute 
prefently - Heark’e,  my  Dear. 

[ 'Takes  Plume  to  one  flde  of  the  Stage,  and  entertains 
him  in  dumb  Shew. 

Kite.  Sir,  he  in  the  plain  Coat  is  Captain  Flume,  I 
am  his  Serjeant,  and  will  take  my  Oath  on’t. 

Syl.  What !  You  are  Serjeant  Kite? 

Kite.  At  your  Service. 

Syl.  Then  I  would  not  take  your  Oath  for  a  Far¬ 
thing. 

Kite.  A  very  underllanding  Youth  of  his  Age  ! 
Pray,  Sir,  let  me  look  full  in  your  Face  ? 

Syl.  Well,  Sir,  what  have  you  to  fay  to  my  Face? 

Kite.  The  very  Image  of  my  Brother;  two  Bullets 
of  the  fame  Caliver  were  never  fo  like :  Sure  it  mult  be 
Charles,  Charles - 

Syl.  What  d’ye  mean  by  Charles  ?  ' 

Kite.  The  Voice  too,  only  a  little  Variation  in 
W*.  ut  flat.  My  dear  Brother,  for  1  mult  call  you 
fo,  if  you  Ihould  have  the  Fortune  to  enter  into  the 
molt  noble  Society  of  the  Sword,  I  befpeak  you  for  a 
Comrade. 

Syl.  No,  Sir,  I’ll  be  the  Captain’s  Comrade,  if  any  j 
body’s. 

Kite.  Ambition  there  again  !  ’Tis  a  noble  Pafiion  for 
a  Soldier;  by  that  I  gain’d  this  glorious  Halbert.  Am¬ 
bition  !  I  fee  a  Commiffion  in  his  Face  already :  Pray,  | 
noble  Captain,  give  me  leave  to  falute  you. 

[ Offers  to  kifs  her.  | 

Syl.  What,  Men  kifs  one  another ! 

Kite.  Wre  Cfficers  do:  ’tis  our  way;  we  live  to¬ 
gether  like  Man  and  Wife,  always  either  killing  or  1 
fighting : — - But  I  fee  a  Storm  coming. 

Syl.  Now,  Serjeant,  I  fliall  fee  who  is  your  Captain 
by  your  knocking  down  the  other. 

Kite.  My  Captain  fcorns  Afiillance,  Sir. 

Braz.  How  dare  you  contend  for  any  thing,  and 
not  <iare  to  draw  your  Sword?  But  you  are  a  young 
Fellow,  and  have  not  been  much  abroad;  I  excuie 

that, ; 
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that,  but  prithee  refign  the  Man,  prithee  do  ;  you  are 
a  very  honeft  Fellow. 

Flume.  You  lye  ;  and  you  are  a  Son  of  a  Whore. 

ID  raws,  and  makes  up  to  Brazen. 

Braz.  Hold,  hold,  did  not  you  refufe  to  fight  for 
the  Lady? 

Flume.  I  always  do - But  for  a  Man  I’ll  fight 

Knee  deep;  fo  you  iye  again.  [Plume  and  Brazen 
fight  a  Traverfie  or  two  about  the  Stage  ;  Sylvia  draws, 
who  is  held  by  Kite,  who  fiounds  to  Arms  with  his 
Mouth ;  takes  Sylvia  in  his  Arms,  and  carries  her  ojfi  the 
Stage. 

Braz.  Hold,  where’s  the  Man  ? 

Flume.  Gone. 

Braz.  Then  what  do  we  fight  for?  [Puts  ttf>: 

Now  let’s  embrace,  my  Dear. 

Flume.  With  all  my  heart,  my  Dear.  [Putting  up.] 
I  fuppofe  Kite  has  lifted  him  by  this  time.  [ Embraces . 

Braz.  You  are  a  brave  Fellow,  I  always  fight  with 
a  Man  before  I  make  him  my  Friend  ;  and  if  once  I 
find  he  will  fight,  I  never  quarrel  with  him  afterwards. 

- And  now  I’ll  tell  you  a  Secret,  my  dear  Friend, 

that  Lady  we  frighted  out  of  the  Walk  juft  now,  I 

found  in  Bed  this  Morning - So  beautiful,  fo  inviting 

— M  prefently  lock’d  the  Door - But  I  am  a  Man  of 

Honour - But  I  believe  I  fnall  marry  her  neverthelefs 

—Her  twenty  thoufand  Pound,  you  know,  will  be  a 

pretty  Conveniency - 1  had  an  Aflignation  with  her 

here,  but  your  coming  fpoil’d  my  Sport.  Curie  you, 

my  Dear,  but  don’t  do  lo  agen. - - 

Plume.  No,  no,  my  Dear,  Men  are  my  Bufinefs  at 
prefent.  [ Exeunt . 

The  End  ofi  the  Third  ACT. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  fhe  Walk  continues , 

Enter  Rofe  and  Bullock  meeting. 

Rofe.  ¥  Here  have  you  been,  you  great  Booby  ? 

VV  you  are  always  out  of  the  way  in  the  time 
®f  Preferment. 

Bull.  Preferment !  who  fhould  prefer  me  ? 

Rofe.  I  wou’d  prefer  you  !  who  fhou’d  prefer  a  Man 
but  a  Woman?  Come,  throw  away  that  great  Club, 
hold  up  your  Head,  cock  your  Hat,  and  look  big. 

Bull.  Ah  Ruofe,  Ruofe,  I  fear  fome  body  will  look 
big  fooner  than  Folk  think  cf :  This  genteel  Breeding 
never  comes  into  the  Country  without  a  Train  of  Fol¬ 
lowers  - Here  has  been  Cartwheel  your  Sweetheart, 

what  will  become  of  him? 

Rofe.  Look’e,  I’m  a  great  Woman,  and  will  provide 

for  my  Relations: - 1  told  the  Captain  how  finely  he 

play’d  upon  the  Tabor  and  Pipe,  fo  he  has  fet  him 
down  for  Drum-Major. 

Bull.  Nay,  Siller,  why  did  not  you  keep  that  Place 
for  me  ?  you  know  I  have  always  lov’d  to  be  a  drum¬ 
ming,  if  it  were  but  on  a  Table,  or  on  a  Quart  Pot. 
Enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Had  I  but  a  Commiflion  in  my  Pocket,  I  fancy 
my  Breeches  wou’d  become  me  as  well  as  any  ranting 
Fellow  of ’em  all ;  fori  take  a  bold  Step,  a  rakifh 
Tofs,  a  fmart  Cock,  and  an  impudent  Air,  to  be  the 
principal  Ingredients  in  the  Compofition  of  a  Captain 

- -What’s  here  ?  Rofe!  my  Nurfe’s  Daughter 

• —  I’ll  go  and  praftice - -  Come,  Child,  kifs  me  at 

once,  \_K.if[es  Rofe  :]  and  her  Broth'er  too; - Well  ho- 

neft,  Dungfork,  do  you  know  the  difference  between,  a 
Horfe  and  a  Cart,  and  a  Cart-Horfe,  eh  ? 

Bull.  I  p  relume  that  your  Worfhip  is  a  Captain,  by 
your  Clothes  and  your  Courage. 

Syl.  Suppofe  I  were,  wou’a  you  be  contented  to  lift. 
Friend? 
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Ro/e.  No,  no,  tho’  your  Worfhip  be  a  handfome 
Man,  there  be  others  as  fine  as  you;  my  Brother  is  en¬ 
gaged  to  Captain  Plume  ? 

Syl.  Plume !  Do  you  know  Captain  Plume  ? 

Ro/e.  Yes,  I  do,  and  he  knows  me - 'He  took  the 

Ribbands  out  of  his  Shirt-Sleeves,  and  put  ’em  into 

my  Shoes-  -  —  See  there - 1  can  allure  you  that  I  can 

do  any  thing  with  the  Captain. 

Bull.  That  is  in  a  model!  way,  Sir. - Have  a  care 

what  you  fay,  Ruo/e,  don’t  lhame  your  Parentage. 

Ro/e.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  I  am  not  fo  fnnple  as  to 
fay  that  I  can  do  any  thing  with  the  Captain,  but  what 
I  may  do  with  any  body  elfe. 

Syl.  So ! - And  pray  what  do  you  expedt  from  this 

Captain,  Child? 

Ro/e.  I  expeft,  Sir, —  I  expert — But  he  order’d  me 
to  tell  no  body. — But  fuppofe  that  he  Ihould  promife  to 
jnarry  me? 

Syl.  You  Ihou’d  have  a  care,  my  Dear;  Men  will 
promife  any  thing  before-hand. 

Ro/e.  I  know  that,  but  he  promis’d  to  marry  me 
afterwards. 

Bull.  Wouns,  Ruo/e,  what  have  you  faid? 

Syl.  Afterwards  ?  After  what  ? 

Ro/e.  After  I  had  fold  my  Chickens- - ‘ - 1  hope 

there’s  no  harm  in  that. 

Enter  Plume. 

.  Plume .  What,  Mr.  Wil/ul ,  fo  dofe  with  my  Market¬ 
-Woman  ! 

Syl.  I’ll  try  if  he  loves  her.  \_A/de.~\  Clofe,  Sir,  ay, 

and  clofer  yet.  Sir,  - - Come,  my  pretty  Maid,  you 

and  I  will  withdraw  a  little. 

Plume.  No,  no,  Friend,  I  ha’n’t  done  with  her  yet- 

Syl.  Nor  have  I  begun  with  her,  fo  I  have  as  good 
a  Right  as  you  have. 

Plume.  Thou  art  a  bloody  impudent  Fellow. 

Syl.  Sir,  I  wou’d  qualify  my  felf  for- the  Service, 

Plume.  Hall  thou  really  a  mind  to  the  Service  ? 

Syl.  Yes,  Sir  :  So  let  her  go. 

Ro/e.  Pray,  Gentlemen,  don’t  be  fo  violent. 

C  4  Plum . 
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Plume.  Come,  leave  it  to  the  Girl’s  own  Choice  — • 
Will  you  belong  to  me,  or  to  that  Gentleman  ? 

Rofe.  Let  me  confider,  you’re  both  very  handfome. 

Plume.  Now  the  natural  Unconilancy  of  her  Sex  be¬ 
gins  to  work. 

Rofe.  Pray,  Sir,  what  will  you  give  me  ? 

Bull.  Don’t  be  angry.  Sir,  that  my  Sifter  lhould  be 
Mercenary,  for  Ihe’s  but  young. 

Syl.  Give  thee.  Child — I’ll  fet  thee  above  Scandal ; 
you  ihall  have  a  Coach  with  fix  before,  and  fix  behind, 
an  Equipage  to  make  Vice  fafhionable,  and  put  Virtue 
out  of  countenance. 

Plume.  Pho,  that’s  eafily  done ;  I’ll  do  more  for 
thee.  Child,  I’ll  buy  you  a  Furbeloe  Scarf,  and  give 
you  a  Ticket  to  fee  a  Play. 

Bull.  A  Play!  Wauns,  Ruofe,  take  the  Ticket,  and 
let’s  fee  the  Show. 

Syl.  Lock’e,  Captain,  if  you  won’t  refign,  I’ll  go 
lift  with  Captain  Brazen  this  Minute. 

Plume.  Will  you  lift  v/ith  me  if  I  give  up  my  Title  ? ' 

Syl.  I  will. 

Plume.  Take  her;  I’ll  change  a  Woman  for  a  Man 
at  any  time. 

Rofe.  I  have  heard  before,  indeed,  that  you  Cap¬ 
tains  us’d  to  fell  your  Men. 

Bull.  Pray,  Captain,  do  not  fend  Ruofe  to  the  Wef- 
Indies. 

Plume.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Wefl-  Indies !  No,  no,  myhoneft 
Lad,  give  me  thy  Hand ;  nor  you,  nor  lhe,  (hall  move 
a  ftep  farther  than  I  do — r-This  Gentleman  is  one  of  us, 
and  will  be  kind  to  you,  Mrs.  Rofe. 

Rofe.  But  will  you  be  fo  kind  to  me,  Sir,  as  the 
Captain  wou’d  ? 

Syl.  I  can’t  be  altogether  fo  kind  to  you,  my  Cir- 
cumftances  are  not  fo  good  as  the  Captain’s;  but  I’ll 
take  care  of  you,  upon  my  Word. 

Plume ,  Ay,  ay,  we’ll  all  take  care  of  her;  (he  fliall 
live  like  a  Princefs,  and  her  Brother  here  fhall  be — — 
What  wou’d  you  be? 

B2.ll.  O!  Sir!  If  you  had  not  promis’d  the  P!ace.of 
Drum-Major——  -  Plume, 
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Plume.  Ay,  that  is  promis’d - But  what  think 

you  of  Barrack-Mafter  ?  You  are  a  Perfon  of  Unde:- 

ftanding,  and  Barrack-Mafter  you  lhall  be. - But 

what’s  become  of  this  fame  Cartwheel  you  told  me 
of,  my  Dear  ? 

Rofe.  We’ll  go  fetch  him.— Come  Brother  Bar¬ 
rack-Mafter— ——We  fhall  find  you  at  home,  noble 
Captain  ?  f  Exeunt  Rofe  and  Bullock. 

Plume.  Yes,  yes;  and  now.  Sir,  here  are  your  for¬ 
ty  Shillings. 

Syl.  Captain  Plume,  I  defpife  your  lifting  Money; 

if  I  do  ferve,  ’tis  purely  for  Love - of  that  Wench, 

I  mean— —For  you  muftknow,  that  among  my 
other  Sallies,  I  have  fpent  the  belt  part  of  my  For¬ 
tune  in  fearch  of  a  Maid,  and  cou’d  never  find  one 
hitherto;  fo  you  may  be  allur’d  I’d  fell  my  Freedom 

under  a  left  Purchafe  than  I  did  my  Eftate - So 

before  I  lift,  I  mult  be  certify’d  that  this  Girl  is  a 
Virgin. 

Plume.  Mr.  Wilful,  I  can’t  tell  you  how  you  can  be 
certify’d  in  that  Point  till  you  try  ;  but  upon  my  Ho¬ 
nour  Ihe  may  be  a  Veftal  for  aught  that  I  know  to 

the  contrary. - 1  gain’d  her  Heart  indeed  by  fome 

trifling  Prefents  and  Promifes,  and  knowing  that  the 
belt  Security  for  a  Woman’s  Soul  is  her  Body^  I  wou’d 
have  made  my  felf  Mailer  of  that  too,  had  not  the 
Jealoufy  of  my  impertinent  Landlady  interpos’d. 

Syl.  So  you  only  want  an  Opportunity  for  accom- 
plilhing  your  Defigns  upon  her. 

Plume.  Not  at  all,  I  have  already  gain’d  my  Ends-, 
which  were  only  the  drawing  in  one  or  two  of  her 
Followers.  '  The  Women,  you  know,  are  the  Load- 
llones  every  where ;  gain  the  Wives,  and  you  are 
carefs’dby  the  Hulbands;  pleafe  the  Miftrefs,  and  you 
are  valu’d  by  die  Gallants;  fecure  an  Intereft  with 
the  fineft  Women  at  Court,  and  you  procure  the  Fa¬ 
vour  of  the  greateft  Men - -So  kifs  the  prettied! 

Country-Wenches,  and  you  are  fure  of  lifting  the 
luftieft  Fellows.  Some  People  may  call  this  Artifice, 
but  I  term  it  Stratagem,  fince  it’s  lo  main  a  part  of 
C  5  the 
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the  Service - Befides,  the  Fatigue  of  Recruiting  is 

fo  intolerable,  that  unlefs  we  cou’d  make  our  felves 
fome  Pleafure  amidlt  the  Pain,  no  mortal  Man  wou’d 
be  able  to  bear  it. 

Syl.  Well,  Sir,  I  am  fatisfy’d  as  to  the  Point  in 
Debate ;  but  now  let  me  beg  you  to  lay  aftde  your 
Recruiting  Airs, ,  put  on  the  Man  of  Honour,  and  tell 
me  plainly  what  Ufage  I  mult  expedt  when  I  am  un¬ 
der  your  Command. 

Plume.  You  mult  know,  in  the  firft  place,  then, 
that  I  hate  to  have  Gentlemen  in  my  Company ;  for 
they  are  always  troublefome  and  expenfive,  fome- 
times  dangerous;  and  it’s  a  conftant  Maxim  amongft 
us,  that  thole  who  know  the  lead,  obey  the  bell. 
Notwithftanding  all  this,  I  find  fomething  fo  agreeable 
about  you,  that  engages  me  to  court  your  Company;: 
and  I  can’t  tell  how  it  is,  but  I  Ihou’d  be  uneafy 
to  fee  you  under  the  Command  of  any  body  elfe 
• - Your  Ufage  will  chiefly  depend  upon  your  Be¬ 

haviour;  only  this  you  mult  expedt,  that  if  you  com¬ 
mit  a  fmail  Fault,  I  will  excufe  it ;  if  a  great  one,  I’ll 
difcharge  you :  for  fomething  tells  me,  1  lhall  not  be 
able  to  punifhyou. 

Syl.  And  fomething  tells  me,  that  if  you  do  dif¬ 
charge  me,  ’twill  be  the  greatelt  Punilhment  you  can 
Inflidt;  for  were  we  this  Moment  to  go  upon  the 
greatelt  Dangers  in  your  Profeffion,  they  wou’d  be  lefs 

terrible  to  me,  than  to  flay  behind  you - And  now 

your  Hand,  this  lilts  me - And  now  you  are  my 

Captain. 

Plume.  Your  Friend.  [_KiJfrs  her.\  ’Sdeath  !  There’S 
fomething  in  this  Fellow  that  charms  me. 

Syl.  One  Favour  I  mult  beg - This  affair  will 

make  fome  noife,  and  I  have  fome  Friends  that  wou’d 
cenfure  my  Condudt,  if  I  threw  my  felfihto  the  Cir- 
cumftance  of  a  Private  Centinel  of  my  own  head— — 

I  mult  therefore  take  care  to  be  imprcfl  by  the  Adt  of 
Parliament;  you  lhall  leave  that  tome. 

Plume.  What  you  pleafe  as  to  that.-  —Will  you 
lodge  at  my  Quarters  in  the  mean  time?  You  lhall 
have  part  of  my  Bed.  Syl, 
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Syl.  O  fye !  Lie  with  a  common  Soldier !  Wou’d. 
not  you  rather  lie  with  a  common  Woman  ? 

Plume.  No,  faith,  I’m  not  that  Rake  that  the  World 
imagines  !  I  have  got  an  Air  of  Freedom,  which 
People  miftake  for  Lewdnefs  in  me,  as  they  miftake 

Formality  in  others  for  Religion - The  World  is  all 

a  Cheat;  only  I  take  mine,  which  is  undefign’d,  to 
be  more  excufable  than  theirs  which  is  hypocritical, 

I  hurt  no  body  but  my  felf,  and  they  abufe  all  Man¬ 
kind— —Will  you  lie  with  me  ? 

Syl.  No,  no,  Captain,  you  forget  Roje ;  fhe’s  to  be 
my  Bedfellow,  you  know. 

Plume.  I  had  forgot ;  pray  be  kind  to  her. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally* 
Enter  Melinda  and  Lucy. 

Mel.  ’Tis  the  greateft  Misfortune  in  Nature  for  a 
Woman  to  want  a  Confident:  We  are  fo  weak,  that 
we  can  do  nothing  without  Afliftance,  and  then  a  Se¬ 
cret  racks  us  worle  than  the  Cholick - 1  am  at  this 

minute  fo  fick  of  a  Secret,  that  I’m  ready  to  faint  a- 
way - Help  me,  Lucy. 

Luc.  Blefs  me,  Madam !  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Mel.  Vapours  only,  I  begin  to  recover - If  Syl¬ 

via  were  in  Town,  I  could  heartily  forgive  her  Faults 
for  the  Eafe  of  difcovering  my  own. 

Luc.  You’re  thoughtful.  Madam;  am  not  I  wor¬ 
thy  to  know  the  Caufe  ? 

Mel.  You  are  a  Servant,  and  a  Secret  may  make 
you  faucy. 

Luc.  Not  unlefs  you  Ihou’d  find  fault  without  a  Caufe, 
Madam. 

■  Mel.  Caufe  or  not  Caufe,  I  mull  not  lofe  the  Plea- 
fure  of  chiding  when  I  pleafe :  Women  miift  difcharge 
their  Vapours  fomewhere,  and  before  we  get  Huf- 
bands  our  Servants  mull  expeft  to  bear  with  ’em. 

Luc.  Then,  Madam,  you  had  better  raife  me  to  a 
Degree  above  a  Servant:  You  know  my  Family,  and 
that  500/.  would  fet  me  upon  the  foot  of  a  Gentle¬ 
woman,  and  make  me  worthy  the  Confidence  of 
any  Lady  in  the  Land;  befides.  Madam,  'twill  ex¬ 
tremely 
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tremely  encourage  me  in  the  great  Defign  I  now  have 
in  hand. 

Mel.  I  don’t  find  that  your  Defign  can  be  of  any 
great  Advantage  to  you :  ’T will  pleafe  me,  indeed,- 
in  the  Humour  I  have  of  being  reveng’d  on  the  Fool 
for  his  Vanity  of  making  Love  to  me  j  fo  I  don’t 
much  care  if  I  do  promife  you  five  hundred  Pound 
upon  my  Day  of  Marriage. 

Luc.  That  is  the  way.  Madam,  to  make  me  dili¬ 
gent  in  the  Vocation  of  a  Confident,  which  I  think 
is  generally  to  bring  People  together. 

Mel.  O  Lucy!  I  can  hold  my  Secret  no  longer: 
You  mull  know,  that  hearing  of  the  famous  Fortune¬ 
teller  in  Town,  I  went  difguis’d  to  fatisfy  a  Curiofity, 
which  has  coll  me  dear:  That  Fellow  is  certainly  the 
Devil,  or  one  of  his  Bofom-Favourites,  he  has  told  me 
the  moil  furprizing  things  of  my  pail  Life. 

Luc.  Things  pail,  Madam,  canhardly.be  reckon’d 
furprizing,  becaufe  we  know'  them  already.  Did  he 
tell  you  any  thing  furprizing  that  was  to  come  ? 

Met.  One-  thing  very  furprizing  ;  he  faid  I  fhou’d 
die  a  Maid. 

Luc.  Die  a  Maid  1  Come  into  the  World  for  no¬ 
thing - Dear  Madam,  if  you  ihou’d  believe  him,  it 

might  come  to  pafs ;  for  the  bare  Thought  on’t  might 

kiil  one  in  four  and  twenty  Hours - And  did  you 

ufk  him  any  Queftious  about  me  ? 

Mel.  You!  Why,  I  pafs’d  for  you . 

Luc.  So ’tis  I  that  am  to  die  a  Maid - But  the- 

Devil  was  a  Lyar  from  the  beginning,,  he  can’t  make 
me  die  a  Adaid - 1  have  put  it  out  of  his  power  al¬ 


ready. 

Mel.  I  do  but  jell,  I  wou’d  have  pafs’d  for  you, 
and  call’d  my  felf  Lucy  ;  but  he  prefently  told  me  my 
Name,  my  Quality,  my  Fortune,  and  gave  me  the 
whole  Hiftory  of  my  Life  --He  told  me  of  a  Lover 
1  had  in  this  Country,  and  delcrib’d  If  or  thy  ex¬ 
actly,  but  in  nothing  fo  well  as  in  his  prelent  Indiffe- 

TC11C _ - ^  *■  r\  K’rrt  r*  T?  c. fi i rr<3  liPrP  fft-flttV  hi> 

sevc 


_  fled  to  him  for  Refuge  here  to-day,  he 
fo  much  as  encouraged  me  in  my  flight,  but 
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foldly  told  me,  that  he  was  forry  for  the  Accident,, 
becaufe  it  might  give  the  T own  caufe  to  cenfure  my 
Conduft,  excus’d  his  not  waiting  on  me  home,  made 
me  a  carelefs  Bow,  and  walk’d  off.  ’Sdeath  !  1  cou’d 
have  fiabb’d  him,  or  my  felf,  ’twas  the  fame  thing— 
Yonder  he  comes - 1  will  fo  ufe  him ! 

Luc.  Don’t  exafperate  him,  confider  what  the  For¬ 
tune-teller  told  you  :  Men  are  fcarce,  and  as  Times 
go,  it  is  not  impoflible  for  a  Woman  to  die  a  Maid. 

Enter  Worthy. 

Mel.  No  matter.  . 

Wor.  I  find  flic’s  warm’d,  I  muft  ftrike  while  the 
Iron  is  hot"  You  have  a  great  deal  of  Courage, 
Madam,  to  venture  into  the  Walks  where  you  were 
fo  lately  frighten’d. 

Mel.  And  you  have  a  quantity  of  Impudence  to 
appear  before  me,  that  you  have  fo  lately  affronted. 

Wor.  I  had  no  defign  to  affront  you,  nor  appear 
before  you  either,  Madam :  I  left  you  here,  becaufe 
I  had  bufinefs  in  another  place,  and  came  hither  think¬ 
ing  to  meet  another  Perfon. 

Mel.  Since  you  find  your  felf  difappointed,  I  hope 
you’ll  withdraw  to  another  part  of  the  Walk. 

Wor.  The  Walk  is  broad  enough  for  us  both.  [ffhey 
walk  by  one  another ,  be  with  his .  Hat'  cock'd ,  Jhe  fret¬ 
ting  and  tearing  her  Fan. J  Will  you  pleale  to  take 
Snuff,  Madam  ?  [He  offers  her  his  Box,  jhe  firikes  it 
out  of  bis  Hand ;  ‘while  he  is  gathering  it  up,  Brazen 
takes  her  round  the  Waif,  foe  cuffs  him. 

Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  What,  here  before  me,  my  Dear  f 

Mel.  What  means  this  Infolence  ? 

Luc.  Are  you  mad?.  Don’t  you  fee  Mr.  Worth')? 

\ffo  Brazen  d 

Braz.  No,  no,  Tm  ftruck  blind - Worthy!  odfo! 

well  turn’d - —My  Miftrefs  has  wit  at  her  Fingers 

ends - Madam,  I  aik  your  pardon,  ’tis  our  way 

abroad - Mr.  Worthy,  you  are  the  happy  Man. 

War i  I  don’t  envy  your  Happinefs  very  much,  if  the 
Lady  can  afford  no  other  fort  of  Favours  but  what  fhe 
has  bell  ow’d  upon  you.  Mel,. 
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Mel.  I  am  forry  the  Favour  mifcarry’d,  for  it  ws* 
defign’d  for  you,  Mr.  Worthy ;  and  be  affur’d  ’tis  the 
laft  and  only  Favour  you  mult  expett  at  my  Hands 
—Captain,  I  aik  your  Pardon — —[Exit  with  Lucy. 

Braz.  I  grant  it. - You  fee,  Mr.  Worthy,  ’twas 

only  a  Random-hot,  it  might  have  taken  off  your 
Head  as  well  as  mine :  Courage,  my  Dear,  ’tis  the 
Fortune  of  War;  but  the  Enemy  has  thought  lit  to 
withdraw,  I  think. 

Wor.  Withdraw  f  Ouns,  Sir !  what  d’ye  mean  by 
withdraw. 

Braz.  I’ll  (hew  you. 

Wor.  She’s  loft,  irrecoverably  loft,  and  Plume's  Ad- 
vice  has  ruin’d  me :  ’Sdeath !  why  (hou’d  I,  that 
knew  her  haughty  Spirit,  be  rul’d  by  a  Man  that’s  a 
Stranger  to  her  Pride  ? 

Enter  Plume. 

Plume.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a  Battle-Royal :  Don’t  frown 
fo,  Man,  (he’s  your  own,  I  tell  you:  I  faw  the  Fury 
of  her  Love  in  the  Extremity  of  her  Paffion :  The 
Wildnefs  of  her  Anger  is  a  certain  Sign  that  (he  loves 
you  to  Madnefs.  That  Rogue  Kite  began  the  Battel 
with  abundance  of  Conduct,  and  will  bring  you  off 
victorious,  my  Life  cn’t ;  he  plays  his  part  admira¬ 
bly,  fne’s  to  be  with  him  again  prefently. 

Wor.  But  what  cou’d  be  the  meaning  of  Brazen's 
Familiarity  with  her? 

Plume.  You  are  no  Logician,  if  you  pretend  to  draw 
Confequences  from  the  Aftions  of  Fools:  There’s  no 
arguing  by  the  Rule  of  Reafon  upon  a  Science  without 

Principles,  and  fuch  is  their  Conduct - Whim, 

unaccountable  Whim  hurries  ’em  on .  like  a  Man 
drunk  with  Brandy  before  ten  a  Clock  in  the  Morning 

• - But  we  lofe  our  Sport - Kite  has  open’d 

above  an  hour  ago,  let’s  away.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE,  A  Chamber ;  a  Table  with  Books  and 
Globes. 

Kite  difguis'd  in  a  Jlrange  Habit,  fitting  at  a  Table. 

Kite.  \fi>fi»g.\  By  the  Portion  of  the  Heavens, 

gain’d 
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gain’d  from  my  Obfervation  upon  thefe  Celeftial 
Globes,  I  find  that  Luna  was  a  Tide-waiter,  Sol  a. 
Surveyor,  Mercury  a  Thief,  Venus  a.  Whore,  Saturn 
an  Alderman,  Jupiter  a  Rake,  and  Mars  a  Serjeant 
of  Granadeers;  and  this  is  the  Syllem  of  Kite  the 
Conjurer. 

Enter  Plume  and  Worthy. 

Plume.  Well,  whatSuccefs? 

Kite.  I  have  fent  away  a  Shoemaker  and  a  Taylor 
j  already ;  one’s  to  be  a  Captain  of  Marines,  and  the 

other  a  Major  of  Dragoons - 1  am  to  manage 

j  them  at  night  -Have  you  feen  the  Lady,  Mr. 

Worthy  ! 

Wor.  Ay,  but  it  won’t  do — —Have  you  Ihew’d 
[her  her  Name,  that  L  tore  off  from  the  bottom  of 
j  the  Letter  ? 

Kite.  No, -Sir,  I  referve  that  for  the  laft  Stroke. 

Plume.  What  Letter? 

Wor.  .One  that  1  wou’d  not  let  you  fee,  for  fear  that 
you  Ihou’d  break  Windows  in  good  earned. 

•  [ Knocking  at  the  Door. 

Kite.  Officers  to  your  Polls.  Mind  the  Door. 
\Exeunt  Plume  and  Worthy.  Servant  opens  the  Door. 

I  Enter  a  Smith. 

Smith.  Well,  Mailer,  are  you  the  Cunning  Man  ? 

Kite..  I  am  the  Learned  Copernicus. 

Smith.  Well,  Mailer,  I’m  but  a  poor  Man,  and  I 
j  can’t  afford  above  a  Shilling  for  my  Fortune. 

Kite.  Perhaps  that  is  more  than  ’tis  worth. 

Smith.  Look’e,  Doftor,  let  me  have  fomething 
|  that’s  good  for  my  Shilling,  or  I’ll  have  my  Money 
again. 

Kite.  If  there  be  Faith  in  the  Stars,  you  lhall  have 
lyour  Shilling  forty-fold - Your  Hand,  Country¬ 

man,  you’re  by  Trade  a  Smith. 
j  Smith.  How  the  Devil  Ihou’d  you  know  that  ? 

Kite.  Becau!e  the  Devil  and  you  are  Brother- 
Tradefmen - -You  were  born  under  Forceps. 

Smith.  Forceps,  what’s  that  ? 

Kite -  One  of  the  Signs:  There’s  Leo,  Sagittarius , 

Forceps , 
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Forceps,  Fumes,  Dixmude,  Namur,  Brujfels,  Charle 

roj,  and  fo  forth - Twelve  of ’em - —-Let  me  fe< 

—Did  you  ever  make  any  Bombs  or  Cannon-Bullets 

Smith.  Not  I. 

Kite.  You  either  have  or  will - The  Stars  have 

decreed,  that  you  lhall  be - 1  mult  have  more  Mo¬ 
ney,  Sir - Your  Fortune’s  great. 

Smith.  Faith,  Doftor,  I  have  no  more. 

Kite.  O  Sir,  I’ll  trull  you,  and  take  it  out  of  youi 
Arrears. 

Smith.  Arrears  f  what  Arrears  ? 

Kite.  The  five  hundred  Pound  that’s  owdng  to  you 
from  the  Government. 

Smith.  Owing  me  ! 

Kite.  Owing  you.  Sir - -Let  me  fee  your  t’other 

Hand - 1  beg  your  pardon,  it  will  be  owing  to  you: 

And  the  Rogue  of  an  Agent  will  demand  Fifty  per 
Cent,  for  a  Fortnight’s  Advance. 

Smith.  I’m  in  the  Clouds,  Doftor,  all  this  while. 

Kite.  Sir,  I  am  above  ’em,  among  the  Stars - In 

two  Years,  three  Months  and  two  Hours,  ypu  will  be 
made  Captain  of  the  Forges  to  the  Grand  Train  of  Ar¬ 
tillery,  and  will  have  Ten  Shillings  a  Day,  and  two  Ser¬ 
vants - ’Tis  the  Decree  of  the  Stars,  and  of  the  fix’d 

Stars,  that  are  as  immo’veable  as  your  Anvil - Strike, 

Sir,  while  the  Iron  is  hot— —Fly,  Sir,  be  gone. 

Smith.  What!  what  wou’d  you  have  me  do,  Dodlor  ? 
I  wifn  the  Stars  wou’d  put  me  in  a  way  for  this  fine 
Place. 

Kite.  The  Stars  do - let  me  fee - ay,  about  an 

Hour  hence  walk  carelefly  into  the  Market-place,  and 
you’ll  fee  a  tall,  flender  Gentleman,  cheap’ning  a  Pen¬ 
nyworth  of  Apples,  with  a  Cane  hanging  upon  his 
Button — —This  Gentleman  will  afk  you  what’s  a-clock  | 

- He’s  your  Man,  and  the  Maker  of  your  Fortune,. 

■  —Follow  him,  follow  him— - And  now  go- 

home,  and  take  leave  of  your  Wife  and  Children  ?  an 
Hour  hence  exattly  is  your  time. 

Smith.  A  tall  flender  Gentleman,  you  fay,  with- 3 
Cane  !  Pray,  what  fort  of  Head  has  the  Cane  F 

Kite--. 
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Kite.  An  Amber  Head,  with  a  black  Ribband. 

Smith.  And  pray,  of  what  Employment  is  the  Gen- 
:leman  ? 

Kite.  Let  me  fee,  he’s  either  a  Colle&or  of  the 
Excife,  or  a  Plenipotentiary,  or  a  Captain  of  Grana- 

deers - 1  can’t  tell  exactly  which - but  he’ll 

call  you  honeft - your  Name  is- .  -  . 

Smith.  Thomas. 

Kite.  He’ll  call  you  honeft  Tom. 

Smith.  But  how  the  Devil  Ihou’d  he  know  my 
Name? 

Kite.  O  there  are  feveral  forts  of  Toms - Tom  o' 

Lincoln,  Tom-tit,  Tom  Tell-Troth,  Tom  o’  Bedlam,  and 

Tom  Fool — ——Be  gone - An  Hour  hence  pre- 

cifely.  [Knocking  at  the  Door. 

Smith.  You  fay,  he’ll  afk  me  what’s  a~clock. 

Kite.  Moft  certainly - -And  you’ll  anfwer,  you 

don’t  know— —And  befure  you  look  at  St.  Ma¬ 
ry's,  Dial ;  for  the  Sun  won’t  fhine,  and  if  it  Ihou’d, 
you  won’t  be  able  to  tell  the  Figures. 

Smith.  I  will,  I  will.  [Exit. 

Flume .  Well  done.  Conjurer,  go  on  and  profper. 

[Behind. 

Enter  a  Butcher. 

What,  my  old  Friend  Pluck  the  Butcher  !  -  -I 

offer’d  the  furly  Bull-dog  five  Guineas  this  Morning, 
and  he  refus’d  it.  [A fide. 

But.  So,  Mr.  Conjurer,  here’s  Haifa  Crown— — « 
And  now  you  mull  underhand - 

Kite.  Hold,  Friend,  I  know  your  Bufinefs  before¬ 
hand— 

But.  You’re  devilifh  cunning  then,  for  I  don’t  well 
know'  it  my  felf. 

Kite.  I  know  more  than  you.  Friend— ——You 
have  a  foolifh  Saying,  that  luch  a  one  knows  no  more 
than  the  Man  in  the  Moon :  I  tell  you,  the  Man  in 
the  Moon  knows  more  than  all  the  Men  under  the 
Sun :  Don’t  the  Moon  fee  all  the  World  ? 

But.  All  the  World  fee  the  Moon*.  I  muft  confefs. 

Kite.  Then  fhe  muft  fee  all  the  World,  that’s  cer- 

,v"  tain 
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tain - Give  me  your  Hand - You’re  by  Trader 

either  a  Butcher  or  a  Surgeon. 

But.  True,  I  am  a  Butcher. 

Kite.  And  a  Surgeon  you  will  be,  the  Employment! 

differ  only  in  the  Name - He  that  can  cut  up  air 

Ox,  may  diffett  a  Man  :  and  the  fame  Dexterity  that 
cracks  a  Marrow-bone,  will  cut  off  a  Leg  or  an  Arm. 

But.  What  d’ye  mean,  Doctor,  what  d’ye  mean  ? 

Kite.  Patience,  Patience,  Mr.  Surgeon-General,  the, 
-Stars  are  great  Bodies,  and  move  llowly. 

But.  But  what  d’ye  mean  by  Surgeon-General,  Doc¬ 
tor  ? 

Kite.  Nay,  Sir,  if  your  Worfhip  won’t  have  Patience,  i 
I  muff  beg  the  Favour  of  your  Worfhip’ s  Abfence. 

But.  My  Worlhip  f  my  Worfhip!  but  why  my; 
Worfhip? 

Kite.  Nay,  then  I  have  done. 

But.  Pray,  Doftor - 

Kite.  Fire  and  Fury,  Sir!  [Rifes  in  a  PaJJion.'\  Do 
yon  think  the  Stars  will  be  hurried  ?  Do  the  Stars  owe  I 
you  any  Money,  Sir,  that  you  dare  to  dun  theii  i 

Lordfhips  at  this  Rate  ? - : - Sir,  I  am  Porter  to.  the  ( 

Stars,  and  I  am  order’d  to  let  no  Dun  come  near  theii  f 
Doors. 

But.  Dear  Doftor,  I  never  had  any  Dealing  with 
the  Stars,  they  don’t  owe  me  a  Penny———  But  fmce 
you  are  their  Porter,  pleafe  to  accept  of  this  Half- 
Crown  to  drink  their  Healths,  and  don’t  be  angry.  1 

Kite.  Let  me  fee  your  Hand  then  once  more - i 

Here  has  been  Gold - -Five  Guineas,  my  Friend,  p 

in  this  very  Hand  this  Morning.  t 

But.  Nay,  then  he  is  the  Devil —  —Pray,  Doftor. 
were  you  born  of  a  Woman?  or,  did  you  come  intc 
the  World  of  your  own  Head  ? 

Kite.  That’s  a  Secret — ——This  Gold  was  offer’d  r 
you  by  a  proper  handfome  Man,  call’d  Havck,  oiji 
Buzzard,  or— — 

But.  Kite  you  mean. 

Kite.  Ay,  ay.  Kite. 
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But.  As  arrant  a  Rogue  as  ever  carry’d  a  Halberd; 
rhe  impudent  Rafcal  would  have  decoy’d  me  for  a 
ioldier. 

Kite.  A  Soldier !  a  Man  of  your  Subftance  for  a 
■oldier!  Your  Mother  has  a  hundred  Pound  in  hard 
.loney,  lying  at  this  Minute  in  the  hands  of  a  Mercer, 
lot  forty  Yards  from  this  Place. 

But.  Oons !  and  fo  Ihe  has  j  but  very  few  know  fo 
nuch. 

Kite.  I  know  it,  and  that  Rogue,  what’s  his  Name, 
Cite,  knew  it,  and  offer’d  you  five  Guineas  to  lift,  be- 
aufe  he  knew  your  poor  Mother  wou’d  give  the  Hun- 
red  for  your  Difcharge. 

But.  There’s  a  Dog  now - ’sflefh,  Doftor,  I’ll 

ive  you  t’other  Half-Crown,  and  tell  me  that  this  fame 
Cite  will  be  hang’d. 

Kite.  He’s  in  as  much  danger  as  any  Man  in  the 
bounty  of  Salop. 

But.  There’s  your  Fee - but  you  have  forgot  the 

urgeon-General  all  this  while. 

Kite.  You  put  the  Stars  in  a  Paflion.  [Looks  on  his 
looks.']  But  now  they  are  pacified  again.  — —  Let  me 
:e,  did  you  never  cut  off  a  Man’s  Leg  ? 

But .  No. 

Kite.  Recollect,  pray. 

But.  I  fay,  no. 

Kite.  That’s  ftrange,  wonderful  ftrange;  but  no¬ 
sing  is  ftrange  to  me,  fuch  wonderful  Changes  have 

feen - The  Second,  or  Third,  ay,  the  Third  Cam- 

aign  that  you  make  in  Flanders ,  the  Leg  of  a  great 
)fficer  will  be  fhatter’d  by  a  great  Shot ;  you  will  be 
tere  accidentally,  and  with-  your  Cleaver  chop  off  the 
.imb  at  a  Blow :  In  fhort,  the  Operation  will  be  per- 
>rm’d  with  fo  much  Dexterity,  that  with  general  Ap- 
laufe  you  will  be  made  Surgeon-General  of  the  whole 
;rmy. 

But.  Nay,  for  the  matter  of  cutting  off  a  Limb,  I’ll 
o’t,  I’ll  do’t  with  any  Surgeon  in  Europe ;  but  I  have 
0  Thoughts  of  making  a  Campaign. 

Kite.  You  have  no  Thoughts !  what’s  matter  for 

yous 
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your  Thoughts ;  the  Stars  have  decreed  it,  and  yoi 
mult  gaC 

But.  The  Stars  decree  it!  Oons,  Sir,  the  Jultice 
can’t  prefs  me. 

Kite.  Nay,  Friend,  ’tis  none  of  my  Bufinefs,  I  havi 
done ;  only  mind  this,  you’ll  know  more  an  Hour  anc 
a  half  hence ;  that’s  all,  farewell.  t 

But.  Held,  hold,  Doftor,  Surgeon- General !  Wha 
is  the  Place  worth,  pray  ? 

Kite.  Five  hundred  Pounds  a  Year,  befides  Guinea 
for  Claps. 

But.  Five  hundred  Pounds  a  Year  ! - An  hour  an< 

a  half  hence,  you  fay. 

Kite.  Prithee,  Friend,  be  quiet,  don’t  be  troublefome 
here’s  fuch  a  work  to  make  a  Booby  Butcher  accept  o 
Five  hundred  Pound  a  Year  —  But  if  you  mull  hear  i 
■ — I’ll  tell  you  in  short,  you’ll  be  handing  in  your  Stal 
an  Hour  and  a  half  hence,  and  a  Gentleman  will  conn 
by  with  a  Snuff-box  in  his  Hand,  and  the  tip  of  hi 
Handkerchief  hanging  out  of  his  right  Pocket ;  he’l 
alk  you  the  Price  of  a  Loin  of  Veal,  and  at  the  fam 
time  ftroak  your  great  Dog  upon  the  Head,  and  cal 
him  Chopper. 

But.  Mercy  on  us !  Chopper  is  the  Dog’s  Name. 

Kite.  Look’e  there - What  I  fay  is  true - 

things  that  are  to  come,  mull:  come  to  pafs— — — —  Ge 
you  home,  fell  off  your  Stock,  don’t  mind  the  whi 
ning  and  the  fnivelling  of  your  Mother  and  your  Si 

fter - Women  always  hinder  Preferment - mak 

what  Money  you  can,  and  follow  that  Gentleman,  hi 

Name  begins  with  a  P, - mind  that - There  wil 

be  the  Barber’s  Daughter  too,  that  you  promis’d*  Mai 

riage  to - lhe  will  be  pulling  and  hauling  you  t 

pieces. 

But.  What !  know  Sally  too  ?  He’s  the  Devil,  an 
he  needs  mult  go  that  the  Devil  drives.  [Going.]  Th 
tip  of  his  Handkerchief  out  of  his  left  Pocket. 

Kite.  No,  no,  his  right  Pocket;  il  it  be  the  lef 
’tis  none  of  the  Man. 

But.  Well,  well,  I’ll  mind  him.  [E'xi 

Plum 
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Plume.  The  right  Pocket,  you  fay. 

[Behind  with  his  Pocket-Book. 
Kite .  I  hear  the  ruffling  of  Silks.  [Knocking. ]  Fly, 
ir,  ’tis  Madam  Melinda. 

Enter  Melinda  and  Lucy. 

Kite.  Tycho ,  Chairs  for  the  Ladies. 

Mel.  Don’t  trouble  yourfelf,  we  (han’t  flay,  Doftor. 
Kite.  Your  Ladylhip  is  to  (lay  much  longer  than 
ou  imagine. 

Mel.  For  what? 

Kite.  For  a  Hulband - For  your  part.  Madam, 

ou  won’t  ftay  for  a  Hulband.  [To  Lucy. 

Luc.  Pray,  Doctor,  do  you  converfe  with  the  Stars,' 
r  the  Devil  ? 

Kite.  With  both ;  when  I  have  the  Deftinies  of  Men 
n  fearch,  I  confult  the  Stars ;  when  the  Affairs  of  Wo-  - 
nen  come  under  my  hands,  I  advife  with  my  t’other 
?riend. 

Mel:  And  have  you  rais’d  the  Devil  upon  my  ac- 
:ount  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  Madam,  and  he’s  now  under  the  Table. 
Luc.  Oh  Heavens  protect  us !  Dear  Madam,  let’s  be 
rone. 

Kite.  If  you  be  afraid  of  him,  why  do  ye  come  to 
tonfult  him  ? 

Mel.  Don’t  fear,  F ool*;  do  you  think,  Sir,  that  be- 
:aufe  I  am  a  Woman,  I’m  to  be  fool’d  out  of  my  Rea- 
on,  or  frighten’d  out  of  my  Senfes  ?  Come,  (hew  me 
:his  Devil. 

Kite.  He’s  a  little  bufy  at  prefent ;  but  when  he  has 
done,  he  (hall  wait  on  you. 

Mel.  What  is  he  doing  ? 

Kite.  Writing  your  Name  in  his  Pocket-Book. 

1  Mel.  Ha,  ha!  my  Name!  Pray,  what  have  yotl  or 
he  to  do  with  my  Name? 

Kite.  Look’e,  fair  Lady - -the  Devil  is  a  very 

modeft  Perfon,  lie  feeks  no  body,  unlefs  they  feek 
him  fir  ft;  he’s  chain’d  up  like  a  Maftiff,  and  can’t 

ftir,  unlefs  he  be  let  loofe - —You  come  to  me  to 

have  your  Fortune  told — -—Do  you  think,  Madam, 
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that  I  can  anfwe#  you  of  my  own  Head  ?  No,  Madam, 
the  Affairs  of  Women  are  fo  irregular,  that  nothing  lef: 
than  the  Devil  can  give  any  account  of ’em.  Now  tc 
convince  you  of  your  Incredulity,  I’ll  fhew  you  a  Trial 

of  my  Skill - Here,  you  Cacademo  del  Plumo  ■ — exeri 

your  Power,  draw  me  this  Lady’s  Name,  the  Word 
Melinda ,  in  proper  Letters  and  Characters  of  her  owr 

Hand-writing - do  it  at  three  Motions - one - 

two - three - ’tis  done - Now,  Madam,  will 

you  pleafe  to  fend  your  Maid  to  fetch  it  ? 

Luc.  I  fetch  it !  the  Devil  fetch  me  if  I  do. 

Mel.  My  Name  in  my  own  Hand-writing!  tha: 
tyou'd  be  convincing  indeed. 

Kite.  Seeing’s  believing.  [Goes  to  the  Table ,  lifts  u} 
the  Carpet .]  Here  Tre,  Tre,  poor  Tre,  give  me  the 
Bone,  Sirrah.  There’s  your  Name  upon  that  fquarc 
Piece  of  Paper,  behold . .  - 

Mel.  ’Tis  wonderful,  my  very  Letters  to  a  tittle. 

Luc.  ’Tis  like  your  Hand,  Madam,  but  not  fo  like 
your  Hand  neither ;  and  now  I  look  nearer,  ’tis  nol 
like  your  Hand  at  all. 

Kite.  Here’s  a  Chambermaid  now  will  out-lye  the 
Devil !  ; 

Luc.  Look’e,  Madam,  they  fha’n’t  impofe  upon  us  j 
People  can’t  remember  their  Hands,  no  more  than  they : 

can  their  Faces . —Come,  Madam,  let  us  be  certain, 

write  your  Name  upon  this  Paper,  then  we’ll  compare 
the  two  Names.  1 

[Takes  out  a  Paper,  and folds  it  A 

Kite.  Any  thing  for  your  Satisfaction,  Madam - 

here’s  Pen  and  Ink. 

[Melinda  'writes ,  Lucy  holds  the  Paper. 

Luc.  Let  me  fee  it,  Madam,  ’tis  the  fame - the 

very  fame.-— - But  I’ll  fecure  one  Copy  for  my  own 

Affairs.  [ Afide . 

Mel.  This  is  Deponftration. 

Kite.  ’Tis  fo,  l$»idam - The  word  Demonflration  f 

comes  from  Daemon  the  Father  of  Lyes. 

Mel.  Well,  DoCtor,  lam  convinc’d;  and  now,  pray,* 
what  account  can  you  give  of  my  future  Fortune? 

Kite . 
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Kite.  Before  the  Sun  has  made  one  Courfe  round 
his  earthly  Globe,  your  Fortune  will  be  fix’d  for  Hap- 
inefs  or  Mifery. 

Mel.  What !  So  near  the  Crifis  of  my  Fate! 

Kite.  Let  me  fee - About  the  Hour  of  ten  to-mor- 

ow  Morning  you  will  be  faluted  by  a  Gentleman, 
/ho  will  come  to  take  his  Leave  of  you,  being  defign’d 
or  Travel ;  his  Intention  of  going  abroad  is  fudden, 
nd  the  Occafion  a  Woman.  Your  Fortune  and  his  are 
ke  the  Bullet  and  the  Barrel,  one  runs  plump  into  the 

ther. - In  fhort,  if  the  Gentleman  travels,  he  will 

ie  abroad;  and  if  ke  does,  you  will  die  before  he 
omes  home. 

Mel.  What  fort  of  Man  is  he  ? 

Kite.  Madam,  he’s  a  fine  Gentleman  and  a  Lover, 
hat  is,  a  Man  of  very  good  Senfe,  and  a  very  great 
'ool. 

Mel.  How  is  that  pofiible,  Doctor  ? 

Kite.  Becaufe,  Madam - becaufe  it  is  fo - A  Wo¬ 

man's  Reafon  is  the  b°ft  for  a  Man’s  being  a  Fool. 

Mel.  T en  a-clock,  you  fay  ? 

Kite.  Ten———  about  the  Hour  of  Tea-drinking 
hroughout  the  Kingdom. 

Mel.  Here,  Doftor.  {Gives  Money. Lucy,  have  you 
ny  Queflions  to  afk  ? 

Luc.  Oh  Madam !  A  thoufand. 

Kite.  I  muft  beg  your  Patience  ’till  another  time ; 
or  I  expect  more  Company  this  Minute;  beftdes,  I 
nift  difcnarge  the  Gentleman  under  the  Table. 

Luc.  O  pray,  Sir,  difcharge  -us  firft ! 

Kite.  ‘Tycho,  wait  on  the  Ladies  down  Stairs. 

[Exeunt  Melinda  and  Lucy. 

Enter  Worthy  and  Plume. 

Kite.  Mr.  Worthy ,  you  were  pleafed  to  wifh  me 
oy  to-day,  I  hope  to  be  able  to  return  the  Compli¬ 
ment  to-morrow. 

Wor.  I’ll  make  it  the  belt  Compliment  to  you  that 
ver  I  made  in  my  Life,  if  you  do ;  but  I  muft  be  a 
"raveller,  you  fay  ? 


Kite. 
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Kite.  No  farther  than  the  Chops  of  the  Channel,  I 
prefume,  Sir. 

Pliyne-.  That  we  have  concerted  already.  [Knock¬ 
ing  hard.']  Hey-day !  You  don’t  profefs  Midwifery, 
Doftor? 

Kite.  Away  to  your  Ambufcade. 

[Exeunt  Plume  and  Worthy. 

Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  Your  Servant,  Servant,  my  Dear. 

Kite.  Stand  off,  I  have  my  Familiar  already. 

Braz.  Are  you  bewitch’d,  my  Dear  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  my  Dear;  but  mine  is  a  peaceable  Spi¬ 
rit,  and  hates  Gun-powder.  Thus  I  fortify  my  lelf ; 
[Draws  a  Circle  round  him,']  and  now.  Captain,  have 
a  care  how  you  force  my  Lines. 

Braz.  Lines!  What  doff  talk  of  Lines !  You  have 
fomething  like  a  Filhing-Rod  there,  indeed  ;  but  I 
come  to  be  acquainted  with  you,  Man  —  ■  ——What’s 
your  Name,  my  Dear? 

Kite.  Conundrum. 

Braz.  Conundrum!  Rat  me,  I  knew  a  famous  Doc¬ 
tor  in  London  of  your  Name  . ’-Where  were  you 

bom? 

Kite.  I  was  born  in  Algebra. 

Braz.  Algebra!  ’Tis  no  Country  in  Chrijlendom, 
I’m  fure,  unlefs  it  be  fome  Place  in  the  Highlands  of 
Scotland. 

Kite.  Right — —I  told  you  I  was  bewitch’d. 

Braz.  So  am  I,  my  Dear ;  I  am  going  to  be  mar- 
ry’d - 1  have  had  two  Letters  from  a  Lady  of  For¬ 

tune,  that  loves  me  to  Madnefs,  Fits,  Cholick,  Spleen, 

and  Vapours - fhall  I  marry  her  in  four  and  twenty 

Hours,  ay,  or  no  ? 

Kite.  I  mull  have  the  Year  and  Day  of  the  Month 
when  thefe  Letters  were  dated. 

Braz.  Why,  you  old  Bitch,  did  you  ever  hear  olL 
Love-Letters  dated  rvith  the  Year  and  Day  of  tht  ( 
Month?  Do  you  think  Billet-Doux  are  like  Bank 
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Kite.  They  are  not  fo  good - but  if  they  bear 

no  Date,  I  muft  examine  the  Contents. 

Braz.  Contents!  That  you  fhall,  old  Boy,  here 
they  be  both. 

Kite.  Only  the '  laft  you  receiv’d,  if  you  pleafe. 
[Takes  the  Letter. ]  Now,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  let  me 
confult  my  Books  for  a  Minute,  I’ll  lend  this  Letter 
inclos’d  to  you  with  the  Determination  of  the  Stars  up¬ 
on  it  to  your  Lodgings. 

Braz.  With  all  my  heart - —I  muft  give  him— — 

[Puts  his  Hands  in  his  Pocket. }  Algebra!  I  fancy,  Doc¬ 
tor,  ’tis  hard  to  calculate  the  Place  of  your  Nativity 

- Here: - [Gives  him  Money .]  And  if  I  fucceed.  I’ll 

build  a  Watch-Tower  on  the  top  of  the  highefc  Moun¬ 
tain  in  Wales  for  the  Study  of  Aftrology,  and  the  Be¬ 
nefit  of  Conundrums.  [Exit* 

Enter  Plume  and  Worthy. 

Wor.  O  Doftor!  That  Letter’s  worth  a  Million,  let 
me  fee  it;  and  now  I  have  it,  I’m  afraid  to  open  it. 

Plume.  Pho!  let  me  fee  it?  [Opening  the  Letter .]  If 

fhe  be  a  Jilt - Damn  her,  Ihe  is  one - There’s  her 

Name  at  the  bottom  on’t. 

Wor.  How!  Then  I’ll  travel  in  good  Earneft  ■■■■-- 
By  all  my  Hopes,  ’tis  Lucy's,  Hand. 

Plume.  Lucy's ! 

Wor.  Certainly - ’tis  no  more  like  Melinda's  Cha¬ 

racter,  than  black  is  to  white. 

Plume.  Then  ’tis  certainly  Lucy's  Contrivance  to 

draw  in  Brazen  for  a  Hufband - But  are  you  fure 

’tis  not  Melinda's  Hand  ? 

Wor.  You  fhall  fee;  where’s  the  bit  of  Paper  I  gave 
you  juft  now,  that  the  Devil  writ  Melinda  upon  ? 

Kite.  Here,  Sir. 

Plume.  ’Tis  plain  they  are  not  the  fame;  and  is  this 
the  malicious  Name  that  was  fubfcribed  to  the  Letter, 
which  made  Mr  .Ballance  fend  his  Daughter  into  the 
Country  ? 

Wor.  The  very  fame,  the  other  Fragments  I  fhew’d 
you  juft  now. 

Plume.  But  ’twas  barbarous  to  conceal  this  fo  long, 

D  and 
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and  to  continue  me  fo  many  Hours  in  the  pernicious 
Herefy  of  believing  that  Angelick  Creature  cou’d 
change :  Poor  Sylvia  ! 

Wor.  Rich  Sylvia  you  mean,  and  poor  Captain;  ha, 

ha,  ha, - Come,  come,  Friend,  Melinda  is  true,  and 

fhall  be  mine ;  Sylvia  is  conftant,  and  may  be  yours. 

Plume.  No,  file’s  above  my  Hopes  — —  But  for  her 
fake  I’ll  recant  my  Opinion  of  her  Sex. 

By  fame  the  Sex  is  blam'd  without  Defign,  1 

Light  harmlefs  Cenfure,  fuch  as  yours  and  mine,  > 
Sallies  of  Wit,  and  Vapours  of  our  Wine.  j 

Others  the  JuJiice  of  the  Sex  condemn, 

And  wanting  Merit  to  create  Efeem,  > 

Woud  hide  their  own  Defects  by  cens' ring  them.  J 
But  they,fccure  in  their  all-conqu  ring  Charms, 

Laugh  at  the  vain  Efforts  of  fialfie  Alarms ; 

He  magnifies  their  Conquefis  who  complains. 

Tor  none  wait  d  firuggle,  were  they  not  in  Chains. 

[Exeunt. 

Lhe  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE,  JuJiice  Ballance’j  Houfe. 

Enter  Ballance  and  Scale. 

I  Say,  ’tis  not  to  be  borne,  M-r.L allance^ 

Ball.  Look’e,  Mr.  Scale,  for  my'own  part 
I  fhall  be  very  tender  in  what  regards  the  Officers  of 
the  Army ;  they  expofe  their  Lives  to  fo  many  Dangers 
for  us  abroad,  that  we  may  give  them  fome  Grains  of 
Allowance  at  home. 

Scale.  Allowance!  This  poor  Girl’s  Father  is  my 
Tenant;  and  if  I  millake  r.ot,  her  Mother  nurs’d  a 
Child  for  you  ———Shall  they  debauch  our  Daughters 
to  our  faces  ? 


Ball. 


The  Recruiting  Officer.  75 


.  Ball.  Confider,  Mr.  Scale,  that  v.ere  it  not  for  the 
Bravery  of  thefe  Officers,  we  ffiould  have  Frevch  Dra¬ 
goons  among  us,  that  wou’d  leave  us  neither  Liberty, 

Property,  Wives  nor  Daughters' - Come,  Mr.  Scale , 

the  Gentlemen  are  vigorous  and  warm,  and  may  they 
continue  fo ;  the  fame  Heat  that  ftirs  them  up  to  Love, 
fpurs  them  on  to  Battel:  You  never  knew  a  great  Ge¬ 
neral  in  your  Life,  that  did  not  love  a  Whore.  This 

I  only  fpeak  in  reference  to  Captain  Plume - for  the 

other  Spark  I  know  nothing  of. 

Scale.  Nor  can  I  hear  of  any  body  that  does - Oh, 

here  they  come  ! 

Enter  Sylvia,  Bullock,  Rofe,  Prijoners  j  Co  viable 
and  Mob. 

Conjl.  May  it  pleafe  ycur  Worffiips  we  took  them 

in  the  very  Aft,  re  infetta,  Sir - The  Gentleman, 

indeed,  behav’d  himfelf  like  a  Gentleman;  for  he 
drew  his  Sword  and  fwore,  and  afterwards  laid  it  down* 
and  faid  nothing. 

Ball.  Give  the  Gentleman  his  Sword  again——— 
Wait  you  without.  [ Exit  Conjlable  and  IVatcb.]  I’m 
forry,  Sir,  [To  Sylvia]  to  know  a  Gentleman  upon 
fuch  Terms,  that  the  Occafion  of  our  Meeting  ffiould 
prevent  the  Satisfaftion  of  an  Acquaintance. 

Syl.  Sir,  you  need  make  no  Apology  for  your  War¬ 
rant,  no  more  than  I  (hall  do  for  my  Behaviour _ 

My  Innocence  is  upon  an  equal  Foot  with  your  Au¬ 
thority. 

Scale.  Innocence  !  Have  not  you  feduc’d  that  voune- 
Maid? 

Syl.  No,  Mr.Goofecap,  ffie  feduc’d  me. 

Bull.  So  ffie  did.  I’ll  fwear  - - for  ffie  propos’d 

Marriage  firft. 

Ball.  What,  then  you  are  marry ’d,  Chil 


Rofe.  Yes,  Sir,  to  my  forrow. 

Ball.  Who  wasWitnefs? 

Bull.  That  was  I - 1  danc’d,  threw  the  Stocking, 

find  {poke  Jokes  by  their  Bed-fide,  I’m  fure.  * 


D  2 


Ball. 


76  The  Recruiting  Officer. 

Ball.  Who  was  the  Miniiier  ? 

Bull.  Minifter!  We  are  Soldiers,  and  want  no  Mi- 
niller — They  were  marry’d  by  the  Articles  ofWar. 

Ball.  Hold  thy  prating.  Fool - Your  Appearance, 

Sir,  promifes  Tome  Underltanding;  pray  what  dees  this 
Fellow  mean  ? 

Syl.  He  means  Marriage,  I  think - but  that  you 

kno%v  is  fo  odd  a  thing,  that  hardly  any  two  People 
under  the  Sun  agree  in  the  Ceremony;  feme  make  it  a 
Sacrament,  others  a  Convenience,  and  others  make  it 

a  jeft;  but  among  Soldiers  ’tis  moll  facred  - - -  Our 

Sword,  you  know,  is  our  Honour,  that  we  lay  down 
—The  Hero  jumps  over  it  firlb,  and  the  Amazon  af¬ 
ter Leap  Rogue,  follow  Whore  — — The  Drum 

beats  a  Ruff,  and  fo  to  Bed ;  that’s  all,  the  Ceremony 
is  concife. 

Bull.  And  the  prettied  Ceremony,  fo  full  of  Pa- 
ftirne  and  Prodigality - 

Ball.  What !  Are  you  a  Soldier  ? 

Bull.  Ay,  that  I  am - Will  your  Worfhip  lend  me 

your  Cane,  and  I’ll  (hew  you  how  I  can  exercife. 

Ball.  Take  it,  [Strikes  him  over  the  H  ad~\  Pray', 
Sir,  what  Commifhon  may  you  bear?  [Jo  Sylvia. 

Syl.  I’m  call’d  Captain,  Sir,  by  all  the  Coffee-men, 
Drawers,  Whores,  and  Groom-Porters  in  London ;  for 
1  wear  a  red  Coat,  a  Sword,  a  Hat  lien  troujee,  a  Mar¬ 
tial  Twift  in  my  Cravat,  a  fierce  Knot  in  my  Perri- 
wig,  a  Cane  upon  my  Button,  Picquet  in  my  Head, 
and  Dice  in  my  Pocket. 

Seal.  Your  Name,  pray'  Sir? 

Syl.  Captain  Finch  :  I  cock  my  Hat  with  a  Pinch; 
I  take  Snuff  with  a  Pinch,  pay  my  Whores  with  a 
Pinch:  In  fhort,  J  can  do  any  thing  at  a  Pinch,  but 
hght  and  fill  my  Belly. 

Ball.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  brought  you  into  Shrop- 
Jhire  ? 

Syl.  A  Pinch,  Sir;  I  knew  you  Country  Gentlemen 
want  Wit,  and  you  know  that  W’e  Town  Gentlemen 
want  Money,  and  fo — • 

Ball.  1  underhand  you,  Sir— Here,  Can  liable — 
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Enter  ConJiaEle. 

Take  this  Gentleman  into  Cuitody  ’till  farther  Orders. 

Ro/e.  Pray  your  Worlhip  don’t  be  uncivil  to  him, 
for  he  did  me  no  hurt ;  he’s  the  moil  harmlefs  Man  ih 
the  World,  for  all  he  talks  fo. 

_  Scale.  Come,  come,  Child,  I’ll  take  care  of  you. 

Syl.  What,  Gentlemen,  rob  me  of  my  Freedom, 
and  my  Wife  at  once!  ’Tis  the  firft  time  they  ever 
went  together. 

Ball.  Heark’e,  Conftable.  \lVhifpers  him. 

Conji.  It  lha!l  be  done,  Sir - Come  along,  Sir. 

[Exeunt  Conjlable,  Bullock  and  Sylvia. 
Ball.  Come,  Mr.  Scale,  we’ll  manage  the  Spark  pre- 
fently.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  Melinda's  Apartment. 

Enter  Melinda  and  Worthy. 

Mel.  So  far  the  Prediction  is  right,  ’tis  ten  exadtly, 
[Afide. J  And  pray,  Sir,  how  long  have  you  been  in  . 
this  travelling  Humour  ? 

War.  ’Tis  natural,  Madam,  for  us  to  avoid  what 
difturbs  our  Quiet. 

Mel.  Rather  the  Love  of  Change,  which  is  more 
natural,  may  be  the  occafion  of  it. 

War.  To  be  fure,  Madam,  there  muft  be  Charms 
in  Variety,  elfe  neither  you  nor  I  fliou’d  be  fo  fond 
of  it. 

Mel.  You,  miflake,  Mr.  Worthy,  I  am  not  fo  fond 
of  Variety  as  to  travel  fork;  nor  do  I  think  it  Pru¬ 
dence  in  you  to  run  yourfelf  into  a  certain  Expence 
and  Danger,  in  hopes  of  precarious  Pleafure,  which  at 
bed  never  anfwers  Expectation,  as  ’tis  evident  from 
the  Example  of  mod  Travellers,  that  long  more  to 
return  to  their  own  Country,  than  they  did  to  go 
abroad. 

Wor.  What  Pleafures  I  may  receive  abroad,  are  in¬ 
deed  uncertain ;  but  this  I  am  fure  of,  I  lhall  meet 
with  lefs  Cruelty  among  the  mod  barbarous  of  Nations, 
than  I  have  found  at  home. 

Mel.  Come,  Sir,  you  and  I  have  been  jangling  a 
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great  while ;  I  fancy  if  we  made  up  our  Account?,  we 
thou’d  the  fooner  come  to  an  Agreement. 

Wor.  Sure,  Madam,  you  won’t  difpute  your  being 
in  my  debt  ——My  Fears,  Sighs,  Vows,  Promifes, 
•Afliduities,  Anxieties,  Jealoufies,  have  run  on  for  a 
whole  'Y ear  without  any  Payment. 

Mel.  A  Year!  Oh  Mr.  Worthy!  What  you  owe  to 
me  is  not  to  be  paid  under  a  feven  Year’s  Servitude  : 
How  did  you  ufe  me  the  Year  before?  when  taking 
the  advantage  of  my  Innocence  and  Neceflity,  you 
wou’d  have  made  me  your  Miftrefs,  that  is,  your  Slave 
—Remember  the  wicked  Infmuations,  artful  Baits,  de¬ 
ceitful  Arguments,  cunning  Pretences ;  then  your  im¬ 
pudent  Behaviour,  loofe  Expreffions,  familiar  Letters, 
rude  Vi/its;  remember  thofe,  thofe,  Mr.  Worthy. 

Wor.  I  do  remember,  and  am  forry  I  made  no  bet¬ 
ter  ufe  of ’em.  \_AJide.~\  But  you  may  remember.  Ma¬ 
dam,  that — — 

Mel.  Sir,  I’ll  remember  nothing— ’Tis  your  Inte¬ 
rn!  that  I  Ihould  forget:  You  have  been  barbarous  to 
me,  I  have  been  cruel  to  you ;  put  that  and  that  to¬ 
gether,  and  let  one  ballance  the  other— Now  if  you 
will  begin  upon  a  new  Score,  lay  aftde  your  adven¬ 
turing  Airs,  and  behave  yourfelf  handfcmely  ’till  Lent 
be  over:  here’s  my  Hand,  I’ll  ufe  you  as  a  Gentleman 
Ihou’d  be. 

Wor.  And  if  I  don’t  ufe  you  as  a  Gentlewoman 
Ihou’d  be,  may  this  be  my  Poifon.  \KiJfing  her  Hand. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  Coach  is  at  the  Door. 

Mel.  I  am  going  to  Mr.  Ballance' s  Country-Houfe 
to  fee  my  Coufin  Sylvia  ;  I  have  done  her  an  Injury, 
and  can’t  be  eafy  ’till  I  have  afk’d  her  Pardon. 

Wor.  I  dare  not  hope  for  the  Honour  of  waiting 
on  you. 

Mel.  My  Coach  is  full ;  but  if  you  will  be  fo  gal¬ 
lant  as  to  mount  your  own  Horfes,  and  follow  us,  we 
lhall  be  glad  to  be  overtaken ;  and  if  you  bring  Cap¬ 
tain  Plume  with  you,  we  iha’n’t  have  the  worfe  Re¬ 
ception. 

Wor. 
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Wor.  I’ll  endeavour  it.  [Exit,  leading  Melinda. 

SCENE,  ‘The  Market-Place. 

Enter  Plume  and  Kite. 

Plume.  A  Baker,  a  Taylor,  a  Smith,  and  a  Butcher 
—I  believe  the  firft  Colony  planted  in  Virginia  had 
not  more  Trades  in  their  Company  than  I  have  in 
mine. 

Kite.  The  Butcher,  Sir,  will  have  his  Hands  full ; 

for  we  have  two  Sheep-ftealers  among  us- .  -I  hear 

of  a  Fellow  too  committed  juft  now  for  Healing  of 
Horfes. 

Plume.  We’ll  difpofe  of  him  among  the  Dragoons 
* - Have  we  ne’er  a  Poulterer  among  us  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  Sir,  the  King  of  the  Gipfeys  is  a  very 
good  one,  he  has  an  excellent  Hand  at  a  Goofe  or  a 

Turkey - Here’s  Captain  Brazen,  Sir,  I  muft  go 

look  after  the  Men.  [Exit- 

Enter  Brazen,  reading  a  Letter. 

Braz.  Um,  um,  um,  the  Canonical  Hour - Um, 

um,  very  well - My  dear  Plume!  Give  me  a  Bufs. 

Plume.  Half  a  fcore,  if  you  will,  my  Dear :  What 
haft  got  in  thy  Hand,  Child  ? 

Braz.  ’Tis  a  Projedt  for  laying  out  a  thoufand 
Pound. 

Plume.  Were  it  not  requifite  to  projedl  firft  how  t« 
get  it  in  ? 

Braz.  You  can’t  imagine,  my  Dear,  that  I  want 
twenty  thoufand  Pound  t  I  have  fpent  twenty  times 
as  much  in  the  Service— Now,  my  Dear,  pray  ad- 
vife  me,  my  Head  runs  much  upon  Architedlure, 
fhall  I  build  a  Privateer  or  a  Play-houfe  ? 

Plume.  An  odd  Queftion - a  Privateer  or  a  Play- 

houfe  !  ’Twill  require  fome  Confideration - Faith, 

I’m  for  a  Privateer. 

Braz.  I’m  not  of  your  Opinion,  my  Dear  ■  -  for 
in  the  firft  place  a  Privateer  may  be  ill  built. 

Plume.  And  fo  may  a  Play-houfe. 

Braz.  But  a  Privateer  may  bfe  ill  mann’d. 

Plume.  And  fo  may  a  Play-houfe. 
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Braz.  But -a  Privateer  may  run  upon  the  Shallows- 

Phone.  Not  fo  often  as  a  Play-houfe. 

Braz.  But  you  know  a  Privateer  may  fpring  a 
Leak. 

Plume.  And  I  know  a  Play-houfe  may  fpring  a 
great  many. 

Braz.  But  fuppofe  the  Privateer  come  home  with 
a  rich  Booty,  we  Ihould  never  agree  about  our  Shares. 

Plutne.  ’Tis  juil  fo  in  a  Play-houfe - So,  by  my 

Advice,  you  fhall  fix  upon  a  Privateer. 

Braz.  Agreed - But  if  this  twenty  thoufand 

Pound  fhou’d  not  be  in  Specie - - — 

plume.  What  twenty  thoufand  ? 

Braz.  Htak’e.  [ Whifpers. 

Plume.  Marry’d ! 

Braz.  Prefently,  we’re  to  meet  about  half  a  Mile 

out  of  Town  at  the  Water-fide - and  fo  forth—— 

[Reads.]  For  fear  I  Jhoii  d  be  known  by  any  of  Wor- 
thy’r  Friends,  you  muf  give  me  leave  to  wear  my  Majk 
till  after  the  Ceremony,  which  will  make  me  for  ever 
yours - Look’e  there,  my  dear  Dog. 

[Shews  the  bottom  of  the  Letter  to  Plume. 

Plume.  Melinda!  And  by  this  Light,  her  own  Hand ! 
Once  more,  if  you  pleafe,  my  Dear-- — Her  Hand 
exadtly - J uft  now,  you  fay  ? 

Braz.  This-Minute  I  mull:  be  gone. 

Plume.  Have  a  little  Patience,  and  I’ll  go  with 
you. 

Braz.  No,  no,  T  fee  a  Gentleman  coming  this 
way,  that  may  be  inqurfitive;  ’tis  Worthy,  do  you 
knew  him  ?  ‘ 

Plume.  By  fight  only. 

Braz.  Have  a  care,  the  very  Eyes  difeover  Se- 
crets.  [Exit. 

Enter  Worthy. 

Wor.  To  Boot  and  Saddle,  Captain,  you  mull 
mount.  f 

Plume.  Whip  and  Spur,  Worthy ,  or  you  won’t 
mount. 

Wor.  But  I  fhall:  Melinda  and  I  are  agreed,  Ihe’s  i 

gonep 
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gone  to  vifit  Sylvia,  we  are  to  mount  and  follow ; 
and  cou’d  we  carry  a  Parfon  with  us,  who  knows 
what  might  be  done  for  us  both  ? 

Plume.  Don’t  trouble  your  Head,  Melinda  has  fe- 
cur’d  a  Parfon  already. 

i Wor.  Already  !  Do  you  know  more  than  I  ? 

Plume.  Yes,  I  faw  it  under  her  Hand - Brazen 

and  ihe  are  to  meet  half  a  Mile  hence  at  the  Water- 
fide,  there  to  take  Boat,  I  fuppofe  to  be  ferry’d  over 
to  the  Ely/ian  Fields,  if  there  be  any  fuch  thing  in 
Matrimony. 

Wor.  I  parted  with  Melinda  juft  now,  Ihe  allur’d 
me  Ihe  hated  Brazen ,  and  that  Ihe  refolv’d  to  difcard 
Lucy  for  daring  to  write  Letters  to  him  in  her  Name. 

Plume.  Nay,  nay,  there’s  nothing  of  Lucy  in  this 

- -I  tell  ye  I  faw  Melinda’s  Hand,  as  furely  as 

this  is  mine. 

Wor.  But  I  tell  you,  llie’s  gone  this  Minute  to  Jus¬ 
tice  Ballance' s  Country-houfe. 

Plume.  But  I  tell  you,  ftie’s  gone  this  Minute  to 
the  Water- fide. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam  Melinda  has  fent  word,  that  you  need 
not  trouble  your  felf  to  follow  her,  becaufe  her  Jour¬ 
ney  to  Juftice  Ballance' s  is  put  off,  and  lhe’s  gone  to 
take  the  Air  another  way.  [Bo  Worthy. 

War.  How!  her  Journey  put  off ! 

Plume.  That  is,  her  Journey  was  put  off  to  you. 

Wor.  ’Tis  plain,  plain - But  how,  where,  when 

is  ihe  to  meet  Brazen  ? 

Plume.  Juft  now,  I  tell  you,  half  a  Mile  hence  at 
the  Water  fide. 

Wor.  Up  or  down  the  Water  ? 

Plume.  That  I  don’t  know. 

Wor.  I’m  glad  my  Horfes  are  ready - Jack,  get 

era  out. 

Plume.  Shall  I  go  with  you  ? 

Wor.  Not  an  Inch — I  lhall  return  prefently.  [Exit. 

Plume.  You’ll  fmd  me  at  the  Hall;  the  Juftices  are 
dung  by  this  time,  and  I  muft  attend  them. 
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SCENE,  A  Court  of  Juft  ice:  Ballance,  Scale  and 

Scruple  upon  the  Bench :  Conftable,  Kite,  Mob. 

Kite  and  Conftable  advance  forward. 

Kite.  Pray,  who  are  thofe  honourable  Gentlemea 
upon  the  Bench  ? 

Conft.  He  in  the  middle  is  Juftice  Ballance ,  he  on 
the  right  is  Juftice  Scale,  and  he  on  the  left  is  Juftice 
Scruple,  and  I  am  Mr.  Conftable  j  four  very  honeft 
Gentlemen. 

Kite.  O  dear  Sir !  I  am  your  moft  obedient  Ser¬ 
vant  :  [ Saluting  the  Conftable.]  I  fancy,  Sir,  that 
your  Employment  and  mine  are  much  the  fame  ;  for 
my  Bufinefs  is  to  keep  People  in  order,  and  if  they 
difobey,  to  knock  ’em  down ;  and  then  we  are  both 
Staff-Officers. 

Conft.  Nay,  I’m  a  Serjeant  my  felf - of  the  Mi¬ 
litia - Come,  Brother,  you  fhall  fee  me  exercife: 

Suppofe  this  a  Mufket  now :  Now  I  am  fhoulder’d. 

\_Puts  his  Staff  on's  Right  Shoulder. 

Kite.  Ay,  you  are  fhoulder’d  pretty  well  for  a 
Conftable’s  Staff ;  but  for  a  Mufket  you  muft  put  it  on 
the  ether  Shoulder,  my  Dear. 

Conft.  Adfo !  that’s  true-— —Come,  now  give  the 
Word  of  Command. 

Kite.  Silence. 

Conft.  Ay,  ay,  fo  we  will - We  will  be  filent. 

Kite.  Silence,  you  Dog,  Silence ! 

[Strikes  him  over  the  Head  with  his  Halberd. 

Conft.  That’s  the  way  to  filence  a  Man  with  a 
witnefs - What  d’ye  mean,  Friend? 

Kite.  Only  to  exercife  you,  Sir  ? 

Conft.  Your  Exercife  differs  fo  from  ours,  that  we 
fhall  ne’er  agree  about  it ;  if  my  own  Captain  had 
given  me  fuch  a  Rap,  I  had  taken  the  Law  of  him. 

Enter  Plume. 

Ball.  Captain,  you’re  welcome. 

Plu?r.e.  Gentlemen,  I  thank  you. 

Sent.  Come,  honeft  Captain,  fitbymfe.  [ Plume 
afeends,  and  Jits  upon  the  Bench-]  Now  produce  your 
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Prifoners - Here  that  Fellow  there - fet  him  up 

- Mr.  Conjl  able,  what  have  you  to  fay  againft  this 

Man  ? 

Conjl.  I  have  nothing  to  fay  againft  him,  an’  pleafe 
you. 

Ball.  No  !  what  made  you  bring  him  hither  ? 

Conjl.  I  don’t  know,  an’  pleafe  your  Worlhip. 

Scale.  Did  not  the  Contents  of  your  Warrant  di¬ 
rect  you  w  hat  fort  of  Men  to  take  up  ? 

Conjl.  I  can’t  tell,  an’  pleafe  ye' ;  I  can’t  read. 

Scru.  A  very  pretty  Conftable  truly - 1  find  we 

have  no  Bufinets  here. 

Kite.  May  it  pleafe  the  Worlhipful  Bench,  I  defire 
to  be  heard  in  this  Cafe,  as  being  Counfel  for  the 
Queen. 

Ball.  Come,  Serjeant,  you  {hall  be  heard,  fmce 
no  body  elfe  will  fpeak;  we  won’t  come  here  for 
nothing. 

Kite.  This  Man  is  but  one  Man,  the  Country 
may  fpare  him,  and  the  Army  war  s  him ;  befides, 
he’s  cut  out  by  Nature  for  a  Granaaeer;  he’s  five 
Foot  ten  Inches  high;  he  {hall  box,  wreftle,  or  dance 
the  Chejhire  Round  with  any  Man  in  the  Country ; 
he  gets  drdhk  every  Sabbath-Day,  and  he  beats  his 
Wife. 

Wife.  You  lye,  Sirrah,  you  lye;  an’  pleafe  your 
Wor/hip,  he’s  the  beft-natur’d,  pains-taking  Man 
in  the  Pariflr,  witnefs  my  five  poor  Children. 

Scru.  A  Wife!  and  five  Children !  You  Conftable, 
you  Rogue,  how  durft  you  imprefs  a  Man  that  has  a 
Wife  and  five  Children  ? 

Scale.  Difcharge  him,  difcharge  him. 

Ball.  Hold,  Gentlemen - Heark’e,  Friend,  ho\v 

do  you  maintain  your  Wife  and  five  Children  ? 

Plume.  They  live  upon  Wild-fowl  and  Venifon, 
Sir;  the  Hufoand  keeps  a  Gun,  and  kills  all  the  Har.es 
and  Partridge  within  five  Mile  round. 

Ball.  A  Gun!  nay,  if  he  be  fo  good  at  Gunning, 

he  {hall  have  enough  on’t - He  may  be  of  ufe  a- 

gainft  the  Frmb,  far  he  {hoots  flying,,  to  be  £;re. 

Scru  . 
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Sent.  But  his  Wife  and  Children,  Mr.  Ballance ! 

Wife.  Ay,  ay,  that’s  the  reafon  you  wou’d  fend 
him  away ;  you  know  I  have  a  Child  every  Year,  and 
you  are  afraid  they  lhou’d  come  upon  the  Parilh  at 
laft. 

Plume.  Look’e  there.  Gentlemen,  the  honeft  Wo¬ 
man  has  fpoke  it  at  once,  the  Parifh  had  better  main¬ 
tain  five  Children  this  Year,  than  fix  or  feven  the 
next:  That  Fellow  upon  his  high  Feeding,  may  get 
you  two  or  three  Beggars  at  a  Birth. 

Wife.  Look’e,  Mr.  Captain,  the  Parifh  fhall  get  no¬ 
thing  by  fending  him  away,  for  I  won’t  lofe  my 
Teeming-time  if  there  be  a  Man  left  in  the  Parifh. 

Ball.  Send  that  Woman  to  the  Houfe  of  Correftion 
- and  the  Man— — » 

Kite.  I’ll  take  care  of  him,  if  you  pleafe. 

[Takes  him  down. 

Scale.  Here,  you  Conftable,  the  next-—-'  •■Set  up 
that  black-fac’d  Fellow,  he  has  a  Gun-powder  Look; 
what  can  you  fay  again!!  this  Man,  Conftable  ? 

Conjl.  Nothing  but  that  he  is  a  very  honeft  Man. 

Plume.  Pray,  Gentlemen,  let  me  have  one  honeft: 
Man  in  my  Company,  for  the  Novelty’s  fake. 

Ball.  What  are  you,  Friend  ? 

Mob.  A  Collier,  I  work  in  the  Coal-pits. 

Sene.  Look’e,  Gentlemen,  this  Fellow  has  a  Trade, 
and  the  Aft  of  Parliament  here  exprefles,  that  we  are 
to  imprefs  no  Man  that  has  any  vifible  Means  of  a 
Livelihood. 

Kite.  May  it  pleafe  your  Worfhips,  this  Man  has 
no  vifible  Means  of  a  Livelihood,  for  he  works  under 
ground. 

Plume.  Well  faid,  Kite',  befides  the  Army  wants 
Miners.  <r 

Ball.  Plight,  and  had  we  an  Order  of  Government 
for’t,  we  cou’d  raife  you  in  this  and  the  neighbour¬ 
ing  County  of  Stafford,  five  hundred  Colliers  that 
wou’d  run  you  under-ground  like  Moles,  and  do 
more  Service  in  a  Siege  than  all  the  Miners  in  the 
Army. 
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Scru.  Well,  Friend,  what  have  you  to  fay  for  your 
felf? 

Mob.  I  am  marry’d. 

Kite.  Lack-a-day,  fo  am  I. 

Mob.  Here’s  my  Wife,  poor  Woman. 

Ball.  Are  you  marry’d,  goodWqman? 

Worn.  I’m  marry’d  in  Confcience. 

Kite.  May  it  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  fhe’s  with  Child 
in  Confcience. 

Scale.  Who  marry’d  you,  Miftrefs? 

Worn.  My  Hufband - we  agreed  that  I  fhou’d 

call  him  Hufband,  to  avoid  paffing  for  a  Whore;  and 
that  he  fhould  call  me  Wife,  to  fhun  going  for  a  Sol¬ 
dier. 

Sent.  A  very  pretty  Couple !  pray  Captain,  will 
you'  take  ’em  both  ? 

Plume.  What  fay  you,  Mr.  Kite,  will  you  take 
care  of  the  Woman  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  Sir,  fhe  'fhall  go  with  us  to  the  Sea-fide, 
and  there,  if  fhe  has  a  mind  to  drown  her  felf,  we’ll 
take  care  nobody  fhall  hinder  her. 

Ball.  Here,  Conflable,  bring  in  my  Man.  [Exit 
Conftable  ]  Nov/,  Captain,  I’ll  fit  you  with  a  Man, 

1  fuch  as  you  ne’er  lifted  in  your  Life.  [Enter  Con¬ 
ftable  and  Sylvia.]  Oh!  my  Friend  Pinch,  I’m  very 
i  glad  to  fee  you. 

'  Syl.  Well,  Sir,  and  what  then  ? 

Scale.  What  then!  Is  that  your  Refpefil  to  the 
Bench  ? 

Syl.  Sir,  I  don’t  care  a  farthing  for  you  nor  your 
Bench  neither  ? 

Scru.  Look’e,  Gentlemen,  that’s  enough  ;  he’s  a 
very  impudent  Fellow,  and  fit  for  a  Soldier. 

Scale.  A  notorious  Rogue,  I  fay,  and  very  fit  for  a 
Soldier. 

Conjl.  A  Whore-Mafter,  I  fay,  and  therefore  fit  to 
E°-  , 

Ball.  What  think  you,  Captain  ? 

Plume.  I  think  he  is  a  very  pretty  Fellow,  and 
therefore  fit  to  ferve. 

Syl. 
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Syl.  Me  for  a  Soldier !  fend  your  own  lazy,  lub¬ 
berly  Sons  at  home;  Fellows  that  hazard  their  Necks 
every  Day  in  thepurfuit  of  a  Fox,  yet  dare  not  peep 
abroad  to  look  an  Enemy  in  the  Face. 

Conjl.  May  it  pleafe  your  Worfhips,  I  have  aWp- 
man  at  the  Door  to  fwear  a  Rape  againft  this  Rogue. 

Syl.  Is  it  your  Wife  or  Daughter,  Booby  ?  I  ra~ 
vifh’d  ’em  both  yefterday. 

Ball.  Pray,  Captain,  read  the  Articles  of  War, 
we’ll  fee  him  lifted  immediately. 

[Plume  reads  Articles  of  War  againf  Mutiny  and 
Defertion. 

Syl.  Hold,  Sir, - Once  more.  Gentlemen,  have 

a  care  what  you  do,  for  you  lhall  feverely  fmart  for 
any  Violence  you  offer  to  me;  and  you,  Mr.  Bal- 
lance,  I  fpeak  to  you  particularly,  you  lhall  heartily 
repent  it. 

Plume.  Lcok’e,  young  Spark,  fay  but  one  Word 
more,  and  I’ll  build  a  Horfe  for  you  as  high  as  the 
Cieling,  and  make  you  ride  the  moft  tirefome  Journey 
that  ever  you  rid  in  your  Life. 

Syl.  You  have  made  a  fine  Speech,  good  Captain 
Hu f cap ;  but  you  had  better  be  quiet,  I  lhall  find  a 
way  to  cool  your  Courage. 

Plume.  Pray,  Gentlemen,  don’t  mind  him,  he’s 
dill  rafted. 

Syl.  ’Tis  falfe - 1  am  defcended  of  as  good  a 

Family  as  any  in  your  County;  my  Father  is  as  good 
a  Man  as  any  upon  your  Bench,  and  1  am  Heir  to 
Twelve  hundred  Pound  a  Year. 

Ball.  He’s  certainly  mad - Pray,  Captain,  read 

the  Articles  of  War. 

Syl.  Hold  once  more - Pray  Mr.  Ballance,  to  you 

I  fpeak,  fuppcfe  I  were  your  Child,  wou'd  you  ufe 
me  at  this  rate  ? 

Ball.  No,  ’faith,  were  you  mine,  I  wou’d  fend  you 
to  Bedlam  firft,  and  into  the  Army  afterward. 

Syl.  But  confider  my  Father,  Sir,  he’s  as  good,  as 
generous,  as  brave,  as  iuft  a  Man  as  ever  ferv’d  his 
Country ;  I’m  his  only  Child,  perhaps  the  JLofs  of  me 
may  break  his  Heart. 
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Ball.  He’s  a  very  great  Fool  if  it  does;  Captain, 
if  you  don’t  lift  him  this  Minute,  I’ll  leave  the  Court. 

Plume.  Kite,  do  you  diftribute  the  Levy-Money  to 
the  Men,  while  I  read. 

Kite.  Ay,  Sir - Silence,  Gentlemen. 

[Plume  reads  the  Articles  of  War. 

Ball.  Very  well;  now,  Captain,  let  me  beg  the 
Favour  of  you  not  to  difcharge  this  Fellow  upon  any 
account  whatfoever.  Bring  in  the  reft. 

Conjl.  There  are  no  more,  an’t  pleafe  your  Wor* 
ftiip. 

Ball.  No  more  !  there  were  five  two  Hours  ago. 

Syl.  ’Ti3  true.  Sir,  but  this  Rogue  of  a  Conftable 
let  the  reft  efcapqfora  Bribe  of  eleven  Shillings  a  Man, 
becaufe,  he  faid,  the  Aft  allow’d  him  but  ten ;  fo  the 
odd  Shilling  was  clear  Gains. 

All  Juft.  How  ! 

Syl.  Gentlemen,  he  offer’d  to  let  me  go  away  for 
two  Guineas,  but  I  had  not  fo  much  about  me ;  this 
is  truth,  and  I’m  ready  to  fwearit. 

Kite.  And  I’ll  fwear  it ;  give  me  the  Book,  ’tis  for 
the  good  of  the  Service. 

Mob.  May  it  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  I  gave  him 
Half  a  Crown  to  fay  that  I  was  an  honeft  Man ;  but 
now,  fince  that  your  Worfhips  have  made  me  a  Rogue, 
1  hope  I  fhall  have  my  Money  again. 

Ball.  ’Tis  my  Opinion,  that  this  Conftable  be  put 
into  the  Captain’s  hands,  and  if  his  Friends  don’t 
bring  four  good  Men  for  his  Ranfom  by  to-morrow 
Night- - Captain,  you  (hall  carry  him  to  Blander s. 

Scale.  Scruple.  Agreed,  agreed  ! 

Plume.  Mr.  Kite,  take  the  Conftable  into  Cuftody. 

Kite.  Ay,  ay, - - - Sir,  [fo  the  Conftable]  will 

you  pleafe  to.have  your  Office  taken  from  you  ?  Or 
1  will  you  handfomely  lay  down  your  Staff,  as  your  Bet¬ 
ters  have  done  before  you?  [Conftable  drops  his  Staff. 

Ball.  Come,  Gentlemen,  there  needs  no  great  Ce¬ 
remony  in  adjourning  this  Court . .  Captain,  you 

i  Hull  dine  with  me. 
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Kite.  Come,  Mr.  Militia  Serjeant,  I  fhall  filence 
you  now.,  I  believe,  without  your  taking  the  Law  of 
me.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

S  C  E  N  E ,  the  Fields. 

Enter  Brazen,  leading  in  Lucy  majk'd. 

Brazen.  The  Boat  is  juft  below  here. 

Enter  Worthy  with  a  Cafe  of  Pifols  under  his  Arm. 

Wor.  Here,  Sir,  take  your  Choice. 

[Going  between  'e?n,  and  offering  them. 

Braz.  What,  Piftols  !  are  they  charg’d,  my  Dear  ? 

Wor.  With  a  Brace  of  Bullets  each. 

Braz.  But  I’m  a  Foot  Officer,  my  Dear,  and  never 

ufe  Piftols,  the  Sword  is  my  way - and  I  won’t  be 

put  out  of  my  Road  to  pleafe  any  Man. 

Wor.  Nor  I  neither;  fo  have  at  you. 

[Cocks  one  Pifol. 

Braz.  Look’e,  my  Dear,  I  don’t  care  for  Piftols 

- Pray,  oblige  me,  and  let  us  have  a  Bout  at 

Sharps;  damn  it,  there’s  no  parrying  thefe  Bullets. 

Wor.  Sir,  if  you  ha’n’t  your  Belly  full  of  thefe,  the 
Swords  fhall  come  in  for  fecond  Courfe. 

Braz.  Why  then,  Fire  and  Fuiy  !  I  have  eaten 
Smoak  from  the  Mouth  of  a  Cannon,  Sir ;  don’t 
think  I  fear  Powder,  for  I  live  upon’t.  Let  me  fee  : 
[Takes  one. ]  And  now.  Sir,  how  many  Paces  diftant 
fhall  we  fire  ? 

Wor.  Fire  you  when  you  pleafe.  I’ll  referve  my 
Shot  till  I  am  fure  of  you. 

Braz.  Come,  where’s  your  Cloak  ! 

Wor.  Cloak  !  what  d’ye  mean  ? 

Braz.  T o  fight  upon ;  I  always  fight  upon  a  Cloak, 
’tis  our  way  abroad . 

Luc.  Come,  Gentlemen,  I’ll  end  the  Strife. 

[ Umnafks ,  . 

War.  Lucy  !  take  her. 

Braz.  The  Devil  take  me  if  I  do - Huzza  1 

[Fires  his  Pifol ]  D’ye  hear,  d’ye  hear,  you  plagt  y 
Harrydan,  how  thofe  Bullets  wh'iftle ;  fuppofe  they  had 
been  lodg’d  in  my  Gizzard  now  ?  Luc. 
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Luc.  Pray,  Sir,  pardon  me. 

Braz.  I  can’t  tell,  Child,  ’till  I  know  whether  my 
Money  be  fafe.  [Searching  his  Pockets ]  Yes,  yes,  I 
do  pardon  you,  but  if  I  had  you  in  the  Rofe  Tavern, 
Consent- Garden,  with  three  or  four  hearty  Rakes,  and 
three  or  four  fmart  Napkins,  I  wou’d  tell  you  another 
Story,  my  Dear.  [Exit. 

Wor.  And  was  Melinda  privy  to  this  ? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  ihe  wrote  her  Name,  upon  a  piece 
of  Paper  at  the  Fortune-teller’s  laft  Night,  which  I 
put  in  my  Pocket,  and  fo  writ  about  it  to  the  Cap¬ 
tain. 

Wor.  And  how  can  Melinda's  Journey  be  put  off  ? 
Luc.  At  the  Town’s  end  ihe  met  Mr.  Ballance' s 
Steward,  who  told  her,  that  Mrs.  Sylvia  was  gone 
from  her  Father’s,  and  no  body  could  tell  whither. 

Wor.  Sylvia  gone  from  her  Father’s !  This  will  be 
News  to  Plume.  Go  home,  and  tell  your  Lady  how 
near  I  was  being  Ihot  for  her.  ,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ballance  with  a  Napkin  in  his  Hand,  as  rifen 
from  Dinner,  and  Steward. 

Stew.  We  did  not  mifs  her  till  the  Evening,  Sir  ; 
and  then  fearching  for  her  in  the  Chamber  that  was 
my  young  Matter’s,  we  found  her  Clothes  there  ; 
but  the  Suit  that  your  Son  left  in  the  Prefs,  when  he 
went  to  London,  was  gone. 

Ball.  The  white  trim’d  with  Silver  ? 

Stew.  The  fame. 

Ball.  You  ha’n’t  told  that  Circumftance  to  any 
body  ? 

Stew.  To  none  but  your  Worfhip. 

Ball.  And  be  fure  you  don’t  ;  go  into  the  Dining- 
Room,  and  tell  Captain  Plume  that  I  beg  to  fpeak 
with  him. 

Stew.  I  ihall -  [Exit. 

Ball.  Was  ever  Man  fo  impos’d  upon  ?  I  had  her 
Promife  indeed,  that  ihe  wou’d  never  difpofe  of  her 
felf  without  my  Confent.  I  have  ccnfented  with  a 
witnefs,  given  her  away  as  my  Adi  and  Deed- 
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And  this,  I  warrant,  the  Captain  thinks  will  pafs ;  no,' 
I  fhall  never  pardon  him  the  Villany,  fir  ft  of  robbing 
me  of  my  Daughter,  and  then  the  mean  Opinion  he 
muft  have  of  me,  to  think  that  I  cou’d  be  fo 
wretchedly  impofed  upon ;  her  extravagant  Paffion 
might  encourage  her  in  the  Attempt,  but  the  Contri¬ 
vance  muft  be  his - I’ll  know  the  Truth  pre- 

fently - 

Enter  Plume. 

Pray,  Captain,  what  have  you  done  with  your  young 
Gentleman  Soldier? 

Plume.  He’s  at  my  Quarters,  I  fuppofe,  with  the 
reft  of  my  Men. 

Ball.  Does  he  keep  Company  with  the  common 
Soldiers  ? 

Plume.  No,  he’s  generally  with  me. 

Ball.  He  lies  with  you,  I  prefume. 

Plume.  No,  ’faith,  I  offer’d  him  part  of  my  Bed, 
— — b*it  the  young  Rogue  fell  in  love  with  Rofe,  and 
has  lain  with  her,  I  think,  ftnce  fhe  came  to  Town, 

Ball.  So  that  between  you  both,  Rofe  has  been 
finely  manag’d. 

Plume.  Upon  my  Honour,  Sir,  fhe  had  no  harm 
from  me. 

Ball.  All’s  fafe,  I  find  ——Now  Captain,  you  muft 
know,  that  the  young  Fellow’s  Impudence  in  Court  was 
well  grounded  ;  hefaid  I  fhould  heartily  repent  his  being 
lifted,  andfo  I  do  from  my  Soul. 

Plume.  Ay!  For  what  Reafon ? 

Ball.  Becaufe  he  is  no  lefs  than  what  he  faid  he  was, 
born  of  as  good  a  F amily  as  any  in  this  County,  and 
he  is  Heir  to  twelve  hundred  Pound  a  Year. 

Plume.  I’m  very  glad  to  hear  it - For  I  wanted 

but  a  Man  of  that  Quality  to  make  my  Company 
a  perfect  Reprefentative  of  the  whole  Commons  of 
England.  *•' 

Ball.  Won’t  you  difcharge  him  ? 

Plume.  Not  under  a  hundred  Pound  Sterling. 

Ball.  You  fhall  have  it,  for  his  Father  is  my  intimate 
Friend. 

Plume. 
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Plume.  Then  you  fhall  have  him  for  nothing. 

Ball.  Nay,  Sir,  you  (hall  have  your  Price. 

Plume.  Not  a  Penny,  Sir  ;  I  value  an  Obligation  to 
u  much  above  a  hundred  Pound. 

Ball.  Perhaps,  Sir,  you  fha’n’t  repent  your  Genero- 

Y - Will  you  pleafe  to  write  his  Difcharge  in  my 

oket-Book  ?  [Gives  his  Book.]  In  the  mean  time,  we’ll 
id  for  the  Gentleman.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

3  to  the  Captain’s  Lodging,  and  enquire  for  Mr.  Wil¬ 
ly  tell  him  his  Captain  wants  him  here  immediately. 
Ser.  Sir,  the  Gentleman’s  below  at  the  door,  en- 
iring  for  the  Captain . 

Plume.  Bid  him  come  up— > — Here’s  the  Difcharge, 

Ball.  Sir,  I  thank  you  --  ■■  ■ — 'Tis  plain,  he  had  no 
nd  in’t.  [A fide. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

Syl,  I  th>nk,  Captain,  you  might  have  us’d  me  bet- 
•  thanto  leave  me  yonder  among  your  fwearing,  drun- 
n  Crew;  and  you,  Mr.  Juftice,  might  have  been  fo 
ril,  as  to  have  invited  me  to  Dinner,  for  I  have  eaten 
th  as  good  a  Man  as  your  Worlhip. 

Plume.  Sir,  you  muft  charge  our  want  of  Refpedl, 
•on  our  Ignorance  of  your  Quality — — ^-but  row  you 
e  at  liberty——  —I'  have  difcharg’d  you. 

Syl.  Difcharg’d  me  ! 

Ball.  Yes,  Sir,  and  you  muft  once  more  go  home  to 
>ur  Father. 

Syl.  My  Father!  Then  I  am difcover’d— Oh,  Sir, 
Cnee  ling.]  I  expedt  no  Pardon. 

Ball.  Pardon!  No,  no,  Child,  your  Crime  (hall 
your  Punilhment ;  here.  Captain,  I  deliver  her 
er  to  the  Conjugal  Power  for  her  ChafUfement ; 
ice  (he  will  be  a  Wife,  be  you  a  Hulband,  a  ver/^ 
ufband— when  (he  tells  you  of  her  Love,  upbraid 
:r  with  her  Folly ;  be  modi(hly  ungrateful,  becaufe 
e  has  been  unfafhionably  kind,  and  ufe  her  worfe 

than 
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than  you  would  any  body  elfe,  becaufe  you  can’t  ufen 
her  fo  well  as  fhe  deferves.  . 

Plume.  And  are  you,  Sylvia,  in  good  earned  ? 

Syl.  Earned  !  I  have  gone  too  far  to  make  it  a  Jed, 
Sir  ?  ~  ,  L 

Plume.  And  do  you  give  her  to  me  in  good  ear-,, 
ned  ? 

Ball.  If  you  pleafe  to  take  her.  Sir. 

Plume.  Why  then  I  have  fav’d  my  Legs  and  Arms, 
and  iod  my  Liberty ;  fecure  from  Wounds,  I  am  pre¬ 
par’d  for  the  Gout ;  farewel  Subfidence,  and  welcome 

Taxe. - Sir,  my  Liberty,  and  hopes  of  being  a  Ge-. 

merai,  are  much  dearer  to  me  than  your  twelve  hun-i 

dred  Pound  a  Year - But  to  your  Love,  Madam,  I 

refign  my  Freedom,  and  to  your  Beauty  my  Ambi¬ 
tion- - -  greater  in  obeying  at  your  Feet,  than  com¬ 

manding  at  the  Head  of  an  Army. 

Enter  Worthy. 

War.  I  am  forry  to  hear,  Mr.  Ballance,  that  your 
Daughter  is  lod. 

Ball.  Soamnotl,  Sir,  Cnee  an  honed  Gentlemaiv 
has  found  her. 

Enter  Melinda. 

Mel.  Pray,  Mr.  Ballance,  what’s  become  of  my. 
Coufin  Sylvia  ? 

Ball.  Your  Coufin  Sylvia  is  talking  yonder  \vith: 
your  Coufin  Plume. 

Mel.  and  War.  How  ! 

Syl.  Do  you  think  it  drange,  Coufin,  that  a  Wo¬ 
man  fhould  change?  But,  I  hope,  you’ll  excufe  a 
Change  that  has  proceeded  from  Condancy  j  I  alter'd 
my  out-dde,  becaufe.  I  was  the  fame  within  ;  and  only 
laid  by  the  Woman,  to  make  fure  of  my  Man  ;  that’s 
my  Hidcry. 

Mel.  Your  Hidory  is  a  little  Romantick,  Coufin  ; 
but  fince  Succefs  has  crown’d  your  Adventures,  you  will 
have  the  World  o’  your  fide,  and  I  fhall  be  willing  tc 
go  with  the  Tide,  provided  you’ll  pardon  an  Injury  I 
offer’d  you  in  the  Letter  to  your  Father. 

Plume 
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Plume.  That  Injury,  Madam,  was  done  to  me, 

1  the  Reparation  I  expert  (hall  be  made  to  my 
iendj  make  Mr.  Worthy  happy,  and  I  (hall  be  fa- 
fy’d. 

Mel.  A  good  Example,  Sir,  will  go  a  great  way 

- when  my  Couiin  is  pleas’d  to 

abable  I  (han’t  hold  out  much  longer. 

Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  Gentlemen,  I  am  yours - Madam,  I  am 

t  yours. 

Mel.  I’m  glad  on’t.  Sir. 

Braz.  So  am  I - You  have  got  a  pretty  Houfe 

:re,  Mr.  Laconick , 

Ball.  ’Tis  time  to  right  all  Midakes - My  Name, 

r,  is  Ballance. 

Braz.  Ballance!  Sir,  l  am  your  mod  obedient— — 

know  your  whole  Generation - had  not  you  an 

ncle  that  was  Governor  of  the  Leeward  Iflands  fome 
cars  ago  ? 

Ball.  Did  you  know  him  ? 

Braz.  Intimately,  Sir- - He  play’d  at  Billiards 

1  a  Miracle - You  had  a  Brother  too  that  was  a 

aptain  of  a  Firefhip - poor  Dick - he  had  the 

;olt  engaging  way  with  him - of  making  Punch - 

id  then  his  Cabbin  w'as  fo  neat - but  his  poor  Boy 

'ack  was  the  mod  comical  Badard - Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 

|i>  a  pickled  Dog,  I  (hall  never  forget  him. 

Plume.  Well,  Captain,  are  you  fix’d  in  your  Projeft 
let  r  Are  you  dill  for  the  Privateer  ? 

Braz.  No,  no,  I  had  enough  of  a  Privateer  jud 
pw ;  I  had  like  to  have  been  pick’d  up  by  a  Cruifer 
(rider  falfe  Colours,  and  a  French  Pickaroon  for 
light  I  know. 

I;  Plume.  But  have  you  got  your  Recruits,  my  Dear  ? 
j  Braz.  Not  a  Stick,  my  Dear. 

Plume.  Probably,  I  (hall  furnifh  you. 

Enter  Rofe  and  Bullock. 

Rofe.  Captain,  Captain,  I  have  got  loofe  once  more, 
id  have  perfuaded  my  Sw'eet-heart  Cartwheel  to  go 

with 


94  The  Recruiting  Officer. 

with  us ;  but  you  muft  promife  not  to  part  with  me 
again.  § 

Syl.  I  find  Mrs.  Rofe  has  not  been  pleas’d  with  her? 
Bedfellow.  f 

Rofe.  Bedfellow !  I  don’t  know  whether  I  had  a 
Bedfellow  or  not. 

Syl.  Don’t  be  in  a  Pafiion,  Child,  I  was  as  little 
pleas’d  with  your  Company,  as  you  cou’d  be  with, 
mine. 

Bull.  Pray,  Sir,  dunna  be  offended  at  my  Sifter,1 
fhe’s  fcmefhing  under-bred ;  but  if  you  pleafe,  I’ll 
lie  with  you  in  her  ftead. 

Plume.  I  have  promis’d,  Madam,  to  provide  foi 
this  Gn.;  now  will  you  be  pleas’d  to  let  her  wait t' 
upon  you  ?  or  lha.ll  I  take  care  of  her  ? 

Syl.  She  (hall  be  my  Charge,  Sir;  you  may  find1; 
it  Bufinefs  enough  to  take  care  of  me. 

Bull.  Ay,  and  of  me,  Captain;  forwauns?  if  ever  l 

you  lift  your  Hand  againft  me.  I’ll  defert — ■ - 

Plume.  Captain  Brazen  fhall  take  care  o’  that,  my 
Dear:  Inftead  of  the  twenty  thoufand  Pound  you 
talk’d  of,  you  fhall  have  the  twenty  brave  Recruits 

that  I  have  rais’d  at  the  rate  they  coft  me - —My 

Commiffion  I  lay  down,  to  be  taken  up  by  fome 
braver  Fellow,  that  has  more  Merit,  and  lefs  good 

Fortune - Whilft  I  endeavour,  by  the  Example 

of  this  worthy  Gentleman,  to  ferve  my  Queen  and 
Country  at  home. 

|4 

With  fome  Regret  I  quit  the  a£li<ve  Field,  « 

Where  Glory  full  Reward for  Life  does  yield ; 

But  the  Recruiting  Trade,  with  all  its  Train  ,1 

Of  endlefs  Plague,  Fatigue,  and  endlefs  Pain,  < 

I  gladly  quit,  with  my  fair  Spoufe  to  fay, 
fnd  raife  Recruits  the  Matrimonial  Way.  [Exeunt  : 


EP  I- 


EPILOGUE. 


L  L  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  that  are 
willing  to  fee  the  Comedy  call’d  the  Re¬ 
quiting  Officer,  let  them  repair  to-mor¬ 
row  Night,  by  fix  a  Clock,  to  the  Sign 
of  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury- Lane,  and 
they  lhail  be  kindly  entertain’d. 

We  fcorn  the  vulgar  Ways  to  hid  you  come , 

Whole  Europe  row  obeys  the  ffiall  of  Drum. 

The  Soldier,  not  the  Poet,  here  appears. 

And  beats  up  for  a  Corps  of  Volunteers  : 

He  finds  that  Mufick  chiefly  does  delight  ye. 

And  therefore  chufes  Mufick  to  invite  ye. 

Beat  the  Granadeer  March - Row,  row,  tow, 

—Gentlemen,  this  piece  of  Mufick,  call’d,  An  Over- 
re  to  a  Battel,  was  compos’d  by  a  famous  Italian 
taller,  and  was  perform’d  with  wonderful  Succefs, 

1  the  great  Opera's  of  Vigo,  Schellenbergb  and  Blen- 
im :  it  came  off  with  the  Applaufe  of  all  Europe, 
'.cepting  France ;  the  French  found  it  a  little  too 
ugh  for  their  Delicntejfe. 

Some  that  have  ailed  on  thofe  glorious  Stages., 

Are  here  to  vsitnefs  to  fucceeding  Ages,  V 

That  no  Mufick  like  the  Granadeer' s  engages.  J 


Ladies, 


EPILOGUE. 


Ladies,  we  mail  own,  that  this  Mufick  of  ours  is 
not  altogether  fo  foft  as  Bononcini' s ;  vet  we  dare  af¬ 
firm,  that  it  has  laid  more  People  afleep  than  all  the 
Camillas  in  the  World?  And  you’ll  condeicend  to  own, 
that  it  keeps  one  awake,  better  than  any  Opera  that 
ever  was  adted. 

The  Granadeer  March  feems  to  be  a  Compofure 
excellently  adapted  to  the  Genius  of  the  Bnglijh,  for 
no  Mufick  was  ever  follow’d  fo  far  by  us,  nor  with 
fo  much  Alacrity ;  and  with  all  Deference  to  the  pre- 
fent  Subfcription,  We  muft  fay,  that  the  Granadeer 
March  has  been  fubfcrib’d  for  by  the  whole  Grand 
Alliance :  and  we  prefume  to  inform  the  Ladies,  that 
it  always  has  the  Pre-eminence  abroad,  and  is  con- 
ftantly  heard  by  the  tailed:,  handfomell  Men  in  the 
whole  Army.  In  Ihort,  to  gratify  the  prefent  Tafte, 
our  Author  is  now  adapting  fome  Words  to  the  Gra¬ 
nadeer  March,  which  he  intends  to  have  perform’d 
to-morrow,  if  the  Lady,  who  is  to  fing  it,  fhou’d 
not  happen  to  be  Tick. 

\ This  he  concludes  to  he  thefurefl  wav 

‘To  draw  you  hither ;  for  you'll  all  obey  > 

Soft  Mufick' s  Call,  tho'  you  Jhou  d  damn  his  Play.  ) 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  the 


Earl  of  Albemarle,  &c. 

Knight  of  the  Moft  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter. 

My  LORD, 

Y  Pen  is  both  a  Novice  in  Poetry,  and  a 
Stranger  at  Court,  and  can  no  more  raife  it 
felf  to  the  Style  of  Panegyrlck,  than  it  can 
ftoop  to  the  Art  of  Flattery  ;  but  if  in  the 
plain  and  Ample  Habit  of  Truth,  it  may 
prefume  to  mix  with  that  Crowd  of  Followers  that  daily 
attend  upon  your  Lord  (hip’s  Favour,  pleafe  to  behold  a 
Stranger,  with  this  difference,  that  he  pays  more  Homage 
to  your  Worth,  than  Adoration  to  your  Greatnefs. 

This  DiftinCtion,  my  Lord,  will  appear  too  nice  and 
Metaphyfical  to  the  World,  who  know  your  Lord  (hi  p’s 
Merit  and  Place  to  be  infeparable,  that  they  can  only  dif¬ 
fer  as  the  Caufe  from  the  EffeCt ;  and  this,  my  Lord,  is 
as  much  beyond  Difpute,  as  that  your  Royal  Mailer,  who 
has  made  the  noble  Choice,  is  the  moft  wife,  and  moft 
difceming  Prince  in  the  Univerfe. 

To  prefent  the  World  with  a  lively  Draught  of  your 
Lordfhip’s  Perfections,  I  fhouid  enumerate  the  Judgment, 
Condudt,  Piety  and  Courage  of  our  great  and  gracious 
King,  who  can  only  place  his  Favours  on  thofe  fhining 
Qualifications,  for  which  his  Majefty  is  fo  eminently  re¬ 
markable  himfelf ;  but  this,  my  Lord,  will  prove  the  Bufi- 
;nefs  of  a  voluminous  Hiftory,  and  your  Lordfhip’s  Cha¬ 
racter  muft  attend  the  Fame  of  your  great  Mailer  in  the 
Memoirs  of  Futurity,  as  your  faithful  Service  has  hither¬ 
to  accompanied  the  noble  Actions  of  his  Life. 
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The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

The  greateft  Princes  in  all  Ages,  have  had  their  Friends 
and  Favourites,  with  them  to  communicate  and  debate 
their  Thoughts,  fo  to  exercife  and  ripen  their  Judgments; 
or  fometimes  to  eafe  their  Cares,  by  imparting  them. 
The  great  Augujlus,  we  read  in  his  Project  of  fettling  the 
unweildy  Roman  Conquetts  on  a  fix’d  Bails  of  Govern¬ 
ment,  had  the  Defign  laid,  not  in  his  Council,  but  his 
Clofet ;  there  wTe  find  him  with  his  two  Friends,  Meccenas 
and  Agrippa,  his  Favourite  Friends,  Perfons  of  found 
Judgment,  and  unqueftionable  Fidelity  ;  there  the  great 
Qneftion  is  freely  and  reafonably  debated,  without  the 
Noife  of  Faftion,  and  conftraint  of  Formality;  and  there 
was  laid  that  prodigious  Scheme  of  Government,  that 
foon  recover’d  their  bleeding  Country,  heal’d  the  Wounds 
of  the  Civil  War,  bleft  the  Empire  with  a  lafting  Peace, 
and  By  I’d  its  Monarch  Pater  P  atria. 

The  Parallel,  my  Lord,  is  eafily  made  ;  we  have  our 
Catfar  too,  no  lefs  renown’d  than  the  foremention’d  Au¬ 
gujlus',  he  firft  aliened  our  Liberties  at  home  againft  Po¬ 
pery  and  Thraldom  ;  headed  our  Armies  abroad  with 
Bravery  and  Succefs ;  gave  Peace  to  Europe,  and  Security 
to  our  Religion.  And  you,  my  Lord,  are  his  Meccenas , 
the  private  Counfellor  to  thole  great  Tranfaitions  which, 
have  made  England  fo  formidable  to  its  Enemies,  that 
(which  I  biuf/i  to'own)  it  is  grown  jealous  of  its  Friends. 

But  here,  my  Lord,  appears  the  particular  Wifdom  and 
Circumfprfiibn  of  your  Lordfhip’s  Conduit,  that  you  fo 
firmly  retain  the  Favour  of  your  Matter  without  the  Envy 
of  the  Subject ;  your  Moderation  and  even  Deportment 
between  both,  has  fecur’d  to  your  Lordlhip  the  Ear  of 
the  King,  and  the  Heart  of  the  People  ;  the  Nation  has 
voted  you  their  Good  Angel  in  all  Suits  and  Petitions  to 
their  Prince,  and  their  Succefs  fills  the  three  Kingdoms 
with  daily  Praifes  of  your  Lordihip’s  Goodnefs,  and  his 
Majefty’s  Grace  and  Clemency. 

And 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

And  now,  my  Lord,  give  me  leave  humbly  to  beg,, 
that  among  all  the  good  Aftions  of  your  Lordlhip’s  high 
and  happy  Station,  the  Encouragement  of  Arts  and  Lite¬ 
rature  may  not  be  folely  excluded  from  the  Influence  of 
your  Favour.  The  polite  Mecaenas,  whom  I  prefum’d  to 
make  a  Parallel  to  your  Lordlhip  in  the  Favour  of  his 
Prince,  had  his  Virgil,  and  his  Horace,  and  his  Time 
was  moftly  divided  between  the  Emperor,  and  the  Poet ; 
he  fo  manag’d  his  Stake  of  Royal  Favour,  that  as  Au- 
gujius  made  him  great,  fo  the  Mufes  fix’d  him  immortal  r 
.  and  Maro's  Excellency,  my  Lord,  will  appear  the  lefs 
Wonder,  when  we  confider  that  his  Pen  was  fo  cherifh’d 
with  Bounty,  and  infpir’d  by  Gratitude. 

But  I  can  lay  no  Claim  to  the  Merits  of  fo  great  a 
Perfon  for  my  Accefs  to  your  Lordfhip ;  I  have  only  this 
to  recommend  me  without  Art  void  of  Rhetorick,  that  I 
am  a  true  Lover  of  my  King,  and  pay  an  unfeigned  Ve¬ 
neration  to  all  thofe  who  are  his  trufty  Servants,  and 
faithful  Minifters  ;  which  infers  that  I  am,  my  Lord, 
with  all  Submiflion, 

Tour  Lordjbifs  mojl  devoted,  and 
mofl  obedient  bumble  Servant, 

G.  F  A  R  QJJ  H  A  R. 


P  R  O- 


PROLOGUE. 


OU  R  Authors  have,  in  mofl  their  late  EJfays, 
Prologud  their  own,  by  damning  other  Plays ; 
Made  great  Harangues  to  teach  you  what  was  Jit 
To  pafs  for  Humour  and  go  down  for  Wit. 
Athenian  Rules  mufi  form  an  Englifh  Piece, 

And  Drury- Lane  comply  with  ancient  Greece. 
Exaftnefs  only,  fuch  as  Terence  writ, 

Muf  pleafe  our  mafqud  Lucretias  in  the  Pit. 

Our  youthful  Author  fwears  he  care$  not  a  Pin 
For  Voffius,  Scaliger,  Hedelin,  or  Rapin  : 

He  leaves  to  learned  Pens  fuch  labour'd  Lays  : 

You  arc  the  Rules  by  which  he  writes  his  Plays. 
From  mu  fly  Books  let  others  take  their  View, 

He  hates  dull  Reading,  but  he  Judies' You. 

Firfl,  from  your  Beaux ,  his  Lejfon  is  Formality  ; 

And  in  your  Footmen  there - mofl  nice  Morality  j 

To  pleafure  them  his  Pegafus  mifl  fly, 

Becaufe  they  judge  and  lodge,  three  Stories  high. 

From  the  Front-Boxes  he  has  pick'd  his  Style, 

And  learns,  without  a  Blujh,  to  make  'em  fmile  ; 

A  Lejfon  only  taught  us  by  the  Fair  ; 

A  waggijh  Aiiion - —  but  a  modefl  Air. 

Among  his  Friends  here  in  the  Pit,  he  reads 
Some  Rules  that  every  modijh  Writer  neeas. 

He  learns  from  ev'ry  Covent-Garden  Critick's  Face, 
The  modern  Forms  of  Adtion,  Time,  and  Place, 


The 


PROLOGUE. 

‘ The  Adion  he's  afhamd  to  name,  d'ye  fee. 

The  Time  is  Seven,  the  Place  is  Number  Three. 
The  Maiques  he  only  reads  by  ■pajfant  Looks, 

He  dares  not  venture  far  into  their  Books. 

Thus  then  the  Pit  and  Boxes  are  his  Schools, 

Tour  Air,  your  Humour,  his  Dramatick  Rules. 

Let  Criticks  cenfure  then ,  and  hifs  like  Snakes, 

He  gains  his  Ends,  if  his  light  Fancy  takes 
St.  James 's  Beaux,  and  Covent-Garden  Rakes,. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


Sir  Harry  Wildatr ,  Mr;  Wilks. 

Col.  Standard^  Mr.  Mills. 

Fireball,  a  Sea  Captain,  Mr.  Johnfon. 

Monf.  Marquis,  a  friarping  Refugee,  Mr.  Cibber. 

Beau  Banter,  Mrs.  Rogers. 

Clincher,  the  Jubilee-Beau,  turn’d  >  Pinkethman, 
rolitician,  } 


Dicky,  Servant  to  Wtldair, 

Shark ,  Servant  to  Fireball, 
Ghoji, 

Lord  Bellamy, 


Mr.  Norn's. 
Mr.  Fairbattk. 
Mrs.  Rogers. 
Mr.  Simfjon. 


WOMEN. 


Lady  Lure-well, 


Mrs.  Verbruggen. 


Angelica,  Mrs.  Rogers. 

Parly,  Mrs.  Lucas. 

Servants  and  Attendants. 
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OR,  A 


Trip  to  the  J  ub  il  ee. 


A  C  T  I. 

SCENE,  The  Park. 

'Enter  Standard  and  Fireball  meeting. 

Standard. 

H  1  Brother  Fireball !  Welcome  a- 
Ihore,  What  !  Heart-whole  ?  Limbs 
firm,  and  Frigate  fafe  ? 

Fire.  All,  all,  as  my  Fortune  and 
Friends  cou’d  wilh-. 

Stand.  And  what  News  from  the 

Fire.  Why,  yonder  are  three  or  four  young  Boys  i’tli 
North  that  have  got  Globes  and  Scepters  to  play  with; 
They  fell  to  Loggerheads  about  their  Play-things ;  the 
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Fnglijh  came  in  like  Roblin  Good-Fellow,  cry’d  Bob ,  and 
made  ’em  quiet. 

Stand.  In  the  next  place  then,  you’re  to  congratulate 
my  Succefs :  You  have  heard,  I  fuppofe,  that  I’ve  mar- 
ry’d  a  fine  Lady  with  a  great  Fortune. 

Fire.  Ay,  ay,  ’twas  my  firft  News  upon  my  Landing, 
that  Colonel  Standard  had  marry’d  the  fine  Lady  Lure- 

well . - A  fine  Lady  indeed  !  A  very  fine  Lady  !  — 

But  Faith,  Brother,  I  had  rather  turn  Skipper  to  an  In¬ 
dian  Canoo,  than  manage  the  Vefiel  you’re  Mailer  of. 
Stand.  Why  fo,  Sir? 

Fire.  Becaufe  Ihe’ll  run  adrift  with  every  Wind  that 

blows :  She’s  all  Sail  and  no  Ballaft - Shall  I  tell  you 

the  Character  I  have  heard  of  a  fine  Lady  ?  A  fine  Lady 
can  laugh  at  the  Death  of  her  Hulhand,  and  cry  for  the 
Lofs  of  her  Lap  Dog.  A  fine  Lady  is  angry  withflut  a 
Caufe,  and  pleas’d  without  a  Reafon.  A  fine  Lady  has 
the  Vapours  all  the  Morning,  and  the  Cholick  all  the 
Afternoon.  The  Pride  of  a  fine  Lady  is  above  the  Merit 
of  an  underftanding  Head  ;  yet  her  Vanity  will  Hoop  to 
the  Adoration  of  a  Peruke.  And  in  fine,  a  fine  Lady 
goes  to  Church  forFalhion’s  fake,  and  to  the  Ballet-Table 
with  Devotion  5  and  her  Paffion  for  Gaming  exceeds  her 
Vanity  of  being  thought  virtuous,  or  the  Defire  of  acling 

the  contrary - -  We  Seamen  fpeak  plain,  Brother. 

Stand.  You  Seamen  are  like  your  Element,  always  tcm- 
peiluous,  too  ruffling  to  handle  a  fine  -Lady. 

Fire.  Say  you  fo  ?  Why  then  give  me  thy  Hand,  ho- 
rieft  Frank,  and  let  the  World  taik  on  and  be  damn’d. 

Stand.  The  World  talk,  fay  you  ?  What  does  the 
World  talk  ? 

Fire.  Nothing,  nothing  at  all - They  only  fay 

what’s  ufual  upon  fuch  Occafions :  That  your  Wife’s  the 
greatell  Coquet  about  the  Court,  and  your  Worlhip  the 
greatelt  Cuckold  about  the  City  :  Thats  all. 

Stand.  How,  how.  Sir? 

Fire.  That  Ihe’s  a  Coquet,  and  you  a  Cuckold. 

Stand. 


Sequel  of  the  'Trip  to  the  Jubilee.  13 

Stand.  She’s  an  Angel  in  her  felf,  and  a  Paradife  to  me. 

Fire.  She’s  an  Eve  in  her  feif,  and  a  Devil  to  you. 

Stand.  She’s  all  Truth,  and  the  World  a  Liar. 

Fire.  Why  then,  I  gad,  Brother,  it  lhall  be  fo :  I’ll 
back  again  to  White's,  and  whoever  dares  mutter  Scandal 
of  my  Brother  and  Sifter,  I’ll  dalh  his  Ratifia  in’s  Face, 
and  call  him  a  Liar.  [Going. 

Stand.  Hold,  hold,  Sir.  The  World  is  too  ftrong  for 
usi  Were  Scandal  and  Detraction  to  be  throughly  re¬ 
veng’d,  we  mult  murder  all  the  Beaux,  and  poii'on  half 
the  Ladies :  Thofe  that  have  nothing  elfe  to  fay,  mull 
tell  Stories;  Fools  over  Burgittidj,  and  Ladies  over  Tea, 
muft  have  fomething  that’s  lharp  to  relilh  their  Liquor ; 
Malice  is  the  piquant  Sauce  of  fuch  Converfation  ;  and 
without  it,  their  Entertainment  would  prove  mightv  in- 

fipid - Now,  Brother,  why'  Ihould  we  pretend  to 

quarr.el  with  all  Mankind  ? 

Fire.  Becaule  all  Mankind  quarrel  with  us. 

Stand.  Theworft  Reafon  in  the  World.  -  _ _ 

Would  you  pretend  to  devour  a  Lion,  becaufc  a  Lion 
wou’d  devour  you  ? 

Fire.  Yes,  if  I  could. 

Stand.  Ay,  that’s  right ;  if  you  could  1  But  fince  you 
have  neither  Teeth  nor  Paws  for  fuch  an  Encounter,  lye 
quietly  down,  and  perhaps  the  furious  Beaft  may  run  over 
you. 

Eire.  ’Sdeath,  Sir  !  But,  I  fay,  that  whoever  abufes 
my  Brother’s  Wife,  tho’  at  the  back  of  the  King’s  Chair, 
he’s  a  Villain. 

Stand.  No,  no,  Brother,  that’s  a  Contradiction  ;  there’s 
ho  fuch  thing  as  Villany  at  Court.  Indeed,  if  the  Prac¬ 
tice  of  Courts  were  found  in  a  fingle  Perfon,  he  might 
be  fill’d  Villain  with  a  vengeance ;  but  Number  and  Power 
authorizes  every  thing,  and  turns  the  Villain  upon  their 
Accufers.  In  fhort,  Sir,  every  Man’s  Morals,  like  his 
Religion  now  a-days,  pleads  Liberty  of  Confcience  ; 

R  every 
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every  Man’s  Confcience  is  his  Convenience,  and  we  know 

no  Convenience  but  Preferment' - As  for  inflance, 

who  would  be  fo  complailant  as  to  thank  an  Officer  for 
his  Courage,  when  that’s  the  Condition  of  his  Pay  ? 
And  who  can  be  fo  ill-natur’d,  as  to  blame  a  Courtier 
for  efpoufing  that  which  is  the  very  Tenure  of  his  Live¬ 
lihood  ? 

Fire.  A  very  good  Argument  in  a  very  damnable 

Caufe ;  -  But,  Sir,  my  Bus’nefs  is  not  with  the  Court, 

but  with  you:  I  defire  you.  Sir,  to  open  your  Eyes ;  at 
dealt,  be  pleas’d  to  lend  an  Ear  to  what  I  heard  juft  now 
.  at  the  Chocolate-Houfe. 

Stand.  Brother. — 

Fire.  Well,  Sir. 

Stand.  Did  the  Scandal  pleafe  you  when  you  heard  it  ? 

Fire.  No. 

Stand.  Then  why  fhould  you  think  it  fhould  pleafe 
me?  Be  not  more  uncharitable  to  your  Friends  than  to 
your  felf,  fweet  Sir  :  If  it  made  you  uneafy,  there’s  no 
queftion  but  it  will  torment  me,  who  am  fo  much  nearer 
concern’d. 

Fire.  But  wou’d  you  not  be  glad  to  know  your 
Enemies  ? 

Stand.  ’Pfhaw  1  If  they  abus’d  me,  they  are,  my 
Friends,  my  intimate  Friends,  my  Table- Company,  and 
Bottle-Companions. 

Fire.  Why  then,  Brother,  the  Devil  take  all  your 
Acquaintance.  You  were  fo  rally’d,  fo  torn  !  there  was 
a  hundred  Ranks  of  fneering  white  Teeth  drawn  upon 
your  Misfortunes  at  once,  which  fo  mangled  your  Wife’s 
Reputation,  that  fhe  can  never  patch  up  her  Honour 
while  lhe  lives. 

Stand.  And  their  Teeth  were  very  white,  you  fay. 

Fire.  Very  white  ;  Blood,  Sir,  I  fay,  they  mangled 
your  Wife’s  Reputation. 

it  and. 
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Stand.  And  I  fay,  that  if  they  touch  my  Wife’s  Re¬ 
putation  with  nothing  but  their  Teeth,  her  Honour  will 
be  fafe  enough. 

Fire.  Then  you  won’t  hear  it. 

Stand.  Not  a  Syllable.  Lilt’ning  after  Slander  is  laying 
Nets  for  Serpents,  which,  when  you  have  caught,  will 
fting  you  to  Death  :  Let  ’em  fpit  their  Venom  among 
themfelves,  and  it  hurts  no  Body. 

Fire.  Lord  !  Lord  !  How  Cuckoldom  and  Content¬ 
ment  go  together  !  Fye,  fye.  Sir  !  confider  you  have 
been  a  Soldier,  dignify’d  by  a  noble  Poll  ;  diftinguifh’d 
by  brave  A&ions,  and  Honour  to  your  Nation,  and  a 

%  Terror  to  your  Enemies - Hell !  that  a  Man  who  has 

form’d  Namur  ihould  become  the  Jcfl  of  a  Coffee- 

Table - The  whole  Houfe  was  clearly  taken  up  with 

the  two  important  Queftions,  whether  the  Colonel  was  a 
Cuckold,  or  Kid  a  Pyrate  ? 

Stand.  This  I  can’t  bear.  [A fide . 

Fire.  Ay  (fays  a  fneering  Coxcomb)  the  Colonel  has 
made  his  Fortune  with  a  witnefs  ;  he  has  fecur’d  himfelf 
a  good  Efate  in  this  Life,  and  a  Reverfion  in  the  World 
to  come.  Then  (replies  anothci)  I  prcfime  he’s  oblig’d  ■ 
to  your  Lordfhip’s  Bounty  for  the  latter  part  of  the  Set¬ 
tlement.  There  are  others  (fays  a  third)  that  have  play’d 
with  my  Lady  Lureivell  at  Piquet,  bclidcs  my  Lord  ;  I 
have  capotted  her  my  felf  two  or  three  times  in  an 
Evening. 

Stand.  O  Matrimonial  Patience,  aflift  me. 

Fire.  Matrimonial  Patience  !  Matrimonial  Peftilenee ! — 
Shake  off  thefe  drowzy  Chains  that  fetter  your  Refent- 
ments.  If  your  Wife  has  wrong’d  ye,  pack  her  off,  and 
let  her  Perfon  be  as  publick  as  her  Charjfter :  If  fhe  be 

honeii,  revenge  her  Quarrel.  - - I  can  ftay  no  longer  : 

This  is  my  Hour  of  Attendance  at  the  Navy-Office ;  I’ll 
come  and  dine  with  you  j  in  the  mean  time,  Revenge  ! 
-think  on  t.  [Exit  Fireball. 

B  2  Stand*’ 


16  Sir  Harry  Wildair  j  befog  the 

Stand.  [Solus  ]  How  eafy  is  it  to  give  Advice,  and 
how  difficult  to  obferve  it !  If  your  Wife  has  wong'd 
vc,  pack  her  off.  Ay,  but  how  ?  The  Gofpel  drives  the 
.Matrimonial  Nail,  and  the  Law  clinches  it  fo  very  hard, 

that  to  draw  it  again  wou’d  tear  the  Work  to  pieces. - - 

That  her  Intentions  have  wrong’d  me,  here’s  a  young 
Baw  d  can  witnels. 

Enter  Parley,  running  crofs  the  Stage. 

He  re,  here,  Mrs.  Parley,  whither  fo  fail? 

Par.  Oh  Lord  !  my  Matter !  —  Sir,  1  was  running  to 
Madamoifclle  Fat-hello,  the  French  Milliner,  for  a  new 
Burgundy  for  my  Lady’s  Head. 

Stand.  No,  Child,  you’re  employ’d  about  an  old  fa- 
fhien'd  Garniture  for  your  Mailer’s  Head,  if  I  midake 
not  your  Errand. 

Par.  Oh,  Sir,  there’s  the  prettied  Fafhion  lately  come 
over  !  fo  airy,  fo  French,  and  all  that !  - The  Pin¬ 

ners  are  double  ruffled  with  twelve  Plaits  of  a  fide,  and 
open 'all  from  the  Face  ;  the  Hair  is  friz  led  all  up  round 
the  Head,  and  Hands  as  11  iff  as  a  Bodkin.  Then  the  Fa¬ 
vourites  hang  loofe  upon  the  Temples  with  a  languilhing 
Lock  in  the  middle.  Then  the  Caule  is  extremely  wide, 
and  ever  all  is  a  Cornet  rais’d  very  high,  and  all  the  Lap¬ 
pets  behind.  —  I  mud  fetch  it  prefen tly. 

Stand.  Hold  a  little,  Child,  I  mud  talk  with  you. 

Par.  Another  time,  Sir,  my  Lady  days  for  it. 

Stand.  One  Quedion  fird  ;  What  Wages  doth  my  Wife 
give  you  ? 

Par.  Ten  Pounds  a  Year,  Sir,  which  God  knows  is 
little  enough,  confidering  how  I  Have  from  Place  to 
Place  upon  her  Occadons.  But  then,  Sir,  my  Perqui- 
fites  are  confiderable  j  I  make  above  two  hundred  Pounds 
a  Year  by  her  old  Cloaths. 

Stand.  T wo  hundred  Pounds  a  Year  of  her  old  Cloaths ! 

What  then  mud  her  new  ones  cod  ? - But  what  do 

you  get  by  vifiting  Gallants,  and  Picquet  ? 

Par. 
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Par.  About  a  hundred  Pounds  more. 

Stand.  A  hundred  Pounds  more  !  Now  who  can  expect 
to  find  a  Lady’s  Woman  honelt,  when  fhe  gets  fo  much 

by  being  a  jade? - - What  Religion  are  you  of, 

Mrs.  Parley  ? 

Par.  Religion,  Sir  !  I  can’t  tell. 

Stand.  What  was  your  Father  ? 

Par.  A  Mountebank. 

Stand.  Where  was  you  born  ? 

Par.  In  Holland. 

Stand  Were  you  ever  chriften’d  ? 

Par.  No. 

Stand.  How  came  that  ? 

Par.  My  Parents  were  Anabaptifts :  they  dy’d  before 
I  was  dipt ;  I  then  forfook  their  Religion,  and  ha’  got 
ne’er  a  new  one  fince. 

Stand.  I’m  very  forry,  Madam,  that  I  had  not  the  Honour 
to  know  the  Worth  of  your  Extraction  fooner,  that  I 
might  have  paid  you  the  Refpedt  due  to  your  Quality. 

Par.  Sir,  yaur  humble  Servant. 

Stand.  Have  you  any  Principles  ? 

Par.  Five  hundred. 

Stand.  Have  you  loft  your  Maidenhead  ?  - -  ■  «, 

puts  on  her  RPasl,  and  nods  ]  Do  you  love  Money  ?  : 

Par.  Yaw,  Mijn  Heer. 

Stand.  Well,  Mrs.  Parley,  now  you  have  been  fo  free 
with  me,  I  tell  you  what  you  muft  truft  to  in  return  : 
Never  to  come  near  my  Houle  again.'  Be  gone,  Mon- 

fter,  fly,— - Hell  and  Furies !  never  chriften’d  !  Her 

Father  a  Mountebank  ! 

Par.  Lord,  Sir,  you  need  not  be  fo  furious.  Never 
chriften’d  !  What  then  ?  I' may  be  a  very  good  Chriftian 

■for  all  that,  I  fuppofe. - -Turn  me  oft  !  Sir,  you 

flian’t.  Meddle  with  your  Fellows  ;  ’tis  my  Lady’s  Bufi- 
neis  to  order  her  Women. 

By 
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~r  ■ Here's  a  young  Whore  for  you  !  A  fweet  Com¬ 
panion  tor  mv  Wife !  Where  there'?  fuck  a  hellife  Conc¬ 
ern:,  there  muit  be  damnable  Secrets. - Be  gone, 

I  fey. - My  Wife  feall  turn  yon  away. 

Par.  Sir,  fee  won’t  Him  me  away,  fl»e  iha’n’t  torn  me 
nor  fee  can't  tern  me  a-.vay  :  Sir,  I  fey,  fee  dare 
net  cum  me  away. 

StarJ.  Why.  yon  Jade  r  Why  '■ 

Par.  Becaaie  I'm  the  .MiRrefe,  not  fee. 

StarJ.  You  the  MiRrefe  f 

Par.  Ye?,  I  know  aii  her  Secrets;  and  let  her  offer  to 
mm  me  off  if  fee  dare.-. 

StarJ.  What  Secrets  do  you  knew  ? 

Homp h  - T  ell  a  Wife’s  Secrt  to  her  Huf- 

rnt  ’  — —  Very  pretty.  Faith!  Sure,  Sir,  you  don’t 
-rink  me  fuch  a  Jew:  Tho’  I  was  never  chriiten’d,  I 
have  more  Religion  than  that  comes  to. 

StarJ.  Are  vou  faithful  to  vour  Ladv  for  Affection,  or 
Intend  '  \  * 

Par.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  ChriRian  Lie,,  or  a  Pagan  Truth. 

StarJ.  Come,  Truth  for  once. 

Par.  Why  then.  Interest,  Intereft  !  I  have  a  great  Soul, 
mnSch  nothing  can  gain  but  a  great  Bribe. 

StarJ  Well,  tho'  thou  art  a  Devil,  thou  art  a  very 

honed  one - Give  me  thy  Kar.d,  Wench.  Should 

net  IrrrercR  make-  you  faithful  to  me,  as  much  as  to 
ethers  ? 

Par.  KoreR  to- you!  Marry  for  what?  yea  gave  me 
indeed  f.vo  pitiful  Pieces  ms  Dar  you  were  marrv'e.  but 
not  a  Stiver  Race.  One  Gallant  gives  me  ten  Guineas, 
another  a  Watch,  another  a  Pair  of  Pendants,  a  fourth  a 

Diamond  Ring  ;  ’and  ray  noble  Matter  gives  me  - - 

hil  Linn  tit  to  merri - -  Faugh  ! - I’ll  tell  s  ou  a  Se¬ 

cret,  Sir  r  Sthaginets  to  Servants  makes  more  Cuckolds, 
_  liaan  111- nature  to  W  wes. 

Sraza,  .And  am  I  a  C.'tkald,  Parky  ! 

Far 
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Par.  No,  faith  not  yet  ;  tho’  in  a  very  fair  Way  of 
having  the  Dignity  conferr’d  upon  you  very  fuddenly. 

Stand.  Come,  Girl,  you  fhall  be  my  Penfioner  j  you 
fhall  have  a  glorious  Revenue }.  for  every  Guinea  that  you 
get  for  keeping  a  Secret,  I’ll  give  you  two  for  revealing 
it ;  You  fhall  find  a  Hufband  oace  in  your  Life  out-do  all 
your  Gallants  in  Generofity.  Take  their  Money,  Child ; 
take  all  their  Bribes  v  give  ’em  Hopes  i  make  ’em  Aflig- 
nations;  ferve  your  Lady  faithfully,  but  tell  all  to  me. 
By  which  means,  fhe  will  be  kept  chade,  you  will  grow 
rich,  and  I  fhall  preferve  my  Honour. 

Par.  But  what  Security  fhall  I  have  for  Performance  of 
Articles  ? 

Stand.  Ready  Payment,  Child. 

Pax\  Then  give  me  Earned. 

Stand.  Five  Guineas.  *  [  Giving  her  Money* 

Par.  Are  they  right  ?  No  Gray  s-Inn  Pieces  amongfl 

’em.  —  All  right  as  my  Leg - Now,  Sir,  I’ll  give 

you  an  Earned  of  my  Service.  Who  d’ye  think  is  come 
to  Town  ? 

'  Stand.  Who  ? 

Par.  Your  old  Friend,  Sir  Harry  Wildair. 

Stand.  Impoffible  ? 

Par.  Yes,  faith,  and  as  gay  as  ever. 

Stand.  And  has  he  forgot  his  Wife  fo  foon  ? 

Par.  Why,  fhe  has  been  dead  now  above  a  Year. 

— - -  He  appear’d  in  the  Ring  lad  Night  with  Inch 

•Splendor  and  Equipage,  that  he  eclips’d  the  Beaux, 
fdazled  the  Ladies,  and  made  your  Wife  dream  all  Night 
jpf  fix  Flanders  Mares,  feven  French  Liveries,  a  Wig  like 
a  Cloak,  and  a  Hat  like  a  Shittlecock. 

Stand.  What  are  a  Woman’s  Promiles  and  Oaths  ? 

Par.  Wind,  Wind,  Sir. 

Stana.  When  I  marry ’d  her,  how  heartily  did  flic  con¬ 
demn  her  light  preceding  Conduit,  and  for  the  future 
vow’d  her  felf  a  perfect  Pattern  of  Conjugal  Fidelity  f 

Par. 
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Par.  She  might  as  fafely  Iwear,  Sir,  that  this  Day- 
fe’n  night,  at  four  a- Clock,  the  Wind  will  Slow  fair  for 
Flanders.  ’Tis  prefuming  for  any  of  us  all  to  promife  for 
our  Inclinations  a  whole  Week.  Befide3,  Sir,  my  Lady 
has  got  the  knack  of  Coquetting  it ;  and  when  once  a 
Woman  has  got  that  in  her  Head,  fhe  will  have  a  touch 
On’t  every-where  elfe. 

Stand.  An,  Oracle,  Child  !  But  now  I  mull  make  the 
bell  of  a  bad  Bargain  ;  and  fince  I  have  got  you  on  my 
fide,  I  have  fome  Hopes,  that  by  conllant  Difappoint- 
ment  and  Crolfes  in  her  Defigns,  I  may  at  lalt  tire  her 
into  good  Behaviour. 

Par.  Well,  Sir,  the  Condition  of  the  Articles  being 
duly  perform’d,  I  hand  to  the  Obligation ;  and  will  tell 
you  farther,  that  by  and  by  Sir  Harry  Wildair  is  to  come 
to  our  Houfe  to  Cards,  and  that  there  is  a  Delign  laid  to 
cheat  him  of  his  Money. 

Stand.  What  Company  will  there  be  befides  ? 

Par.  Why,  the  old  Set  at  the  Ballet-Table ;  my  Lady 
Love  cards,  and  the  uTual  Company  :  They  have  made  up 
a  Bank  of  fifteen  hundred  Louis  d'Ors  among  ’em ;  the 
whole  Defign  lies  upon  Sir  Harry's  Purfe,  and  the  French 
'  Marquis,  you  know,  conllantly  Failles. 

Stand.  Ay,  the  French  Marquis,  that’s  one  of  your 
Benefactors,  Parley ; ■■  "-'■■■■■  the  Perfecution  of  BaJ/et  in 
Paris  furnilh’d  us  with  that  Refugee  ;  but  the  Charadter 
of  fuch  a  Fellow  ought  not  to  reflect  on  thofe  who  have 
been  real  Sufferers  for  their  Religion.  - — - — -  But  take  no 
notice.  Be  fure  only  to  inform  me  of  all  that  palfes.  — — 
There’s  more  Earnelt  for  you  :  Be  rich  and  faithful- 

[Exit  Standard. 

Par.  [Solas']  I  am  now  not  only  Woman  to  the  Lady 
Lure-ivell,  but  Steward  to  her  Hufband,  in  my  double 
Capacity  of  knowing  her  Secrets,  and  commanding  his 
Purfe.  A  very  pretty  Office  in  a  Family  ;  For.  every  Gui¬ 
nea  that  I  get  for  keeping  a  Secret,  he'll  give  me  two  for 

revealin' 
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revealing  it  - -  My  Comings-in,  at  this  rate,  will  be 

worth  a  Mailer  in  Chancery's  Place,  and  many  a  poor 
Templer  will  be  glad  to  marry  me  with  half  my 
Fortune. 

Enter  Dicky,  meeting  her. 

Did.  Here’s  a  Man  much  fitter  for  your  Purpofes. 

Par.  Blefs.  me  !  Mr.  Dicky  ! 

Dick.  The  very  fame  in  Longitude  and  Latitude  !  not 

a  bit  diminiih’d,  not  a  Hair’s  breadth  increas’d.  - - 

Dear  Mrs.  Parle;,  give  me  a  Buis,  for  I’m  almofl  flarv’d. 
v  Par.  Why  fo  hungry,  Mr.  Dicky  ? 

Dick.  Whv,  I  han’t  tailed  a  bit  this  Year  and  half. 
Woman  ?  .1  have  been  wand’ring  about  all  over  the 
World,  following  my  Mailer,  and  come  home  to  dear 
London  but  two  Days  ago.  Now  the  Devil  take  me,  if 
I  had  not  rather  kifs  an  Englifh  pair  of  Pattins,  than  the 
fin  eft  Lady  in  France. 

Par.  Then  you’re  overjoy’d  to  fee  London  again  ? 

Dick.  Oh  !  I  was  juft  dead  of  a  Confumption,  till  the 
Tweet  Smoke  of  Cheapf.de,  and  the  dear  Perfume  of  Fleet- 
Ditch,  made  me  a  Man  again. 

Par.  But  how  came  you  to  live  with  Sir  Hany 
Wiidaiir  ?  —  if’''  '  < 

Dick.  Why,  feeing  me  a  handfome  perfonable  Fellow, 
and  well  qualfiy’d  for  a  Livery,  he  took  a  Fancy  to  my 
Figure,  that  was  all. 

Par.  And  what’s  become  of  your  old  Mailer  ? 

Dick.  O  !  hang  him,  he  was  a  Blockhead,  and  I  turn’d 
him  off ;  I  turn’d  him  away. 

Par.  And  were  not  you  very  forry  for  the  Lofs  of  your 
Miftrefs,  Sir  Harry's  Lady  ?  They  lay,  fhe  was  a  very 
good  Woman. 

Dick.  Oh  !  the  fweeteft  Woman  that  ever  the  Sun 
fliin’d  upon.  I  could  almofl  weep  when  I  think  of 
her.  \_Wiping  his  Eyes. 

Par.  How  did  fhe  die,  pray  ?  I  cou’d  never  hear  how 
’twas,  Dick,. 
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Dick.  Give  me  a  Bufs  then,  and  I’ll  tell  ye. 

Par.  You  /hall  have  your  Wages  when  your  Work’s 
done. 

Dick.  Well  then - Courage  ! - Now  for  a  dole- 

fill  Tale - You  know  that  my  Mailer  took  a  Freak 

to  go  fee  that  foolilh  Jubilee  that  made  fuch  a  Noife 
among  us  here  ;  and  no  fooner  faid  than  done  ;  away  he 
went ;  he  took  his  fine  Trench  Servants  to  wait  on  him, 
and  left  me,  the  poor  Englijh  Puppy,  to  wait  upon  his 

Lady  at  home  here.  - Well,  fo  far,  fo  good  - - 

But  fcarce  was  my  Mailer’s  Back  turn’d,  when  my  Ladf 
fell  to  fighing,  and  pouting,  and  whining,  and  crying; 
and  in  Ihort  fell  fick  upon’t. 

Par.  Well,  well,  I  know  all  this  already  ;  and  that 
fne  pluck’d  up  her  Spirits  at  lall,  and  went  to  follow 
him. 

Dick.  Veiy  well.  Follow  him  we  did,  far  and  far  ; 
and  farther  than  I  can  tell,  till  we  came  to  a  Place  call’d 

Montpelier,  in  Trance  ;  a  goodly  Place  truly.  - But, 

Sir  Harry  was  gone  to  Rome  ;  there  was  our  Labour 

loft.  - — But,  to  be  Ihort,  my  poor  Lady,  with  the 

Tirefomnefs  of  Travelling,  fell  fick . -  and  dy’d. 

Par.  Poor  Woman  ! 

Dick.  Ay,  but  that  was  not  all.  Here  comes  the  word 

of  the  gtory.  - - Thofe  curfed  barbarous  Devils,  the 

French,  wou’d  not  let  us  bury  her. 

Par.  Not  bury  her  ! 

Dick.  No,  fie  was  a  Heretick  Woman,  and  they  would 
not  let  her  Corps  be  put  in  their  holy  Ground  ~  Oh  ! 
damn  their  holy  Ground  for  me. 

Par.  Now  had  not  I  better  be  an  honed  Pagan,  as  I 
am,  than  fuch  a  Chriftian  as  one  of  thefe  ?  -"*■ 

how  did  you  difpofe  the  Body  ? 

Dick.  Why,  there  was  one  charitable  Gentlewoman 
that  us’d  to  vifit  my  Lady  in  her  Sicknefs ;  fhe  contriv  d 
the  Matter  fo,  that  fhe  had  her  bury’d  in  her  own  pm 

vau 
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vate  Chapel.  This  Lady  and  my  felf  carried  her  out 
upon  our  own  Shoulders,  through  a  Back-door  at  the 
Hour  of  Midnight,  and  laid  her  in  a  Grave  that  I  dug 
for  her  with  my  own  Hands  ;  and  if  we  had  been  catch’d 
by  the  Priefts,  we  had  gone  to  the  Gallows  without  the 
Benefit  of  Clergy. 

Par.  Oh !  the  Devil  take  ’em.  But  what  did  they 
mean  by  a  Heretick  Woman  ? 

Dick.  I  don’t  know  ;  fome  fort  of  a  Cannibal,  I  be¬ 
lieve.  I  know  there  are  fome  Cannibal  Women  here  in 
England,  that  come  to  the  Play-houfes  in  Mafks ;  but 
l£t  them  have  a-  care  how  they  go  to  France :  (For  they 
are  all  Hereticks,  I  believe.)  But  I’m  fure  my  good  Lady 
was  none  of  thefe. 


Par.  But  how  did  Sir  Harry  bear  the  News  ? 

Dick.  Why,  you  mull  know,  that  my  Lady,  after  Ihe 
was  bury’d,  fent  me  —  ■— -■  - 

Par.  How  !  after  ihe  was  bury’d! 

Dick.  ’Plhaw !  Why  Lord,  Miftrefs,  you  know  what 
I  mean ;  I  went  to  Sir  Harry  all  the  way  to  Rome  ;  and 
where  d’ve  think  I  found  him  /  x 
Par.  Where  ? 

Dick.  Why,  in  the  middle  of  a  Monaftery,  among  a 
hundred  and  fifty  Nuns,  playing  at  Hot-cockles.  He  was 
furpriz’d  to  fee  honed  Dicky ,  you  may  be  fure.  But 
when  I  told  him  the  lad  Story,  he  roar’d  out  a  whole 
Volley  of  Englijh  Oaths  upon  the  Spot,  and  fwore  that 
he  would  fet  Fire  on  the  Pope’s  Palace  for  the  Injury 
•  done  to  his  Wife.  He  then  flew  away  to  his  Chamber, 
■  lock’d  himfelf  up  for  three  Days-;  we  thought  to  have 
found  him  dead,;  but  jnllead  of  that,  he  call’d  for  his 
1  bell  Linnen,  fine  Wig,  gilt  Coach;  and  laughing  very 
1:  heartily,  fwore  again  he  would  be  reveng’d,  and  bid 
them  drive  to  the  Nunnery;  and  he  was  reveng’d  to 
'  fome  purpofe. 

1  Par.  How,  how,  dear  Mr.  Dicky  ? 
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Dick.  Why,  in  a  matter  of  five  Days  he  got  fix  Nuns 
with  Child,  and  left  them  to  .provide  for  their  Heretick 

Baftards  - - Ah  plague  on  ’em,  they  hate  a  dead  Herc- 

tick,  but  they  love  a  piping-hot  warm  Heretick  with  all 

their  Hearts. -  So  away  we  came  ;  and  thus  did  he 

jog  on,  revenging  himfelf  at  this  rate  through  all  the 
Gatholick  Countries  that  we  paifed,  till  we  came  home  ; 
and  now,  Mrs.  Parley,  I  fancy  he  lias  fome  Defigns  of 
Revenge  too  upon  your  Lady. 

Par.  Who  could  have  thought  that  a  Man  of  his  light 
airy  Temper  would  have  been  fo  revengeful  ? 

Dick.  Why,  faith,  I’m  a  little  malicious  too  :  Where’s 
the  Bufs  you  promis’d  me,  you  Jade? 

Par.  Follow  me,  you  Rogue.  [Run  off. 

Dick.  Allons.  [Follows, 

'The  End  of  the  Firjl  A  C  T. 


ACT 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE,  A  Lady's  Apartment, 

Enter  two  Chamber-Maids . 

1  Cham. 

R  E  all  Things  fet  in  order  ?  The  Toilet 
fix’d,  the  Bottles  and  Combs  put  in  Form, 
and  the  Chocolate  ready  ? 

2.  Cham.  ’Tis  no  great  matter  whether 
they  be  right  or  not ;  for  right  or  wrong  we 
/hall  be  fure  of  our  Lefture ;  I  wi/h  for  my  part  that 
my  Time  were  out. 

1  Cham.  Nay,  ’tis  a  hundred  to  one  but  we  may  run 
away  before  our  Time  be  half  expir’d ;  and  /lie’s  vvorfe 
this  Morning  than  ever.  — - -  Here  /lie  comes. 

Enter  Lurewell. 

Lure.  Ay,  there’s  a  Couple  of  you  indeed !  But  how, 
in  the  Name  of  Negligence  cou’d  you  two  contrive 
to  make  a  Bed  as  mine  was  lad  Night ;  a  Wrinkle  on  one 
fide,  and  a  Rumple  on  t’other  ;  the  Pillars  awry"  and 

the  Quilt  a/kew. - I  did  nothing  but  tumble  about, 

and  fence  with  the  Sheets  all  Night  long. - Oh  l my 

Bones  ake  this  Morning  as  if  I  had  lain  all  Night  on  a 

pair  of  Dutch  Stairs. - —  — —  Go,  bring  Chocolate. - - 

And,  d’ye  hear  ?  Be  fure  to  day  an  Hour  or  two  at 

lead. - Well !  Thefe  Englijh  Animals  are  fo  unpolilh’d  ! 

I  wi/h  the  Perfecution  wou’d  rage  a  little  harder,  that 
[  we  might  have  more  of  thefe  French  Refugees  among  us. 
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Enter  the  Maids  with  Chocolate. 

Thefe  Wenches  are  gone  to  Smyrna  for  this  Choco¬ 
late.  - And  what  made  you  flay  fo  long  ? 

Cham.  I  thought  we  did  not  flay  at  all,  Madam. 

Lure.  Only  an  Hour  and  half  by  the  flowefl  Clock  in 
Chriftendom  —  And  fuch  Salvers  and  Difhes  too  !  The 
Lard  be  merciful  to  me  !  what  have  I  committed,  to 
be  plagu’d  with  fuch  Animals? — Where  are  my  new 
Japan  Salvers  ?  —  Broke,  o’  my  Confcience !  All  to  pieces. 
I’ll  lay  my  Life  on’t. 

Cham.  No,  indeed.  Madam  ;  but  your  Hufband - 

Lure.  How  ?  Hufband,  Impudence  !  I’ll  teach  you 
Manners.  [Gives  her  a  Box  on  the  Ear.~\  Hufband  !  Is 
that  your  Weljh  Breeding  ?  Han’t  the  Coll,  a  Nahae  of 
his  own. 

Cham.  Well  then,  the  Coll.  He  us’d  ’em  this  Morn¬ 
ing,  and  we  han’t  got  ’em  fince. 

Lure.  How,  the  Coll,  ufe  my  Things !  How  dare  the 
Coll,  ule  any  thing  of  mine  ? - But  his  Campaign  Edu¬ 
cation  mull  be  pardon’d. - And  I  warrant  they  were 

filled  about  among  his  dirty  Levee  of  difbanded  Offi¬ 
cers  ? - Faugh!  The  very  Thoughts  of  them  Fellows 

with  their  eager  Looks,  iron  Swords,  ty’d-up  Wigs,  and 

iuck’d-in  Cravats,  make  me  fick  as  Death - Come,  let 

me  fee.  — • —  [Goes  to  take  the  Chocolate,  and  Jlarts  back .] 
Heav’ns  prated  me  from  fuch  a  Sight  !  Lord,  Girl ! 
When  did  you  wafh  your  Hands  lafl  ?  And  have  you 
been  pawing  me  all  this  Morning  with  them  dirty  Fills 

of  yours  ?  [Runs  to  the  Glajs~] - 1  mull  drefs  all  over 

again - Go,  take  it  away,  I  hi  ail  fwoon  elfe - Here, 

Mrs.  Monfler,  call  up  my  Taylor;  and  d’ye  hear  ?  You, 
Mrs.  Hobbyhorfe,  fee  if  my  Company  be  come  to 
Cards  yet. 

Enter  the  Taylor. 

Oh,  Mr.  Remnant!  I  don’t  know  what  ails  thefe  Stays 
you  have  made  me;  but  fomething  is  the  matter,  I  don’t 
like  ’em.  S.em. 
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Rem.  I  am  very  forry  for  that,  Madam.  But  what 
Fault  does  your  Ladylhip  find  ? 

Lure.  I  don’t  know  where  the  Fault  lies  ;  but  in  Ihort 
I  don’t  like  ’em  ;  I  can’t  tell  how  ;  the  Things  are  well 
enough  made,  but  I  don’t  like  ’em. 

Rem.  Are  they  too  wide,  Madam  ? 

Lure.  No. 

Rem.  Too  ilraight,  perhaps. 

Lure.  Not  at  all !  they  fit  me  very  well  ;  but  - — - 

Lard  blefs  me  j  can’t  you  tell  where  the  Fault  lies  ? 

Rem.  Why  truly  Madam,  I  can’t  tell  ?  - - But  your 

Ladylhip,  I  think,  is  a  little  too  flender  for  theFalhion. 

Lure.  How  !  too  flender  for  the  Fafhion,  fay  you  ? 

Rem.  Yes,  Madam  !  there’s  no  fuch  Thing  as  a  good 
Shape  worn  among  the  Quality :  Your  fine  Waftes  are 
clear  out.  Madam. 

Lure.  And  why  did  not  you  plump  up  my  Stays  to  the 
fa/hionable  Size  ? 

Rem.  I  made  ’em  to  fit  you.  Madam. 

Lure*  Fit  me!  fit  my  Monkey - What  d’ye  think 

I  wear  Cloaths  to  pleafe  my  felf !  Fit  me  !  fit  the  Fa- 

lhionj  pray ;  no  matter  for  me - 1  thought  fomething 

was  the  matter,  I  wanted  Quality- Air.  ■  —  Pray 

Mr.  Remnant ,  let  me  have  a  Bulk  of  Quality,  a  fpread- 
[  ing  Counter.  I  do  remember  now,  the  Ladies  in  the 
Apartments,  the  Birth-Night,  were  moil  of  ’em  two 

Yards  about. - Indeed,  Sir,  if  you  contrive  my  things 

any  more  with  your  fcanty  Chambermaid’s  Air,  you  fliall 
work  no  more  for  me. 

Rem.  I  fhall  take  care  to  pleafe  your  Ladylhip  for  the 
future.  [Exit. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  my  Mailer  defires  ■— 1»  ■■■■■ 

Lure.  Hold,  hold.  Fellow  ;  for  Gad’s  fake,  hold  ; 
If  thou  touch  my  Cloaths  with  that  Tobacco-Breath  of 

C  2  thine. 
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thine,  I  fhall  poifon  the  whole  Drawing-Room.  Stand 
at  the  Door,  pray,  and  {peak. 

[Serv.  goes  to  the  Door,  and  /peaks. 

Serv.  My  Mafter,  Madam,  deixres— — — — > 

Litre.  Oh  hideous !  Now  the  Rafcal  bellows  fo  loud, 

that  he  tears  my  Head  to  pieces- - -  Here,  Aukwardnefs, 

go  take  the  Booby’s  Meftage,  and  bring  it  to  me. 

[Maid  goes  to  the  Door,  nxibijpers  and  returns' 

Cham.  My  Mafter  delires  to  know  how  your  Lady- 
fliip  refced  lilt  Night,  and  if  you  are  pleas’d  to  admit  of 
a  Vi  fit  this  Morning  ? 

Lure.  Ay - Why  this  is  civil - !  ’Tis  an  infup- 

portable  Toil  tho’  for  Women  of  Quality  to  model  their 
Hufbands  to  good  Breeding. 

Enter  Standard. 

Stand.  Good-morrow,  deareil  Angel.  How  have  you 
refted  laft  Night  ? 

Lure.  Lard,  Lard,  Coll.  !  What  a  Room  have  you 
made  me  here  with  your  dirty  Feet !  Blefs  me,  Sir  ! 
Will  you  never  be  reclaim’d  from  your  flovenly  Cam¬ 
paign-Airs  ?  ’Tis  the  moll  unmannerly  Thing  in  Nature 
to  make  a  Aiding  Bow  in  a  Lady’s  Chamber  with  dirty 
Shoes  ;  it  writes  Rudenefs  upon  the  Boards. 

Stand.  A  very  odd  kind  of  Reception  this,  truly. — — 
I’m  very  forry,  Madam,  that  the  Offences  of  my  Feet 
fhould  create  an  Averfion  to  my  Company  :  Bat  for  the 
future  I  fhall  honour  your  Ladyfhip’s  Apartment  as  the 
Sepulchre  at  J erufalem,  and  always  come  in  bare-foot. 

Lure.  Sepulchre  at  J  erufalem  !  Your  Compliment,  Sir, 
is  very  far-fetch’d  :  But  your  Feet  indeed  have  a  very 
travelling  Air. 

Stand.  Come,  come,  my  Dear,  no  ferious  Difputes 
upon  Trifles,  fince  you  know  I  never  contend  with  you 
in  Matters  of  Confequence.  You  are  ftdl  Miftrefs  of 
your  Fortune,  and  Marriage  has  only  made  you  more 
abfolute  in  your  Pleaiure,  by  adding  one  faithful  Servant 
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to  your  Defires.  —  Come,  clear  your  Brow  of  that  un- 
eafy  Chagrin,  and  let  that  pleafmg  Air  take  place  that 
firft  enfnar’d  my  Heart.  I  have  invited  fome  Gentlemen 
to  Dinner,  whofe  Friendfhips  deferve  a  welcome  Look. 
Let  their  Entertainment  fhew  how  blefs’d  you  have  made 
me  by  a  plentiful  Fortune,  and  the  love  of  fo  agreeable  a 
Creature. 

Lure.  YourFriends,  I  fuppofe,  are  all  Men  of  Quality. 

Stand.  Madam,  they  are  Officers,  and  Men  of  Ho¬ 
nour. 

Lure.  Officers,  and  Men  of  Honour !  That  is,  they, 
will  daub  the  Stairs  with  their  Feet,  ftain  all  the  Rooms 
with  their  Wine,  talk  Bawdy  to  my  Woman,  rail  at  the 
Parliament,  then  at  one  another,  fall  to  cutting  of  Throats, 
and  break-all  my  China. 

Stand.  Admitting  that  I  kept  fuch  Company ;  ’tis  un¬ 
kind  in  you,  Madam,  to  talk  fo  feverely  of  my  Friends — ■ 
But  my  Brother,  my  Dear,  is  juft  <  ome  from  his  Voyage, 
and  will  be  here  to  pay  his  Refpects  to  you. 

Lure.  Sir,  I  fhall  not  be  at  Leifure  to  entertain  a  Per- 
fon  of  his  Wapping  Education,  I  can  affine  you. 

Enter  Parly,  and  nuki/pers  her. 

Sir,  I  have  fome  Bufinefs  with  my  Woman  ;  you  may 
entertain  your  Sea-Monfter  by  your  felt ;  you  may  com¬ 
mand  a'Difh  of  Pork  and  Peafe,  with  a  Bowl  of  Punch, 

I  fuppofe  ;  and  fo.  Sir,  much  good  may  do  you. - 

Come,  Parly.  [ Exeunt  Lure.  andVar. 

Stand.  Hell  and  Furies ! 

Enter  Fireball. 

Fire.  With  all  my  Heart. - Where’s  your  Wife, 

Brother? - H’ now  Man,  what’s  the  Matter?  — —  Is 

Dinner  ready  ? 

Stand.  No - 1  don’t  know - Hang  it.  I’m  forty 

that  I  invited  you: — —For  you  muft  know  that  my 
Wife  is  very  much  out  of  Order  ;  taken  dangerous  ill  of 

a  hidden .  — —  So  that— 

C3 
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Fire.  'Plhaw  ?  Nothing,  nothing  but  a  Marriage  Qualm  ; 
breeding  Children  or  breeding  Mifchief  ?  Where  is  fhe, 
Alan  r  Prithee  let  me  fee  her ;  I  long  to  fee  this  fine  Lady 
you  have  got. 

Stand.  Upon  my  Word  fhe’s  very  ill,  and  can’t  fee 
any  Body. 

Fire.  So  ill  that  fiie  can’t  fee  any  Body  !  What,  file’s 

not  in  Labour  fure!  I  tell  you,  I  will  fee  her. - 

Where  is  file  ?  [Looking  alout. 

Stand.  No,  no.  Brother  ;  file’s  gone  abroad  to  take 
the  Air. 

Fire.  What  the  Devil  !  dangerous  fick,  and  gone  out ! 
So  fick,  that  file’ll  fee  no  body  within,  yet  gone  abroad 
to  fee  all  the  World  !  —  Ay,  you  have  made  your  Fortune 

with  a  Vengeance  ! - Then,  Brother,  you  fiiall  dine 

with  me  at  Locket's ;  I  hate  thefe  Family-Dinners,  where 
a  .Man’s  oblig’d  to.  O  Lard,  Madam ;  no  Apology,  dear 

Sir - Mis  very  good  indeed.  Madam. - For  your 

felf,  dear  Madam. - Where  between  the  rubb’d  Floor 

under-foot,  the  China  in  one  Corner,  and  the  Glafies-  in 
another,  a  Alan  can’t  make  two  Strides  without  hazard 
of  his  Life.  Commend  me  to  a  Boy  and  a  Bell ;  coining, 
coming,  Sir.  Much  Noile,  no  Attendance,  and  a  dirty 
Room,  where  I  may  eat  like  a  Horle,  drink  like  a  Fifii,. 
and  fwear  like  a  Deni.  Hang  your  Family-Dinners ; 
come  along  with  me. 

[As  they  are  going  out,  enter  Banter ;  nxho  feeing  them, 
feems  to  retire  ] 

Stand.  Who’s  that  ?  Come  in.  Sir.  Your  Bufinefs, 
pray  Sir  ? 

Bant.  Perhaps,  Sir,  it  may  not  be  fo  proper  to  inform 
you  ;  for  you  appear  to  be  as  great  a  Stranger  here  as 
my  felf. 

Fire.  Come,  come  away.  Brother ;  he  has  fome  Bufi- 
nefs  with  your  Wife. 
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Ban.  His  Wife,  Gad  fo  !  A  pretty  Fellow,  a  very 
pretty  Fellow,  a  likely  Fellow,  and  a  handfome  Fellow ; 
I  find  nothing  like  a  Monfter  about  him ;  I  would  fain 
fee  his  Forehead  tho’ - Sir,  your  humble  Servant. 

Stand.  Yours,  Sir. - -But  why  d’ye  Hare  fo  in  my 

Face  ? 

Ban.  I  was  told.  Sir,  that  the  Lady  Lure  well's  Huf- 
band  had  fomething  very  remarkable  over  his  Eyes,  by 
which  he  might  be  known. 

Fire.  Mark  that.  Brother.  [/«  hi/  Ear. 

Stand.  Your  Information,  Sir,  was  right ;  I  have 

a  crofs  Cut  over  my  left  Eye  that’s  very  remarkable - - 

But  pray.  Sir,  by  what  Marks  are  you  to  be  known. 

Ban.  Sir,  I  am  dignify’d  and  diitinguilh’d  by  the 
Name  and  Title  of  Beau  Banter  ;  I’m  younger  Brother 
to  Sir  Harry  Wildair ;  and  I  hope  to  inherit  his  Eftate 
with  his  Humour,  for  his  Wife,  I’m  told,  is  dead,  and 
has  left  no  Child. 

Stand.  Oh,  Sir,  I’m  your  very  humble  Servant ;  you’re 
not  unlike  your  Brother  in  the  Face  ;  but  methinks.  Sir, 
you  don’t  become  his  Humour  altogether  fo  well ;  for 
what’s  Nature  in  him  looks  like  Affectation  in  you. 

Ban.  Oh,  Laird,  Sir  1  ’tis  rather  Nature  in  me,  what 
is  acquir’d  by  him  ;  he’s  beholding  to  his  Education  for 
his  Air  :  Now  where  d’ye  think  my  Humour  was  elta- 
blilh’d  ? 

Stand.  Where?  <.  ..  .  \ 

Ban.  At  Oxford. 


Ban.  Ay  :  There  have  I  been  fucking  my  dear  Alma 
Mater  thefe  feven  Years:  Yet  in  defiance  to  Legs  of  Mut¬ 
ton,  Small  Beer,  crabbed  Books,  and  four-fac’d  Doftors, 
I  can  dance  a  Minuet,  court  a  Miff  refs,  play  at  Piquet, 
or  make  a  Paroli,  with  any  Wildair  in  Christendom.  In- 
fliort.  Sir,  in  fpite  of  the  Univerfity,  I’m  a  pretty  Gen¬ 
tleman.  Colonel,  where’s  your  Wife  ? 
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Fire.  [Mimicking  him  ]  In  forte  of  the  Uni<verfity ,  I'm  a 

pretty  Gentleman. - Then,  Colonel,  nubere  is  your  Wife  ? 

- Hark  ye,  young  Plato,  whether  wou’d  -you  hare 

your  Nofe  flit,  or  your  Ears  cut  ? 

Ban.  Firft  tell  me,  Sir,  which  would  you  chufe,  to  be 
run  through  the  Body,  or  Ihot  thro’  the  Head  ? 

Fire.  Follow  me,  and  I’ll  tell  ye. 

Ban.  Sir,  my  Servants  /hall  attend  ye,  if  you  have  no 
Equipage  of  your  own. 

Fit  e.  Blood,  Sir ! 

Stand.  Hold,  Brother,  hold  ;  he’s  a  Boy. 

Ban.  Look  ye.  Sir,  I  keep  half  a  dozen  Footmen  that 
have  no  Buflnefs  upon  Earth  hut  to  anfwer  impertinent 
Queftions  :  Now,  Sir,  if  your  fighting  Stomach  can  di- 
geft  thefe  fix  brawny  Fellows  for  a  Breakfaft,  their  Ma¬ 
iler,  perhaps,  may  do  you  the  Favour  to  run  you  through 
the  Body  for  a  Dinner. 

Fire.  Sirrah,  will  you  fight  me  ?  I  receiv’d  juft  now  fix 
Months  Pay,  and  by  this  Light,  I’ll  give  you  the  half 
on’t  for  one  fair  Blow  at  your  Skull. 

Ban.  Down  with  your  Money,  Sir. 

Stand.  No,  no.  Brother ;  if  you  are  fo  free  of  your 
Pay,  get  into  the  next  Room  ;  there  you’ll  find  fome 
Company  at  Cards,  I  fuppofe  ;  you  may  find  Opportu¬ 
nity  for  your  Revenge  ;  my  Houfe  prorefls  him  now. 

Fire.  Well,  Sir,  the  Time  will  come.  [Exit. 

Ban.  Well  faid.  Brazen-head. 

Stand.  I  hope,  Sir,  you’ll  excufe  the  Freedom  of  this 
Gentleman;  his  Education  has  been  among  the  boifterous 
Elements,  the  Wind  and  Waves. 

Ban.  Sir,  I  value  neither  him,  nor  his  Wind  and 
Waves  neither ;  I’m  privileg’d  to  be  very  impertinent, 
being  an  Oxonian,  and  oblig’d  to  fight  no  Man,  being  a 
Beau. 

Stand.  Sir,  I  admire  the  Freedom  of  your  Condition.— 
But  pray.  Sir,  have  you  feen  your  Brother  juice  he  came 
laft  over  ?  Ban, 


Sequel  of  the  Trip  to  the  Jubilee.  33 

Ban.  I  haVt  feen  my  Brother  thefe  feven  Years,  and 
fcarcely  heard  from  him  but  by  report  of  others.  About 
a  Month  ago  he  was  pleas’d  to  honour  me  with  a  Letter 
from  Paris,  importing  his  Defign  of  being  in  London 
very  foon,  with  a  Defire  of  meeting  me  here.  Upon 
this,  I  chang’d  my  Cap  and  Gown  for  a  long  Wig  and 
Sword,  and  came  up  to  London  to  attend  him,  went  to 
his  Houfe,  but  that  was  all  in  Troubles  for  the  Death  of 
Wife ;  there  I  was  told  that  he  defign’d  to  change  his 
Habitation,  becaufe  he  wou’d  avoid  all  Remembrances 
that  might  dilturb  his  Quiet.  You  are  the  firfl:  Perfon 
that  has  told  me  of  his  Arrival,  and  I  expeft  that  you 
may  likewife  inform  me  where  to  wait  on  him. 

Stand.  And  I  fuppofe.  Sir,  this  was  the  Bus’nefs  that 
Occafion’d  me  the  Honour  of  this  Vifit. 

Ban.  Partly  this,  and  partly  an  Affair  of  greater  Con* 
fequence.  You  mull  know.  Sir,  that  tho’  I  have  read  ten 
thoufand  Lies  in  the  Univerfity,  yet  I  have  learn’d  to 
fpeak  the  Truth  my  felf ;  and  to  deal  plainly  with  you, 
the  Honour  of  this  Vilit,  as  you  were  pleas’d  to  term  it> 
was  defign’d  to  the  Lady  Lurevjell. 

Stand.  My  Wife,  Sir  ? 

Ban.  My  Lady  Lurewel/,  I  fay,  Sir. 

Stand.  But  I  fay,  my  Wife,  Sir. - What ! 

Ban-  Why,  look  ye  Sir  j  you  may  have  the  Honour 
of  being  call’d  the  Lady  LurervelPs  Hufband  ;  but  you 
will  never  find  in  any  Author,  either  ancient  or  modern, 
that’s  lhe’s  call’d  Mr.  Standard's  Wife.  ’Tis  true,  you’ie 
a  handfome  young  Fellow  ;  Ihe  lik’d  yon,  fhe  marry ’d 
you  ;  and  tho’  the  Prieft  made  you  both  one  Flefii,  yet 
there’s  no  fmall  Diftinftion  in  your  Blood.  You  are  {till 
a  dilbanded  Colonel,  and  Ihe  is  ftill  a  Woman  of  Quality, 

I  take  it. 

Stand.  And  you  are  the  moil  impudent  young  Fellow 
I  ever  met  with  in  all  my  Life,  I  take  it. 

Ban. 


34“  Sir  Harry  Wild-air  ;  being  the 

Ban.  Sir,  I’m  a  Mailer  of  Arts,  and  I  plead  the  Pri¬ 
vilege  of  my  Standing. 

Enter  a  Servant  and  vjhifpers  Banter. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  Gentleman  in  the  Coach  below  fays, 
he’ll  be  gone  unlefs  you  come  prefently. 

Ban.  I  had  forgot - Col.  your  humble  Servant. 

[Exit. 

Stand.  You  muil  excufe  me  for  not  waiting  on  you 
down  Stairs. - An  impudent  young  Dog. 


[Exit  another  sway. 


SCENE  changes  to  another  Apartment  in  the  fame 


Houfe. 

Enter  Lurewell,  Ladies,  Monf.  Marquis  and  Fireball,  as 
lojing  Gamejiers,  one  after  another ,  tearing,  their  Cards , 
and flinging  'em  about  the  Room. 

Eure.  B  >  Uin’d  !  Undone  !  Deftroy’d ! 

Jf\.  i  La.  Oh  Fortune!  Fortune!  Fortune! 

2  La.  What  will  my  Huiband  fay  ? 

Monf.  Oh  Malheur  !  malheur  !  malheur  ! 

Fire.  Blood  and  Fire,  I  have  loll  fix  Months  Pay. 
Monf.  A  hundred  and  ten  Piiloles,  link  me. 

Fire.  Sink  you !  fink  me,  that  have  loft  two  hundred 

and  ten  Piiloles. - Sink  you  indeed  ! 

Lure.  But  why  wou’d  you  hazard  the  Bank  upon  one 
Card? 

Monf.  Becaufe  me  had  lofe  by  de  Card  tree  times  be¬ 
fore.  — —  Look,  dere  Madam,  de  very  next  Card  had 
been  out.  Oh  Morbleu  !  qui  fa  ? 

Lure.  I  rely’d  altogether  on  your  fetting  the  Cards ; 
you  us’d  to  F alike  with  Succefs. 
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Monf.  Morbleu,  Madam,  me  nevre  lofe  before:  But 
dat  Monfieur  Sir  Arty,  dat  Chevalier  Wildair  is  de  De* 
vil.  — —  Vere  is  de  Chevalier  ? 

Lure.  Counting  our  Money  within  yonder - Go, 

go,  be  gone ;  and  bethink  your  ielf  of  fome  Revenge.— 
Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  Fifteen  hundred  and  feventy  Louis  d'Ors  ! _  ~ 

Tall  dall  de  rail  [Si/gs]  Look  ye.  Gentlemen,  any  body 

may  dance  to  this  Tune  j - Tall  dall  de  rail.  I  dance 

to  the  Tune  of  fifteen  hundred  Pounds,  the  moft  ele¬ 
vated  Piece  of  Mufick  that  ever  I  heard  in  my  Life  ; 
they  are  the  prettieft  Caftagnets  in  the  World.  [Chinks 
the  Money.']  Here,  Waiters,  there’s  Cards  and  Candles 

for  you.  [Gives  the  Servants  Money.)  Mrs.  Parley - _ 

here’s  Hoods  and  Scarfs  for  you  :  [Gives  her  Money.)  And 
here’s  fine  Coaches,  fplendid  Equipage,  lovely  Women, 
and  vi&orious  Burgundy  for  me— — Oh  the  charming 
Angels !  the  Lofers  Sorrow,  and  the  Gainer’s  Joy  :  Get 

ye  into  my  Pocket. - Now,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies, 

I  am  your  humble  Servant. - You’ll  excufe  me,  I 

hope  ;  the  fmall  Devotion  here  that  I  pay  to  my  good 
F ortune.  — —  Ho’now  !  Mute  !  Why,  Ladies,  I  know 
that  Lofers  have  Leave  to  fpeak ;  but  I  don’t  find  that 

they’re  privileg’d  to  be  dumb.  - - Monfieur  l  Ladies  ! 

Captain  !  [Claps  the  Captain  on  'the  Shoulder. 

Fire.  Death  and  Hell !  Why  d’ye  ftrike  me.  Sir  ? 

[Dr  causing. 

Wild.  To  comfort  you.  Sir. - Your  Ear,  Capt.— - 

The  King  of  Spain  is  dead. 

,  Fire.  The  King  of  Spain  dead  ! 

,  Wild.  Dead  as  Julius  Ccefar  ;  1  had  a  Letter  on’t  juft 
now. 

Fire.  Tall  dall  de  rail  [fingsd)  Look  ye,  Sir,  pray 
ftrike  me  again,  if  you  pleafe  — — —  See  here.  Sir,  you 

have 
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have  left  me  but  one  folitany  Guinea  in  the  World, 

[ Puts  it  in  bis  Mouth. 

Down  it  goes  i’faith. - Allons  for  the  thatch'd  Houfe 

^nd  the  Mediterranean. - Tall  dall  de  rail. 

[Exit* 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha. - Bravely  refolv’d,  Captain. 

Lure.  Blefs  me.  Sir  Harry  !  I  was  afraid  of  a  Quarrel. 
I’m  fo  much  concern’d. 

Wild.  At  the  lofs  of  your  money,  Madam.  But  why, 
fhould  the  Fair  be  afflicted  ?  Your  Eyes,  your  Eyes, 
Ladies,  much  brighter  than  the  Sun,  have  equal  Power 
with  him,  and  can  transform  to  Gold  whate’er  they 
pleafe.  The  Lawyer’s  Tongue,  the  Soldier’s  Sword,  the 
Courtier’s  Flattery,  and  the  Merchant’s  Trade,  are  Slaves 
that  dig  the  Golden  Mines  for  you.  Your  Eyes  unty  the 
Mifer’s  knotted  Purfe.  [7o  one  Ladj.~\  Melt  into  Coin  the 

Magiftrate’s  maffy  Chain. - Youth  mints  for  you 

Hereditary  Lands.  [7 o  another] - And  Gamefters  on¬ 

ly  win  w'hen  they  can  lofe  to  you.  [7 o  Lurewell.]— — 
This  Luck  is  the  moft  Rhetorical  thing  in  Nature. 

Lure.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  forfwear  Cards  as  long 
as  I  live. 

1 .  La.  And  I.  [Exit . 

2.  La.  And  I  [Crying,  and  Exit. 

Wild.  What,  forfwear  Cards  f  Why,  Madam,  you’ll 

ruin  our  Trade, - I’ll  maintain,  that  the  Money  at 

Court  circulates  more  by  the  Baflet-Bank,  than  the 
Wealth  of  the  Merchants  by  the  Bank  of  the  City. 
Cards  !  the  great  Minifter  of  Fortune’s  Power,  that  j 
blindly  fhuffle  out  her  thoughtlefe  Favours,  and  ipike  , 
a  Knave  more  powerful  than  a  King. — 1 — WhatAdora-  ; 
tion  do  thefe  Pow’rs  receive  [Lifting  up  a  Card ]  from  . 
the  bright  Flands  and  Fingers  of  die  Fair,  always  lift 
up  to  pay  Devotion  here  !  And  the  pleafing  Fears,  the  : 
anxious  Hopes,  and  dubious  joy'  that  entertain  our 

Mind ! 
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Mind!  The  Capot  at  Piquet,  the  Paroli  at  Baffet — 
And  then  Ombre  !  who  can  refill  the  Charms  of  Matta- 
dors  ? 

Lure.  Ay,  Sir  Harry  ",  and  then  the  Sept  le  Vat 
Quitize  le  Va,  £ 3  Frame  le  Va  l 

Wild.  Right,  right.  Madam. 

Lure.  Then  the  Nine  of  Diamonds  at  Comet,  three 
Fives  at  Cribbidge,  and  Pam  in  Lanteraloo,  Sir  Hany  / 

Wild.  Ay,  Madam,  thefe  are  Charms  indeed.  . — 

Then  the  Pleafure  of  picking  our  Husband’s  Pocket  over¬ 
night,  to  play  at  Baffet  next  Day !  Then  the  Advantage 
a  fine  Gentleman  may  make  of  a  Lady’s  Necelfity,  bv 
gaining  a  Favour  for  - fifty  Piftoles,  which  a  hundred 
Years  Courtfhip  cou’d  never  have  produc’d. 

Lure.  Nay,  nay,  Sir  Harry,  that’s  foul  play. 

Wild.  Nay,  nay,  Madam,  ’tis  nothing  but  the  Game'; 
and  I  have  play’d  it  fo  in  France  a  hundred  times. 

Lure.  Come,  come,  Sir,  no  more  on’t.  I’ll  tell  you 
in  three  Words,  that  rather  than  forego  my  Cards,  I’ll 
forfwear  my  Vifits,  Fafhkms,  my  Monkey,  Friends  and 
Relations.  .  ,  . :  .  ,  .  -  . 

Wild.  There  fpoke  the  Spirit  of  true-born  Englijh  Wo¬ 
men  of  Quality,  with  a  true  French  Education. 

Lure.  Look  ye,  Sir  Hasry,.  I  am  Well  bornv  and  I  was 
well  bred  ;  I  brought  my  Husband  a  large  Fortune  ;  he 
fl'iall  mortgage,  or  I  will  elope. 

Wild.  No,  no,  Madam  ;  there’s  no  occafion  for  that  » 
See  here.  Madam  ! 

Lure.  What,  the  finging  Birds,  Sir  Harry,  let  me  fee. 

Wild.  Pugh,  Madam,  thefe  are  but  a  few  — —  But 
I  could  wifh,  de  tout  opon  ceur,  for  quelque  Gommodite, 
where  I  might  be  handibmely  plunder’d  of ’em. 

Lure.  Ah  !  Chevalier  !  tons  jour  obligcant,  engageant, 
lif  tout  fa  ■ - 

Wild.  Allans,  Allans,  Madam,  tout  a  votre  [twice. 

[ Pulls  her. 
Lure. 
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Lure.  No,  no.  Sir  Harry,  not  at  this  time  o’day ;  you 
(hall  hear  from  me  in  the  Evening. 

Wild.  Then,  Madam,  I’il  leave  you  fomething  to  en¬ 
tertain  you  the  while.  ’Tis  a  French  Pocket-book,  with 
fome  Remarks  of  my  own  upon  the  new  way  of  making 
Love.  Pleafe  to  perufe  it,  and  give  me  your  Opinion  in 
the  Evening. 

Lure.  [ Opening  the  Bookl]  A  French  Pocket-book,  with 
Remarks  upon  the  new  way  of  making  Love!  Then 
Sir  Harry  is  turning  Author,  I  find.  — What’s  here  ?  — 
Hi,  hi  hi.  A  Bank  Bill  for  a  hundred  Pound.  —  The 
new  way  of  making  Love!' — Pardie  ctt  fort  Gallant  — 
One  ofthe  prcttiefi:  Remarks  that  ever  I  faw  in  my  Life  ! 
Well  now,  that  Wildair  s  a  charming  Fellow  I  —  Hi,  hi, 
hi,  —  He  has  fuch  an  air,  and  fuch  a  turn  in  what  he 
does !  I  warrant  now  there’s  a  hundred  home-bred  Block¬ 
heads  wou’d  come, — Madam,  I’ll  give  you  a  hundred 
Guineas  if  you’ll  let  me. — Faugh  !  hang  their  naufeous 
immodeft  Proceedings.  —  Here’s  a  hundred  Pound  now, 
and  he  never  names  the .  thing  i  I  love  an  impudent 
Adion  with  an  Air  of  Modefty  with  all  my  Heart. 


The  End  of  the  Second  ACT. 


ACT 
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SCENE  continues. 


3fl. 


Lurewell  and  Monfieur  Marquis. 
LURE  WELL. 


ill 


E  L  L,  Monfieur,  and  have  you  thought  Lost 
to  retaliate  your  ill  Fortune 
Monf.  Madam,  I  have  rought  dat-  F0IW9er 
be  one  blind  Bitch.  ,  Why  fhou’d  Fortune 
be  kinder  to  de  Anglis  Chevalier  dan  to 
de  France  Marquis  ?  Ave  I  not  de  bon  Grace  ?  Ave  not 
I  de  Perfonage  !  Ave  I  not  de  Underltanding  ?  Can  de 
Anglis  Chevalier  dance  bettre  dan  I  1  Can  de  Anglis 
Chevalier  fence  bettre  dan  I Can  de  Anglis  Chevalier 
play  Baflet  bettre  dan  I  ?  Deh  why  Ihould  Fortune.  i>e 
binder  to  de  Anglis  Chevalier  dan  de  France  Marquis  ? 

Lure.  Why  becaufe  Fortune  is  blind. 

Monf.  Blind  !  Yes,  begar,  and  dum  and  deaf  too, — 
Veil  den.  Fortune  give  de  Anglis  Man  de  Riches,  but 
Nature  give  de  France  Man  de  Politique  to  correct  de 
unequal  Diftribution.  W 

Lure.  But  how  can  you  cOrreS.it,  Monfieur? 

Monf.  Ecoute,  ^fiArny  Wildair  his  Vife  be 

dead.  . 

Lure.  And  what  Advantage  can  you  make  of  that  ? 
9fidonf  Begar,  Ma<fe%-rr*^pi4r„  hi.  —  De  Anglis  man’s 
dead  Vife  fall  Cuckold  her  Usband  ! 

Lure.  How,  how,  Sir,  a  dead  Woman  Cuckold  her- 
Husband  ! 
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Monf.  Mark  !  Madam  :  We  France-men  make  de  d'i- 
function  between  de  defign  and  de  term  of  de  Treaty.— 
She  eanno  touch  his  Head,  butihe  can  Cuckold  his  Pocket 
of  ten  toufand  Livres. 

Lure.  Pray  explain  your  felf,  Sir. 

Monf.  I  ave  Sir  Arry  Wildair  his  Vife  in  my  Pocket. 

Lure.  How  !  Sir  Harry's  Wife  in  your  Pocket ! 

Monf.  Hold,  Madam,  dere  is  an  autre  diftinftion  be¬ 
tween  de  Defign  and  de  Term  of  de  Treaty. 

Lure.  Pray,  Sir,  no  more  of  your  Difunftions,  but 
Ipeak  plain. 

Monf.  Wen  de  France-man’s  Politique  is  in  his  Head, 
dere  is  noting  but  diilinclion  upon  his  Tongue.  —  See 
here.  Madam  !  I  ave  de  Pidturc  of  Sir  Arif  s  Vife  in  my  .• 
Pocket.  - 

Lnre.  Is’t  poffible  ? 

Monf.  Voyez. 

Lure.  The  very  fame,  and  finely  drawn,  pray,  Man- 
fieur,  how  did  you  purchafe  it  ? 

Monf  As  me  did  purchafe  de  Pi&ure,  fo  me  did  gain 
de  Subftance,  de  dear,  dear  Subftance,  by  de  bon  mien, 
de' France  Air,  chatant,  charmant,  de  Politique  a  la  Tate, 
and  damjant  a  la  Pie. 

Lure.  Lard  bleis  me  1  How  cunningly  fome  Women  ’ 
can  play  the  Rogue  I  Ah  1  have  I  found  it  out !  Now, 
as  I  hope  for  Mercy,  I  am  glad  on’t.  I  hate  to  have  any 
Woman  more  virtuous  than  my  felf.  — -  Here  was 

fuch  a  work  with  my  Lady  Wildair' s  Piety  !  my  Lady 
Wildair's  Conduct !  and  my  Lady  Wildair' s  Fidelity,  for- 
footh  1  Now,  dear  Monfeur,  you  have  infallibly  told  me 
the  beft  News  that  I  ever  heard  in  my  Life.  WellA  and 
Ihe  was  but  one  of  us  !.  heh  ! 

Monf.  Oh,  Madam  !  me  no  tell  Tale,  me  no  fcandaiize 
de.Dead  ;  de  Pitture  be  dumb,  de  Pifture  fay  noting. 

Lure.  Come,  come,  Sir,  no  more  Diftindtions  ;  I’m 
fure  it.  was  fo.  I  wou’d  have  given  the  World  for  fuch 

a  Story 
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a  Story  of  her  while  Ihe  was  living.  She  was  charitable, 
forfooth  !  and  fhe  was  devout,  forfooth  !  and  every  body' 
was  twitted  i’th’  Teeth  with  my  Lady  Wildair'%  Reputa_ 
tion  :  And  why  don’t  you  marcher  Behaviour,  and  her 

Difcretion  ?  She  goes  to  Church  twice  a  day. - -  Ah  j 

I  hate  thefe  Congregation-Women.  There’s  fuch  a  fu  fs, , 
and  fuch  a  clutter  about  their  Devotion,  that  it  makes 
more  noife  than  all  the  Bells  in  the  Parifh  —  — —  Well, 
but  what  Advantage  can  you  make  now  of  the  Pifture  ? 

Motif  De  Advantage  of  ten  touland  Livres,  parde.  — 
Attendee  vous,  Madam.  Dis  Lady  fhe  die  at  Montpelier 
in  France  ;  I  ave  de  Broder  in  dat  City  dat  write  me  one 
Account  dat  lhe  dye  in  dat  City,  and  dat  ihe  fend  me  dis 
Pifture  as  a  Legacy,  wid  a  toufand  bafe  mains  to  de  dear, 

•  Marquis,  de  charmant  Marquis,  mon  cceur  le  Marquis. 

Lure.  Ay,  here  was  Devotion  !  here  was  Difcretion  f  ’ 
here  was- Fidelity  1  Mon  cceur  le  Marquis!  Ha,  ha,  ha, 
—  -  ■  Well,  but  how  will  this  procure  the  Money  ? 

Motif.  Now,  Madam,  for  de  France  Politique. 

Lure.  Ay,  what  is  the  French  Politick  ? 

Monf.  Never  to  tell  a  Secret  to  a.Voman. - 

Madam,  je  fui  mitre  fermiteur. .  [Runs  off. 

Lure.  Hold,  hold.  Sir,  we  {han’t  part  fo  ;  Twill 
have  it.  .  [Follows. 

Enter  Standard  and  Fireball. 

Fire.  Hah!  Look  !  Look!  Look  you  there,  Brother  ! 
See-  how  they  Coquet  it ! .  Oh !  There’s  a  Look  !  there’* 
a  Simper  !  there’s  a  Squeeze  for  you  !"  Ay,  now  the  Mar¬ 
quis  is  at  if.  Mon  cceur,  may  Joy,  pardie,  allSns  :  Don’t 
you  fee  how  the  French  Rogue  has  the  Head,  and  the 
Feet,  and  the  Hands,  andr.  the.  Tongue,  all  going  to¬ 
gether  ? 

Stand.  [Walking  in  Difii'derl\  Where’s  my  Reafon  ? 
Where’s  my  Philofophy  ?  .  Where’s  my  Religion  now  ? 

Fire.  I’ll  tell,  you  where'. they  are,  in  your  Forehead, 
Sir.  —  Blood  f  "I  fay,-  Revenge. 

“  D  J* 
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Stand.  But  how,  dear  Brother  ► 

Fire.  Why  flab  him,  flab  him  now.  — ■  Italian  him, 
Spaniard  him,  I  fay. 

.  Stand.  Stab  him  !  Why  Cuckoldom’s  a  Hydra  that 
bears  a  thoufand  Heads ;  and  tho’  I  Ihould  cut  this  one 
off,  the  Monfter  ftill  wou’d  fprout-  Muff  I  murder  all 
the  Fops  in  the  Nation  ?  and  to  fave  my  Head  from 
Horns,  expofe  my  Neck  to  the  Halter  ? 

Fire.  ’Sdeath,  Sir,  can’t  you  kick  and  kuff?  ■  ■  ■ 

Kick  one. 

Stand.  Cane  another. 

Fire.  Cut  off  the  Ears  of  a  third* 

Stand.  Slit  the  Nofe  of  a  fourth. 

Fire.  Tear  Crevats* 

Stand.  Burn  Perukes* 

Fire.  Shoot  their  Coach-horles. 

Stand.  A  noble  Plot* — But  now  it’s  laid,  how  flialt 
we  put  it  in  Execution  ?  for  not  one  of  thefe  Fellows, 
ftirs  about  without  his  Guard  du  Corps.  Then  they’re 
flout  as  Heroes;  for  I  can  affure  you,  that  a  Beau  with, 
fix  Footmen  lhall  fight  you  any  Gentleman,  in  Chriften- 
dom. 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser.  Sir,  here’s  Mr.  Clincher  below,  who  begs  the  Ho» 
nour  to  kifs  your  Hand 

Stand.  Ay,  why  here’s  another  Beau. 

Fire.  Let  him  come,  let  him  come ;  I’ll  lhew  you  how 
to  manage  a  Beau  prefently. 

Stand.  Hold,  hold.  Sir  ;  this  is  a  fimple  inoffenfive 
Fellow,  that  will  rather  make  us  Diverfion. 

Fire.  Diverfion  !  Ay.  Why,  I’ll  knock  him  down  for 
Diverfion. 

Stand.  No,  no  ;  prithee  be  quiet  ;  I  gave  him  a  fur- 
feit  of  Intriguing  forrie  Months  ago,  before  I  was  mar¬ 
ry ’d  - -  Here,  bid  him  come  up.  He’s  worth  your 

Acquaintance,  Brother. 


Fire, 
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fire.  My  Acquaintance  !  Wiiat  is  he  ? 

Stand  A  Fellow  of  a  ftrange  Weathercock  Head,  very 
hard,  but  as  light  as  the  Wind  5,  conftantly  full  of  thd 
Times,  and  never  fails  to  pick  up  fome  Humour  or  o» 
ther  out  of  the  publick  Revolutions  j  that  proves  divert-, 
ing  enough.  Some  time  ago  he  had  got  the  travelling 
Maggot  in  his  Head,  and  was  going  to  the  J itbilee'^cm 
all  Occafions }  but  lately,  ftnce  the-,  new  Revolution  in 
Europe,  another  Spirit  has  poffefs’d  him,-  and  he  Wins 
ftark  mad  after  News  and  Politicks. 

Enter  Clincher.  >:'£ 

Clin.  News,  News,  Coll,  great - Eh  f  what’s  this. 

Fellow?  Methinks  he  has  a  kind  of  fufpidous  Air. — - — 

Your  Ear,  Coll. - —  The  Pope’s  dead,. 

L  Stand.  Where  did  you  hear  it  ? 

Clin.  I  read  it  in  the  publick  News.  \WhiJpering, 

Stand.  Ha,  ha,  ha. - —  And.  why  d’ye  whifper  it 

for  a  Secret  ? 

Clin.  Odfo!  Faith  that’s  true— —  But  that  Fellow 
there ;  what  is  he  ? 

■  Stand.  My  Brother  Fireball ,  juft  come  home  from  the 
B a  hick,  <  -y 

Clin.  Odfo!  Noble  Captain^  Pm  your  moft  humble 
and  obedient  Servant,  from  the  Poop  to  the  Forecaftle. 

- Nay,  a  Kifs  o’t’other  fide,  pray. - Now,,  dear 

Captain,  tell  us  the  News. - — ■  Odfo  !  I’m  fo  pleas’d 

I  have  met  you!  Wei),  the  News,  dear  Captain  — . — » 
You  failed  a  brave  Squadron  of  Men  of  War  to  the  Bal¬ 
tic^.  — - - Well,  and.  what  then  ?  eh! 

Fire.  Why  then - vv.e  came  back  again.  i 

Clin.  Did  you,  faith?  - - -  Foolifh  !  foolifh !  very 

•fbolifh  !  a  right  Sea  Captain - But  what  did  you  do? 

How  did  you  fight  ?  What  Storms  did  you  meet  ?  And 
what  Whales  did  you  fee  ? 

Fire.  We  had  a  violent  Storm  off  the  Coaft  of  Jutland. 

Clin, 
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Clin.  Jutland /  Ay,  that’s  part  of  Portugal,  ■■  ■ 

Well,  and  fo,  - -  you  enter’d  theSW^j - and  you 

maul’d,  Copenhagen,  ’faith. -  And  then  that  pretty, 

dear,  fweet,  pretty  King  of  Sweden!  What  fort  of  man 
is  he,  pray  ? 

Fite.  Why,  tall  and  flender. 

Clin.  Tall  and  flender  !  Much  about  my  pitch  ?  Heh  F 

Fire.  Not  fo  grofs,  not  altogether  fo  low. 

Clin.  No!  I’m  forry  for’t ;  very  forry,  indeed.—— 
[  Here  Parley  enters  and  Jlands  at  the  Door ;  Clincher 
beckons  her  with  his  Hands  behind,  going  backwards,  and 
/peaking  to  her  and  the  Gentlemen  by  turns.  }  Well,  and 

what  more  ?  And  fo  you  bombarded  Copenhagen, - ■ 

(  Mrs.  Parley )  — —  Whiz,,  flap  went  the  Bombs.  (  Mrs- 

Parley ) - And  fo - Well,  not  altogether  fo  grofs, 

you  fay  —  ■  ■  ( Here’s  a  Letter,  you  Jade. }  - Very 

tall,  you  fay  ?  Is  the  King  very  tall  ? - ( Here’s  a  Gui¬ 
nea,  you  Jade. ) - [  She  takes  the  Letter,  and  the 

Coll,  obferves  him.  ]  Hem  !  hem  !  Coll.  I’m  mightily 

troubled  with  the  Ptylick  of  late. - Hem!  hem!  A 

ftrange. Stoppage  of  my  Bread  here.  Hem!  But  now  it 

is  off  again, - Well,  but  Captain,  you  tell  us  no  .News 

at  all. 

Fire.  I  tell  you  one  piece  that  all  the  World  knows, 
and  ftill  you  are  ftranger  to  it, 

Clift.  Blefs  me  1  What  can  this  be  ? 

Fire.  That  you  are  a  Fool. 

Clin.  Eh!  Witty,  witty  Sea-Captain.  Odfo!  And  I 
wonder.  Captain,  that  your  Underffanding  did  not  fplit 
your  Ship  to  pieces. 

Fire.  Why  fo,  Sir-? 

Clin.  Becaufe,  Sir,  it  is  fo-veryfliallow,  very  fliallow. 

There’s  Wit  for  you,  Sir - 

Enter  Parley,  who  gives  the  Coll,  a  Letter. 

Odfo!  A  Letter!  Then : there’s  News. • - «  What, 
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4  it  the  Foreign  Pcfc  ?  What  News,  dear  Coll,  what 
Mews?  Hark  ye,  Mrs.  Parley. 

[ He  talks  with  Parley  while  the  Coll,  reads  the  Letter. 

Stand.  The  Son  of  a  Whore  !  Is  it  he  ? 

£  Looks  at  Clincher. 

[Reads  ]  Dear  Madam, 

JT  IVas  afraid  to  break  open  the  Seal  of  your  Letter,  lejl 
*■  I  Jhoud  violate  the  work  of  your  fair  Hands.  —  [  Oh  ! 
Fulfome  Fop.]  I  therefore  with  the  warmth  of  my  Kiffes 
\hawd  it  afunder.  [Ay,  here’s  fuch  a  turn  of  Style,  as 
:akes  a  line  Lady  !  ]  I  have  no  News,  but  that  the  Pope's 
lead,  and  I  have  fame  P acquets  upon  that  Affair  to  fend 
>ny  Correfpondent  in  Wales  j  but  fhall  wave  all  Bufi- 
vefs,  andhaften  to  wait  on  you  at  the  Hour  appointed,  with 
the  Wings  of  a  Flying  Pdf.  [ 

Tours, 

Toby  -Clincher, 

Very  well,  Mr.  Toby.  . . Hark’e,  Brother,  chi* 

Fellow’s  a  Rogue. 

Fire.  A  damn’d  Rogue. 

Stand.  See  here !  a  Letter  t.0  my  Wife  ! 

Fire.  S’death  !  let  me  tear  him  to  pieces. 

Stand.  No,  no,  we’ll  manage  him  to  more  Advantage! 
Take  him  with  you  to  Locket's,  and_  invent  fome  way  or 
other  to  fuddle  him.  — —  Here  Mr.  Clincher,  I  have  pre~ 
rail’d  on  my  Brother  here  to  give  you  a  particular  Account 
of  the  .whole  Voyage  to  the  Sound  by  his  own  Journal, 
if- .you  pleafe  to  honour  him  with  your  Company  at 
Locket's. 

Clin.  His  own  Journal !  Odfo,  let  me  fee  if. 

Stand.  Shew  it  .him. 

Fire.  Here,  Sir. 

*  j  ■  ...  1 

Clin.  Now  for  News— - [Ready]  Thurfday,  Au- 

guft  the  lt]th,  from  the  6th  at  Noon  to  this  Day  Noon- 
Winds  variable,  Courfes  per  7 raverfe,  true  Courfe  pro- 

s'  trailed. 
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traded,  with  all  Impediments  allow  9,  is  North  45  Degrees, 
Weft  60  Miles,  Difference  of  Latitude  42  Miles,  Depar¬ 
ture  Weft  40  Miles,  Latitude  per  Judgment  54  Degrees 
I  3  Minutes,  Meridian  diftance  current  from  the  bearing  oft 
the  Land,  and  the  Latitude  is  88  Miles.  —  Odib  l 

Great  News  Faith. - Let  me  fee.  At  Noon  broke 

eur  Main- top-S ail-yard,  being  rotten  in  the  Slings',  two 

Whales  Southward.  - Odfo  !  A  Whale  !  Great 

News,  Faith.  Come,  come  along,  Captain.  But,  d’ye 
hear?  with  this  Provifo,  Gentlemen,  That  I  won’t 
drink;  for,  hark’e.  Captain,  between  you  and  I,  there’s 
a  fine  Lady  in  the  Wind,  and  I  fhall  have  the  Longitude, 
and  Latitude  of  a  fine  Lady,  and  the  »■  ■  1  -■— * 

lire.  A  fine  Lady  !  Ah  the  Rogue  !  [Jftde. 

Clin.  Yes,  a  fine  Lady,  Collonel,  a  very  fine  Lady. 
*  1  . 1  ■  Come,  no  Ceremony,  good  Captain. 

*  [Exeunt  Fireball  and  Clincher. 

Stand.  Well,  Mrs.  Farley,  how  go  the  reft  of  our  af¬ 
fairs. 

Par.  Why,  worfe  and  worfe.  Sir  ;  here's  more  Mif- 
chief  ftill,  more  Branches  a  fprouting. 

Stand.  Of  whofe  planting,  pray  ? 

Par.  Why,  that  impudent  young  Rogue,  Sir  Harry 
Wilduiri  Brother,  has  commenc'd  his  Suit,  and  feed 
Council  already.  .  ■■  Look  here,  Sir,  two  Pieces, 

for  which,  by  Article,  I  am  to  receive  four. 

Stand.  ’T;s  a  hard  Cafe  now,  that  a  Man  muft  give 
four  Guineas  for  the  good  News  of  his  Difhonour. 
Some  Men  throw  away  their  Money  in  debauching  other 
Men’s  Wives,  and  I  lay  out  mine  to  keep  my  own  ho- 

neft:  But  this  is  making  a  Man’s  Fortune  ! - 

Well,  Child,  there’s  your  Pay ;  and  I  expe£t,  when  I 
come  back,  a  true  Account  how  the  Bufinei's.goes  on. 

Par.  But  fuppofe  the  Bus’nefs  be  done  before  you  come 
back?  *' 


Stand . 
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Stand.  No,  no;  d^e  ha’n’t  feen  him  yet;  and  her 
■Vide  will  preferve  heragainft  the  firft  Afiaults.  Befides, 
[  fha’n’t  flay.  [Exeunt  Coll,  and  Par. 


SCENE  changes  to  another  Room  in  the  fame  Houfi. 


Enter  Wildair  and  Lurewell. 

t-ure.  ITT  ELL  now.  Sir  Harry,  this  Book  you  gave 
Vt  me  •  As  I  hope  to  breathe  I  think  ’tis  the  bell 
penn’d  Piece  I  have  feen  a  great  while,  1  don’t  know  any 
our  Authors  have  writ  in  fo  florid  and  genteel  a  Style. 
Wild.  Upon  the  Subject,  Madam,  I  dare  affirm  "there 
is  nothing  extant  more  moving  — Look  ye,  Madam,  I 
am  an  Author  rich  in  expreffions;  the  needy  Poets  of 
the  Age  may  fill  their  Works  with  Rapfodies  of  Flames 
and  Darts,  and  barren  Sighs  and  Tears,  their  fpeaking 
Looks  and  amorous  Vows,  that  might  in  Chaucer's  time, 
perhaps  have  palled  for  Love ;  but  now,  ’tis  only  fuch  as  I 
can  touch  that  noble  Palfion,  and  by  the  true,  perfwafive 
Eloquence,  turn’d  in  the  moving  Style  of  Louis  d’Orr, 

can  raife  the  ravifh’d  Female  to  a  Rapture.. - In  fhort. 

Madam,  I’ll  match  Cozvly  in  Softnefs,  o’er  top  Milton  in 
Sublime,  banter  Cicero  in  Eloquence,  and  Dr.  Susan  in 
Quibbling,  by  the  help  of  that  moll  ingenious  Sqciety, 
call’d  the  Bank  of  England. 

Lure.  Ay,  Sir  Harry,  I  begin  to  hate  that  old  thing 
Call’d  Love  ;  they  fay  ’tis  clear  out  in  France. 

Wild.  Clear  out,  clear  out,  no  body  wears  it:  And 
here  too,  Honefty  went,  out  with  the  flalh’d  Doublets, 
and  Love  with  the  clofe-body’d  Gowns.  Love  !  ’Tis  fo 
obfolete,  fo  mean,’  and  out  of  Fafhioh,  that  I  can  com¬ 
pare  it  too  nothing  but  tfie  mlferable  Pifture  of  Patient 
Grizzel  at  the  Head  of  an  old  Ballad  —  Faugh ! 


Lure. 
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Lure.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  —  The  belt  Emblem  in  the  World. 

. —  Come,  Sir  Harry,  faith  we’ll  run  it  down  ■■  ■  ■  ■- 

Love  !  - - Ay,  methinks  I  fee  the  mournful  Mel¬ 

pomene  with  her  Handkerchief  at  her  Eye,  her  Heart  fill! 
of  Fire,  her  Eyes  full  of  Water,  her  Head  full  of  Mad- 

nefs,  and  her  Mouth  full  of  Nonfenfe.  — - Oh 1 

Hang  it. 

Wild.  Ay,  Madam.  Then  the  doleful  Ditties,  pite¬ 
ous  Plaints,  the  Daggers,  the  Poyfcns ! 

Litre.  Oh  the  Vapours! 

Wild.  Then  a  Man  mull  kneel,  and  a  Man  muft  fwear 
„  i  —  There  is  a  Repofe,  I  fee,  in  the  next  Room. 

[Afide.  j 

Lure.  Unnatural  Stuff. 

Wild.  Oh,  Madam,  the  moll  unnatural  thing  in  the 
World ;  as  fiilfome  as  a  Sack-Poftet,  [Pulling  her  towards 
the  Door.]  ungen  teel  as  a  Wedding-Ring,  and  as  impu¬ 
dent  as  the  naked  Statue  was  in  the  Park. 

[Pulls  her  again , 

Lure.  Ay,  Sir  Harry ;  I  hate  Love  that’s  impudent. 
'Thefe  Poets  drefs  it  up  fo  in  their  Tragedies,  that  no 
modeft  Woman  can  bear  it.  Your  way  is  much  the  more 
tolerable,  I  muft  confefs. 

Wild.  Ay,  ay.  Madam ;  I  hate  your  rude  Whining 
and  Sighing;  it  puts  a  Lady  out  of  Countenance. 

[Pulling  her. 

Lure.  Truly  fo  it  does - Hang  their  Impudence. 

Put  where  are  we  going  ? 

Wild.  Only  to  rail  at  Love,  Madam.  [Pulls  her  in. 

Enter  Banter. 

Ban.  Hey  1  Who’s  here  ?  (Lure well  comes  had. 

Lure.  ’Plhaw,  prevented  by  a  Stranger  too  !  Had  it 
been  my  Haft  and  now - ’Pfhaw  ! - Veiy  fami¬ 
liar,  Sir.  [Banter  takes  up  Wildair’j  Hat,  that 

was  dr  opt  in  the  Room. 
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Ban.  Madam,  you  have  dropt  your  Hat. 

Lure-  Difcover’d  too  by  a  Stranger !  * - What  (hall  I 

do? 

Wild.  [  From  within .  ]  ■ — Madam,  you  have  got  the 
mod  confounded  Pens  here !  Can’t  you  get  the  Collond 
to  write  the  Superfcriptions  of  your  Letters  for  you  ? 

Lure.  Blefs  me.  Sir  Harry !  Don’t  you  know  that  the 
Collonel  can’t  write  Trench  ?  Your  time  is  lo  precious ! 

'  Wild.  Shall  I  dir  eft  by  way  of  Roan  or  Paris  ?  , 

Lure.  Which  you  will. 

j Ban.  Madam,  I  very  much  applaud  your  Choice  of 
a  Secretary ;  he  underftands  the  Intrigues  of  molt  Courts 
in  Europe  they  fay. 

Enter  Wildair  with  a  Letter.  . 

Wild.  Here,  Madam,  I  preCume,  ’tis  right — —  This 
Gentleman  a  Relation  of  yours.  Madam?  —  Dem  him. 

[Rfidt. 

Ban.  Brother,  your  humble  Servant, 

Wild.  Brother!  By  what  Relation,  Sir? 

Ban.  Begotten  by  the  fame  Father,  bpm  of  the  fame 
Mother,  Brother-Kindred,  and  Brother  Beau, 

Wild.  Hey  day  !  Flow  the  Fellow  firings  his  Genealo¬ 
gy  1  —  Look  ye.  Sir,  you  may  be  Brother  to  Tom-Thump. 
for  ought  I  know  j  but  if  you. are  my. Brother, — I  con’d 
have  wilh’d'you  in  your  Mother’s  Womb  for  an  Hour  , or 
two  longer.  [Ajlde. 

Ban.  Sir,  I  receiv’d  your  Letter  .Oxford,  with  your 
Commands  to  meet  you  in  London ;  and  if  you  can  re¬ 
member  yo,ur  own,  Hand,  there  ’tis.  [Gives  a  Letter. 

Wild.  [  Looking  over  the  Letter.  J  Oh  1  Pray,  Sir,  let 
me  confider  you  a' little.  —  By.  Jupiter  &  pretty  Boy,  a 
very  pretty  Boy ;  a  handfome  Face,  good  Shape,  jo Walks 
about  and.  views  him.]  ■well  drefs’d  —  The  Rogue  has  got 
a  Leg  too.  —  Come  kifs  me.  Child.  —  Ay,  he  kilfes  like 
one  of  the  Family,  the  right  Velvet  Lip,  — Can’ll  thou 
dance.  Child? 
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Ban.  Ouy,  Monfieur.  • 

Lure.  Hey-day  !  French  too  ?  Why  lure.  Sir,  you  cou’d 
never  be  bred  at  Oxford ! 

Ban.  No,  Madam,  my  Cloaths  were  made  in  London 
■ —  Brother,  I  have  fome  Affairs  of  Confequence  to  com¬ 
municate,  which  require  a  little  Privacy. 

Lure.  Oh,  Sir !  I  beg  your  Pardon,  I’ll  leave  you. 
Sir  Harry,  you'll  flay  Supper  ?  [Exit. 

Wild.  Affurement,  Madam. 

Ban.  Yes,  Madam,  we’ll  both  flay. 

Wild.  Both  !  —  Sir,  I’ll  fend  you  back  to  your 

Mutton- Commons  again.  How  now? 

Ban.  No,  no;  I  lhall  find  better  Mutton-Commons 
by  meffing  with  you.  Brother  —  Come,  Sir  Harry:  If 
you  flay,  I  Hay ;  if  you  go,  allons. 

Wild.  Why,  the  Devil’s  in  this  young  Fellow.  . 
Why  Sirrah,  haft  thou  any  Thoughts  of  being  my  Heir? 
Why,  you  Dog,  you  ought  to  pimp  for  me  ;  you  Ihou’d 
keep  a  pack  of  Wenches  o’  purpofe  to  hunt  down  Matri¬ 
mony.  Don’t  you  know.  Sir,  that  lawful  Wedlock  in 
me  is  certain  Poverty  to  you  ?  Look  ye.  Sirrah,  come  a- 
long  j  and  for  my  Difappointment  juft  now,  if  you  don’t 
get  me  a  new  Miftrefs  to  Night,  I’ll  marry  to  morrow, 

and  won’t  leave  you  a  Groat. - —Go,  Pimp,  like  a 

dutiful  Brother.  [Pubes  him  out,  and  Exit- 

The  End  of  the  Third  ACT, 


ACT 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  A  Tavern. 


Enter  Fireball,  hauling  in  Clincher. 
FIREBALL. 

OME,  Sir;  not  drink  the  King’s  Health  l 
Clin.  Pray  now,  good  Captain,  excufe 
me.  Look  here,  Sir  ;  the  [ Pulling  out  his 
Watch.']  critical  Minute,  the  critical  Minute, 
Faith. 

Fire.  What  d’ye  mean,  Sir  ? 

Clin.  The  Lady’s  critical  Minute,  Sir. - Sir,  your 

humble  Servant.  [Going. 

Fire.  Well !  The  Death  of  this  Spanijb  King  will  — • 
•  Clin.  [  Returning  ]  Eh  !  What’s  that  of  the  Spanijb 
King?  Tell  me,  dear  Captain,  tell  me. 

Fire.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  fit  down.  I’ll  tell  you  that 
old  Don  Carlos  is  dead. 

Clin.  Dead! - Nay,  then  [Sits  dawn.] — Here, 

Pen  and  Ink,  Boy ;  Pen  and  Ink  prefently ;  I  mull  write 
to  my  Correfpondent  in  Wales  ftrait  —  Dead  ! 

[Rifes,  and  walks  about  in  Diforder. 

Fire.  What’s  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

Clin.  Politicks,  Politicks,  ftark  mad  with  Politicks. 

;  Fire.  ’Sdeath,  Sir,  what  have  fuch  Fools  as  you  to  do 
with  Politicks  ? 

Clin.  What,  Sir?  TheSucceffion — not  mind  the Suc- 
ceffion ! 

E  2 
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Fire.  Nay,  that’s  minded  already ;  ’tis  fettled  upon  a 
Pi  ■ince  of  France. 

Clin.  What,  fettled  already  ! - The  bell  News  that 

ever  came  into  England - Come,  Captain,  faith  and 

troth.  Captain,  here’s  a  Health  to  the  Succeffion. 

Fire.  Burn  the  Succeffion,  Sir.  I  won’t  drink  it - 

What,  drink  Confufion  to  our  Trade,  Religion  and  Li¬ 
berties. 

Clin.  Ay,  by  all  means. - As  for  Trade,  d’ye  fee? 

I’m  a  Gentleman,  and  hate  it  mortally.  Thefe  Tradef- 
men  are  the  moll  impudent  Fellows  we  have,  and  fpoil 
all  our  good  Manners.  What  have  we  to  do  with  Trade  ?■ 

Fire.  A  trim  Politician,  truly  1 - And  what  do 

you  think  of  our  Religion,  pray? 

Clin.  Hi,  hi,  hi. - Religion  ! - And  what  has  a 

Gentleman  to  do  with  Religion,  pray  ? - And  to  hear 

a  Sea  Captain  talk  of  Religion  !  That’s  pleafant,  faith. 

Fire.  And  have  you  no  Regard  to  our  Liberties,  Sir? 

Clin.  ’Plhaw  !  Liberties !  That’s  a  Jell.  We  Beaux 
fnall  have  Liberty  to  whore  and  drink  in  any  Govern¬ 
ment,  and  that’s  all  we  care  for. - • 

Enter  Standard. 

Dear  Collonel,  the  rarell  News ! 

Stand.  Damn  your  News,  Sir;  why  are  you  not  drunk 
by  this  ? 

Clin.  A  very  civil  Queltion,  truly  ? 

Stand.  Here,  Boy,  Bring  in  the  Brandy - Fill. 

Clin.  This  is  a  piece  of  Politicks  that  I  dont  fo  well 
comprehend. 

Stand.  Here,  Sir;  now  drink  it  off,  or  [Drains]  ex- 
pefl  your  Throat  cut. 

Clin.  Ay,  ay,  this  comes  o’ the  Succeffion ;  Fire  and 
•Sword  already. 

Stand.  Come,  Sir,  off  with  it. 

Clin.  Pray,  Colonel,  what  have  I  done  to  be  burnt 
alive  ? 
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Stand.  Drink,  Sir,  I  fay  ■■  Brother,  manage 

him,  I  muft  be  gone.  [ AJide  to  Fireball,  and  Exit. 

Fire.  Ay,  drink.  Sir. 

Clin.  Eh  !  What  the  Devil,  attack’d  both  by  Sea  and 

Land  ! - Look  ye.  Gentlemen,  If  I  mull  be  poyfon’d, 

pray  let  me  chufe  my  own  Dofe - Were  I  a  Lord 

now,  I  Ihould  have  the  Privilege  of  the  Block,  and  as 
I’m  Gentleman,  pray  ftifle  me  with  Claret  at  leaf! !  don’t 
let  me  die  like  a  Bawd,  with  Brandy. 

Fire.  Brandy!  you  Dog,  abufe  Brandy  !  Flat  Treafon 

againft  the  Navy-Royal. - Sirrah,  I’ll  teach  you  to 

abufe  the  Fleet - Here,  Shark. 

Enter  Shark. 

Get  three  or  four  of  the  Ship’s  Crew,  and  prefs  this 
Fellow  aboard  the  Belzebub. 

Sha.  Ay,  Mailer.  [Exit. 

Clin.  What !  aboard  the  Belzebub  ! - Nay,  nay, 

dear  Captain,  I’ll  chufe  to  go  to  the  Devil  this  way. 
Here,  Sir,  your  good  Health ;  ■  -  and  my  own  Con- 

fufion.  I’m  afraid.  [Drinks  it  ojfl]  Oh  !  Fire !  Fire  1 
Flames!  Brimltone!  and  Tobacco  !  [Beats  his  Stomach. 

Fire.  Here,  quench  it,  quench  it  then. - Take  the 

Glafs,  Sir. 

Clin.  What,  another  Broadfide !  nay  then,  I’m  funk 

downright. - Dear  Captain  give  me  Quarter,  con- 

lider  the  prefent  junflure  of  Affairs;  you’ll  fpoil  my 
Head,  ruin  my  Politicks ;  faith  you  will. 

Fire.  Here,  Shark. 

Clin.  Well,  well,  I  will  drink  — ■ —  The  Devil  take 
Shark  for  me.  [Drinks]  Whiz,  Buz.  Don’t  you  hear 
it  ?  Put  your  Ear  to  my  Brealt,  and  hear  how  it  whizzes 
like  a  hot  Iron.  — —  Eh  !  Blefs  me,  how  the  Ship  rouls  ! 

— - - 1  can’t  Hand  upon  my  Legs,  Faith. - Dear 

Captain,  gives  meaKifs.  - Ay,  burn  the  Succeffion. — 

Look  ye.  Captain,  I  lhall  be  Sea  lick  prefcntly. 

[Falls  into  Fireball’/  Arms. 

E  3  Enter 
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E titer  Shark,  and  another  with  a  Chair. 

Eire.  Here,  in  with  him. 

Sha.  Ay,  ay,  Sir, - Av aft,  avail, - Here,  Boy, 

* - No,  Hants  left. - -  [Tops  the  Glafs, 

Eire.  Bring  him  along. 

Clin.  Politicks,  Politicks,  Brandy,  Politicks. 


SCENE  changes  to  Lurewell’s  Apartment. 


Enter  Lurewell  and  Parley. 

Lure.  I D  you  ever  fee  fuch  an  impudent  young 

|  J  Rogue  as  that  Banter?  He  follow'd  his 
Brother  up  and  down  from  place  to  place  fo  very  clofe, 
that  we  could  not  fo  much  as  whifper. 

Par.  I  reckon  Sir  Harry  will  difpofe  of  him  now. 

Madam,  where  he  may  be  fecur’d, - But  I  wonder 

Madam,  why  Clincher  comes  not  according  to  his  Let¬ 
ter!  ’tis  near  the  Plour, 

Lure.  I  wilh.  Parley,  that  no  harm  may  befal  me  to 
Day;  for  1  had  a  moll  frightful  Dream  laft  Night;  I 
dreamt  of  a  Moufe. 

Par.  ’Tis  Itrange,  Madam,  you  lliou’d  be  fo  much 
afraid  of  that  little  Creature  that  can  do  you  no  harm ! 

Lure.  Look  ye.  Girl,  we  Women  of  Quality  have 

each  of  us  fome  darling  Fright. - 1  now  hate  a 

Moufe ;  my  Lady  Lo-oecards  abhors  a  Cat ;  Mrs.  Piddle - 
fan  can’t  bear  a  Squirril ;  the  Countefs  of  Piquet  abomi- 
nates  a  Frog ;  and  my  Lady  Swimair  hates  a  Man. 

Enter  Marquis  running. 

Mar.  Madam  !  Madam  ?  Madam  !  Pardie  voyez. 

— L’ Argent !  L7  ’gent !  [Shews  a  Bag  of  Money . 

Lure . 
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Lure.  As  I  hope  to  breathe,  he  has  got  it  - r— —  » 

Well,  but  how  ?  How,  dear  Monfieur  ? 

Mar.  Ah,  Madam  !  Begar,  Monfieur  Sir  Arry  be  one 
Pigeaneau — Voyez,  Madam  !  me  did  tell  him  dat  my 
Broder  in  Montpelier  did  furnife  his  Lady  Wid  ten  toufan 
Livres  for  de  Expence  of  her  Travaille  ;  and  dat  (lie  not 
being  able  to  write  when  fhe  was  dying,  did  give  him 
de  Piflure  for  de  Certificate  and  de  Credential  to  receive 
de  Money  from  her  Hufband.  Mark  ye  f 

Lure.  The  bell:  Plot  in  the  World.  —  You  told  him, 
that  your  Brother  lent  her  the  Money  in  France ,  when 
her  Bills,  I  fuppofe,  were  delay’d.  —  You  put  in  that, 
I  prefume. 

Mar.  Ouy,  Ouy,  Madam. 

Lure.  And  that  upon  her  Death-bed  fhe  gave  your 
;  Brother  the  Pifture,  as  a  Certificate  to  Sir  Harry  that 
fhe  had  receiv’d  the  Money,  which  Picture  your  Bro¬ 
ther  fent  over  to  you,  with  Commiffion  to  receive  the 
Debt! 

Mar.  Affurement.  —  Dere  was  de  Politique,  de  France 
Politique !  —  See,  Madam,  what  he  can  do,  de  France 
Marquis !  He  did  make  the  Anglife  Lady  Cuckle  her  Hus- 
1  band  when  fhe  was  living,  and  fheat  him  when  fhe  was 
'  dead,  Begar:  Ha,  ha,  ha.  —  Oh  Pardie,  cet  bon. 

Lure.  Ay,  But  what  did  Sir  Harty  fay  ? 

1  Mar.  Oh!  Begar  Monfieur  Chevalier  he  love  his  Vife  ; 

he  fay,  dat  if  fhe.  takes  up  a  hundre  toufan  Livres,  he 
e  wou’d  repay  it  ;  he  knew  de  Pifture,  he  fay,  and  order 
1  me  de  Money  from  his  Stewar.  —  Oh  notre  Dame  ?  Mon- 
>  fieur  Sir  Arry  be  one  Dupe. 

i-  Lure.  Well  but,  Monfieur,  I  long  to  know  one  thing* 
Was  the  Conqueft  you  made  of  his  Lady  fo  eafy  ?  What 
Affaults  did  you  ipake  ?  And  what  Refiftance  did  fhe 
fhew  ?. 

* 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Refiftance  againft  de  France  Marquis  ?  Voyez, 
Madam  ;  dere  were  tree-deux-yeux,  one  Serenade,  an 
twoCapre  ;  dat  was  all,  begar. 

Lure.  Chatillionte !  There’s  nothing  in  Nature  fo  fweet 
to  a  longing  Woman,  as  a  malicious  Story.  — Well,  Mon- 
jieur  1  ’tis  about  a  thoufand  Pounds ;  we  go  Snacks. 

Mar.  Snacke  !  Perdie,  for  what  ?  why  Snacke,  Ma¬ 
dam  ?  Me  vill  give  you  de  Prefent  of  Fifty  Louis  cTOrs  i 
dat  is  ver’  good  Snacke  for  you. 

Lure.  And  you’ll  give  me  no  more  ?  —  Very  well ! 

Mar.  Ver’  well !  Yes,  begar,  ’tis  ver’  well.  —  Con- 
fidre.  Madam,  me  be  de  poor  Refuge,  me  ’ave  noting 
but  de  religious  Charite,  and  de  France  Politique,  de 
Fruit  of  my  own  Addrefs,  dat  is  all. 

Lure.  Ay,  an  Objeft  of  Charity,  with  a  thoufand 
Pound  in  his  Fill !  Emh  !  Oh  Monlieur  ;  that’s  my  Hus¬ 
band,  I  know  his  knock.  [ Knocking  below].  He  mull 
not  fee  you.  Get  into  the  Clofet  till  by  and  by,  ^Hur¬ 
ries  him  in,]  and  if  I  don’t  be  reveng’d  on  your  France 
Politique,  then  have  I  no  Englijh  Politique  —  Hang  the 
Money  1  I  would  not  for  twice  a  thoufand  Pound  for¬ 
bear  abufing  this  virtuous  Woman  to  her  Husband. 

Enter  Parley. 

Tar.  ’Tis  Sir  Harry,  Madam. 

Lure.  As  I  could  wilh.  Chairs ! 

Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  Here,  Mrs.  Earley,  in  the  firlt  place  I  facriiice  a 
Louis  cTOr  to  thee  for  good-luck. 

Par.  A  Guinea,  Sir,  will  do  as  well. 

Wild.  No,  no,  Child,  French  Money  is  always  moll 
fuccefsful  in  Bribes,  and  very  much  in  falhion,  Child. 

Enter  Dicky,  and  runs  to  Sir  Harry. 

Dick.  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  have  your  own  Night- 
Caps  ? 

Wild.  Sirrah  ! 

Dick, 
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Dhk.  Sir,  Sir  !  lhall  I  order  your  Chair  to  the  back 
Door  by  five  a- Clock  in  the  Morning  ? 

Wild.  The  Devil’s  in  the  Fellow.  Get  you  gone. 
—[Dicky  runs  oar.]  Now,  dear  Madam,  I  have  fecur’d 
my  Brother,  you  have  difpos’d  of  the  Collonel,  and  we’ll 
rail  at  Love  till  we  han’t  a  Word  more  to  fay. 

Lure.  Ay,  Sir  Harry  —  Pleafe  to  fit  a  little.  Sir  — 
You  mull  know  I’m  in  a  llrange  Humour  of  asking 
you  fome  Queftions.  —  Flow  did  you  like  your  Lady, 
pray  Sir  ? 

Wild.  Like  her  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  - So  very  well,  faith, 

that  for  her  very  lake  I’m  in  love  with  every  Woman  I 
meet. 

Lure.  And  did  Matrimony  pleafe  you  extremely  ? 

Wild.  So  very  much,  that  if  Polygamy  were  allow’d, 
I  wou’d  have  a  new  Wife  every  Day. 

Lure.  Oh,  Sir  Harry  !  This  is  Raillery.  But  your  fe- 
rious  Thoughts  upon  the  Matter,  pray. 

Wild.  Why  then,  Madam,  to  give  you  my  true  Sen¬ 
timents  of  Wedlock  :  I  had  a  Lady  that  I  marry’d  by 
chance,  Ihe  was  virtuous  by  chance,  and  I  lov’d  her  by 
great  chance.  Nature  gave  her  Beauty,  Education  and 
Air,  and  Fortune  threw  a  young  Fellow  of  five  and 
twenty  in  her  Lap.  —  I  courted  her  all  Day,  lov’d  her 
all  Night,  lhe  was  my  Millrefs  one  Day,  and  my  Wife 
another  :  I  found  in  one  the  variety  of  a  Thoufand, 
and  the  very  Confinement  of  Marriage  gave  me  the  Plea- 
fure  of  Change. 

Lure.  And  lhe  was  very  virtuous. 

Wild.  Look  ye,  Madam,  you  know  lhe  was  beautiful. 
She  had  good  Nature  about  her  Mouth,  the  Smile  of 
Beauty  in  her  Cheeks,  fparkling  Wit  in  her  Forehead, 
and  fprightly  Love  in  her  Eyes. 

Lure.  ’Plhaw  !  I  knew  her  very  well ;  the  Woman 
was  well  enough.  But  you  don’t  anfwer  my  Que- 
flion,  Sir. 
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Wild.  So,  Madam,  as  I  told  you  before,  Ihe  was  young 
and  beautiful,  I  was  rich  and  vigorous ;  my  Eftate  gave 
me  a  Luftre  to  my  Love,  and  a  Swing  to  our  Enjoy¬ 
ment  ;  round,  like  the  Ring  that  made  us  one,  our  golden 
Pleafures  circled  without  end. 

Lure.  Golden  Pleafures  !  Golden  Fiddlefticks. - — 

What  d’ye  tell  me  of  your  canting  Stuff?  Was  Ihe  vir¬ 
tuous,  I  fay  ? 

Wild.  Ready  to  burft  with  Envy  j  but  I  will  tor¬ 
ment  thee  a  little.  \djide.~\  So,  Madam,  I  powder’d  to 
pleafe  her,  Ihe  drefs’d  to  engage  me  ?  we  toy’d  away  the 
Morning  in  amorous  Nonfenfe,  loll’d  away  the  Evening 
in  the  Park,  or  the  Playhoufe,  and  all  the  Night.  — Hem. 

Lure.  Look  ye.  Sir,  anfwer  my  Queftion,  or  I  fhall 
take  it  ill. 

Wild.  Then,  Madam,  there  was  never  fuch  a  Pattern 
of  Unity.  —  Her  Wants  were  hill  prevented  by  my  Sup¬ 
plies  ;  my  own  Heart  whilper’d  me  her  Defires,  ’caufe 
fhe  her  feif  was  there ;  no  Contention  ever  rofe,  but  the 
dear  Strife  of  who  fhou’d  mod  oblige  ;  no  Noife  about 
Authority  :  for  neither  would  hoop  to  command,  ’caufe 
both  thought  it  Glory  to  obey. 

Lure.  Stuff  !  fluff  !  fluff  !  ■" » I  won’t  believe  a 

Word  on’t. 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Then,  Madam,  we  neve-  felt 
the  Yoke  of  Matrimony,  becaufe  our  Inclinations  made 
us  one;  a  Power  fuperior  to  the  Forms  of  Wr Jock. 
The  Marriage  Torch  had  loft  its  weaker  Light  in  the 
bright  Flame  of  mutual  Love  that  join’d  our  Hearts  be¬ 
fore  ;  Then - ■ 

Lure.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  ;  I  can'  ot  bear  it ;  Sir  Harry , 
I’m  affronted. 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Affronted  ! 

Lure.  Yes,  Sir;  ’tis  an  Affront  to  any  Woman  to  hear 

another  commended,  and  I  will  refent  it. - In  lhort, 

Sir  Harry ,  your  Wife  was  a  ■  - 1 


Wild. 
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Wild.  Buz,  Madam.  —  No  Detradlion.  —  I’ll  tell  you 
what  fhe  was.  —  So  much  an  Angel  in  her  Conduit,  that 
tho’  I  faw  another  in  her  Arms,  I  fhou’d  have  thought 
the  Devil  had  rais’d  the  Phantom,  and  my  more  con- 
fcious  Reafon  had  given  my  Eyes  the  Lie. 

Lure.  Very  well  !  Then  I  an’t  to  be  believ’d,  it 
!eems.  —  But  d’ye  hear.  Sir  ? 

Wild.  Nay,  Madam,  do  you  hear  ?  I  tell  you,  ’ds  not 
in  the  power  of  Malice  to  caft  a  Blot  upon  her  Fame  ; 
md  tho’  the  Vanity  of  our  Sex,  and  the  Envy  of  yours, 
confpir’d  both  againft  her  Honour,  I  wou’d  not  hear  a 
Syllable.  [Stopping  his  Ears. 

Lure.  Why  then,  as  I  hope  to  breathe,  you  fhall  hear 
it.  —  The  Piilure,  the  Picture,  the  Pidture  ! 

[ Bawling  aloud. 

Wild.  Ran,  tan,  tan.  A  Piftol-bullet  from  Ear  to 
Ear. 

Lure.  That  Pidture  which  you  had  juft  now  from  the 
Trench  Marquis  for  a  thoufand  Pound  ;  that  very  Pidture 
did  your  very  virtuous  Wife  fend  to  the  Marquis  as  a 
Pledge  of  her  wry  virtuous  and  dying  AfFedtion.  So  that 
you  are  both  robbed  of  your  Honour,  and  cheated  of 
your  Money.  [Aloud. 

Wild.  Louder,  louder.  Madam. 

Lure.  I  tell  you.  Sir,  your  Wife  was  a  Jilt ;  I  know 
it.  I’ll  fwear  it. —  She  Virtuous  !  She  was  a  Devil. 

Wild.  [SiVgr]  Tal,  lal,  deral. 

Lure.  Was  ever  the  like  feen  !  He  won’t  hear  me  — 
I  burft  with  Malice,  and  now  he  won’t  mind  me !  — 
Won’t  you  hear  me  yet  ? 

Wild.  No,  no,  Madam. 

Lure.  Nay,  then  I  can’t  bear  it.  [Burjls  out  a  crying. 
—  Sir,  I  mull  fay  that  you’re  an  unworthy  Perfon,  to 
ufe  a  Woman  of  Quality  at  this  rate,  when  fhe  has  her 
Heart  full  of  Malice ;  I  don’t  know  but  it  may  make  me 
mifcarry.  Sir,  I  fay  again  and  again,  that  fhe  was  no 

better 
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better  than  one  of  us,  and  I  know  it ;  I  have  feen  it  with 
my  Eyes,  fo  I  have. 

Wild.  Good  Heav’ns  deliver  me,  I  befeech  thee.  How 
lhall  I  ’fcape  ? 

Lure.  Will  you  hear  me  yet?  Dear,  Sir  Harry,  do  but 
hear  me  ;  I’m  longing  to  fpeak. 

Wild.  Oh!  I  have  it. - - Hufh,  hulh,  hufli. 

Lure.  Eh  !  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Wild.  A  Moufe,  a  Moufe,  a  Moufe  ! 

Lure.  Where  ?  where  ?  where  ? 

Wild.  Your  Petticoats,  your  Petticoats,  Madam. 

[Lure.  Jbrieks  and  runs. 

Wild.  O  my  Head !  I  was  never  worded  by  a  Woman 
before.  —  But  1  have  heard  fo  much  as  to  know  the  Mar¬ 
quis  to  be  a  Villain.  [Knocking.]  Nay  then,  I  mull  run 
fbr’t.  [Runs  out,  and  returns .]  —  The  Entry  is  dopt  by  a 
Chair  coming  in  ;  and  fomething  there  is  in  that  Chair 
that  I  will  difcover,  if  I  can  find  a  place  to  hide  my  lelf. 
[Goes  to  the  Clofet-door~\  Fail !  I  have  Keys  about  me  for 
mod  Locks  about  St.  J amts' s — Let  me  fee.  —  [Tries  one 
Key .]  No,  no;  this  opens  my  Lady  Planthom's  Back¬ 
door.  [Tries  another']  —  Nor  this;  this  is  the  Key  to  my. 
Lady  StakealL s  Garden.  [Tries  a  third ]  Ay,  ay,  this 
does  it.  Faith,  [Goes  into  the  Clofet,  and  peeps  out. 

Enter  Shark  and  another,  with  Clincher  in  a 
Chair  ;  Parley. 

Tar.  Hold,  hold,  Friend  ;  who  gave  you  Order  to 
lug  in  your  dirty  Chair  into  the  Houfe  ? 

Sha.  My  Mader,  Sweet-heart. 

Par.  Who  is  your  Mader,  Impudence  ? 

Sha.  Everybody,  Sauce-box.  —  And  for  the  prefent, 
here's  my  Mader,  and  if  you  have  any  thing  to  fay  to 
him,  there  he  is  for  ye.  [Lugs  Clincher  out  of  the  Chair > 
and  throws  him  upon  the  Floor.']  Steer  away,  Tom. 

Wild.  What  the  Devil,  Mr.  Jubilee,  is  it  you  ? 
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Par.  Blefs  me  !  tlie  Gentleman’s  dead  !  Murder  ! 
Murder  ! 

Enter  Lurewell. 

Lure.  Protefl  me  !  What’s  the  matter,  Clincher  ? 

Par.  Mr.  Clincher,  are  you  dead.  Sir  ? 

Clin.  Yes.  /  .■ 

Lure.  Oh!  then  ’tis  well  enough. - 'Are  you 

drunk.  Sir  ? 

Clin.  No. 

Lure.  Well  !  certainly  I’m  the  mod  unfortunate  Wo¬ 
man  living  :  All' my  Affairs,  all  my  Defigns,  all  my  In¬ 
trigues  miicarry.  —  Faugh  !  the  Beaft  ?  But,  Sir,  what’ 5 
the  matter  with  you  ? 

Clin.  Politicks. 

Par.  Where  have  you  been.  Sir  ?. 

Clin.  Shark  ! 

‘  Lure.  What  fhall  we  do  with  him,  Parley  ?  If  the 
Collonel  fhou’d  come  home  now,  we  were  ruin’d. 

Enter  Standard. 

Oh,  inevitable  Deftruftion  ! 

Wild.  Ay,  ay  ;  unlefs  I  relieve  her  now,  all  the  World 
can’t  fave  her. 

Stand.  Blefs  me  !  What’s  here  ?  Who  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Clin.  Brandy. 

Stand.  See  there,  Madam  !  —  Behold  the  Man  that  you 
prefer  to  me  !  And  fuch  as  he  are  all  thofe  Fop-Gallant® 
that  daily  haunt  my  Houle,  ruin  your  Honour,  and  di- 
fturb  my  Quiet.  —  I  urge  not  the  facred  Bond  of  Mar¬ 
riage  ;  I’ll  wave  your  earned  Vows  of  Truth  to  me,  and 
only  lay  the  Cafe  in  equal  Balance,  and  fee  whofe  Merit 
bears  the  greater  weight,  his,  or  mine. 

Wild.  Well  argu’d,  Collonel. 

Stand.  Suppofe  your  felf  freely  difengag’d,  unmarry’d, 
and  to  make  a  choice  of  him  you  thought  mod  worthy  /l 
of  your  Love ;  wou’d  you  prefer  a  Bate  ?  a  Monkey  ? 
me  deflin’d  only  for  the  Sport  of  Man  —  Yes ;  take  him 

F  to 
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to  your  Bed  ;  there  let  the  Beaft  difgorge  his  fulfom 
Load  in  your  fair,  lovely  Bofom,  fnore  out  his  Paffion  in 
your  foft  Embrace,  and  with  the  Vapours  of  his  lick  De¬ 
bauch,  perfume  your  fweet  Apartment. 

Lure.  Ah  naufeous !  naufeous  !  Poifon  ! 

Stand.  I  ne’er  was  taught  to  fet  a  value  on  my  felf : 
But  when  compar’d  to  him,  there  Modelly  muft  ftoop, 
and  Indignation  give  my  Words  a  loofe,  to  tell  you* 
Madam,  that  I  am  a  Man  unblemilh’d  in  my  Ho¬ 
nour,  have  nobly  ferv’d  my  King  and  Country  ;  and 
for  a  Lady’s  Service,  I  think  that  Nature  has  not  been 
defective. 

Wild.  Egad  I  fhould  think  fo  too  ;  the  Fellow’s  well 
made. 

Stand.  I’m  young  as  he,  my  Perfon  too  as  fair  to  out¬ 
ward  view  ;  and  for  my  Mind,  I  thought  it  cou’d  di- 
ftinguifh  right,  and  therefore  made  a  choice  of  you.  -  ■  — 
Ai  Your  Sex  have  blefs’d  our  Ille  with  Beauty,  by  diftant 
|;  Nations  priz’d  ;  and  could  they  place  their  Loves  aright, 
|  their  Lovers  might  acquire  the  Envy  of  Mankind,  as  well 
'1  as  they  the  Wonder  of  the  World. 

\  Wild.  Ah,  now  he  coaxes  ■—  —  ■  ■  He  will  conquer, 
unlefs  I  relieve  her  in  time ;  Ihe  begins  to  melt  already. 

Stand.  Add  to  all  this,  I  love  you  next  to  Heav’n  ; 
and  by  that  Heav’n  I  fwear,  the  conllant  lludy  of  my 
Days  and  Nights  have  been  to  pleafe  my  deareft  Wife. 
Your  Pleafure  never  met  controul  from  me,  nor  your  De- 
fires  a  Frown. — I  never  mention’d  my  diftruft  before, 
nor  will  I  now  wrong  your  difcretion,  fo  as  e’er  to  think 
you  made  him  an  Appointment. 

Lure.  Generous,  generous  Man  !  [Weeps. 

Wild.  Nay,  then  ’tis  time  for  me ;  I  will  relieve  her _ 

[He  Jleals  out  of  the  Clofet,  and  coming  behind  Standard 
claps  him  on  the  Shoulder .]  Collonel  your  humble  Ser¬ 
vant.  »"  — 

Stand.  Sir  Barry,  how  came  you  hither  f 

Will 
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Wild.  Ah,  poor  Fellow !  Thou  haft  got  thy  Load  with 
1  witnels  ;  but  the  Wine  was  humming  ftrong  ;  I  have- 
jot  a  touch  on’t  my  felf.  [Reels  a  little. 

Stand.  Wine,  Sir  Harry  !  What  Wine  ! 

Wild.  Why,  ’twas  new  Burgundy,  heady  Stuff.  But 
the  Dog  was  food  gone,  knock’d  under  prefently. 

Stand.  What,  then  Mr.  Clincher  was  with  you,  it 
terns  ?  Eh  ! 

Wild.  Yes,  faith,  we  have  been  together  all  this  .Af¬ 
ternoon  ;  ’tis  a  pleafant  foolilh  Fellow.  He  would  needs 
give  me  a  Welcome  to  Town,  on  pretence  of  hearing  all 
the  News  from  the  Jubilee.  The  Humour  was  new  to 
me  ;  fo  to’t  we  went.  —  But  his  a  weak-headed  Cox-comb, 
two  or  three  Bumpers  did  his  Bufmefs.  —  Ah,  Madam! 
What  do  I  deferve  for  this?  [Afule  to  Lurewell. 

Lur ec  Look  ye  there.  Sir;  you  fee  how  Sir  Harry  has 

clear’d  my  Innocence.  - -  I’m  oblig’d  t ’ye.  Sir;  but 

I  nraft  leave  you  to  make  it  out,  [  To  Wild,  and  Ex. 

Stand.  Yes,  yes;  ye  has  clear’d  you  wonderfully. - • 

But  pray,  Sir. - 1  fuppofe  you  can  inform  me  how 

Mr.  Clincher  came  into  my  Houfe  ?  Eh ! 

i Wild.  Ay :  Why,  you  mull  know  that  the  Fool  got 
prefently  as  drunk  as  a  Drum  ;  fo  I  had  him  tumbl’d  in¬ 
to  a  Chair,  and  order’d  the  Fellows  to  carry  him  home. 
New  you  muft  know,  he  lodges  but  three  Doors  off  j 
but  the  Boobies,  it  feems,  miftook  the  Door,  and 
brought  him  in  here,  like  a  Brace  of  Loggerheads. 

Stand.  O,  yes ;  fad  Loggerheads,  to  miftake  a  Door 
in  y<2;/2«-Street  for  a  Houfe  in  Covent-Garden.  — •  Here 
Enter  Servants. 

Take  away  that  Brute.  [Servants  carry  off  Clincher. 
And  you  fay  ’twas  new  Burgundy,  Sir  Harry,  very  ftrong. 

Wild.  ’Egad,  there  is  fome  Trick  in  this  Matter,  and  . 
I  lhall  be  difeover’d,  [AJidel]  Ay,  Collonel ;  but  I  mull 
be  gone :  I’m  engag’d  to  meet .  ...  Collonel,  I’m  your 
bumble  Servant.  [Going, 

F  2  Stand. 
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Stand.  But,  Sir  Harry,  where’s  your  Hat,  Sir? 

Wild.  Oh  Morbleu !  Thefe  Hats,  Gloves,  Canes, 
and  Swords,  are  the  ruin  of  all  bur  Deflgns.  [Afde. 

Stand.  But  where’s  your  Hat,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Wild.  I’ll  never  intrigue  again  with  any  thing  about 
me  but  what  is  juft  bound  to  my  Body.  How  fhall  I 

come  off? - Hark  ye,  Collonel,  in  your  Ear;  I 

would  not  have  your  Lady  hear  it. - - — -  You  muft 

know,  juft  as  I  came  into  the  Room  here,  what  fhou’d 
I  fpy  but  a  great  Moufe  running  acrofs  that  Clofet  door, 
I  took  no  notice,  for  fear  your  Lady  fhould  be  frighted, 
but  with  all  my  force  (d’ye. fee)  I  flung  my  Hat  at  it, 
and  fo  threw  it  into  the  Clofet,  and  there  it  lies. 

Stand.  And  fb,  thinking  to  kill  the  Moufe,  you 
flung  your  Hat  into  that  Clofet. 

Wild.  Ay,  ay,  that  was  all.  I’ll  go  fetch  it. 

Stand.  No,  Sir  Harry,  I’ll  bring  it  out. 

[Goes  into  the  Clofet . 

Wild.  Now  have  I  told  a  matter  of  twenty  Lies  in  a 
Breath, 

Stand.  Sir  Harry!  Is  this  the  Moufe  that  you  threw 

your  Hat  at  ? 

[Standard  corr.cs  in  nutth  the  Hat  in  one  Hand,  and 
hailding  in  the  Marquis  nxith  the  other. 

Wild.  I’m  amaz’d  ! 

Mar.  Pardie,  Pin  amaze  too. 

Stand.  Look’e,  Monfleur  Marquis,  as  for  your  part, 
I  fhall  cut  your  Throat,  Sir. 

Wild.  Give  me  leave,  I  muft  cut  his  Throat  flrft. 

Mar.  Vat!  Bo.e  cut  my  Trout!  Begar,  Meflieurs,  I 
ave  but  one  Troat, 

Enter  Pa  lev,  and  runs  to  Standard. 

Par.  Sir,  the  i.iun..:  ..  is  innocent;  he  came  upon 
anoth  Delicti.-  '  "  Lady  begins  to  be  penitent,  and, 

if  you  'make  any  None,  ’twill  ipoil  all. 


Stand. 
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Stand.  Look’e,  Gentlemen,  I  have  too  great  a  Confi¬ 
dence  in  the  Virtue  of  my  Wife,  to  think  it  in  the 
Power  of  you,  or  you.  Sir,  to  wrong  my  Honour  :  But 
I  am  bound  to  guard  her  Reputation,  fo  that  no  Attempts 
be  made  that  may  provoke  a  Scandal :  Therefore,  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  let  me  tell  you,  ’tis  time  to  defift.  [Exit. 

Wild.  Ay,  ay ;  fo  ’tis  faith.  Come,  Monfieur,  I 
jnuft  talk  with  you,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 


\ The  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 


A  C  T  V. 

SCENE,  Standard’  Houfe. 


Enter  Standard  and  Fireball. 
STANDARD. 

IN  fhort,  Brother,  a  Man  may  talk  till  Doomfday 
of  Sin,  Hell,  and  Damnation  ;  But  your  Rheto- 
rick  will  ne’er  convince  a  Lady  that  there’s  any 
f.iing  of  a  Devil  in  a  handfome  Fellow  with  a  fine  Coat, 
tfou  mu  ft  (hew  the  Cloven-foot,  expofe  the  Brute,  as  I 
have  done  ;  and  tho’  her  Virtue  deeps,  her  Pride  will 
Purely  take  th’Alarm. 

Fire.  Ay,  but  if  you  had  let  me  cut  off"  one  of  the 

Rogue’s  Ears  before  you  fent  him  away. - — 

Stand.  No,  no;  the  Fool  has  ferved  my  turn,  with¬ 
out  the  Scandal  of  a  publick  Refentment;  and  the  Effeftr 
aas  (hewn  that  my  Defign  was  right;  I’ve  touch’d  he 
wry  Heart,  and  (he  relents  apace. 

F  3 


Enter 
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Enter  Lurewell  running. 

Lure.  Oh !  My  Dear,  fare  me !  I’m  frighted  out  of 
my  Life. 

Fire.  Blood  and  Fire  !  Madam,  who  dare  touch  you  ? 

[  Draws  bis  Sword,  and  Jiands  before  her. 

Lure.  Oh  !  Sir,  A  Ghoft !  A  Ghoft !  I  have  feen  it 
twice. 

'faj  Fire.  Nay  then,  we  Sehfes  have  nothing  to  do  with 
G holts ;  fend  for  the  Parfon.  [  Sheaths  his  Sword. 

Stand.  ’Tis  Fancy,  my  Dear,  nothing  but  Fancy. 

Lure.  Oh  dear  Collonel !  I’ll  never  lie  alone  again  : 
I’m  frighted  to  Death ;  I  favv  it  twice :  twice  it  ftalked 
by  my  Chamber-door,  and  with  a  hollow  Voice  uttered 
a  piteous  Groan. 

Stand.  This  is  ftrange !  Ghofts  by  Day-light !  — 


.  Come,  my  Dear,  along  with une ;  don’t  fhrink,  we’ll  fee 
to  find  this  Ghoft.  [  Exeunt. 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Street. 


,  Enter  Wildajr,  Marquis,  and  Dicky. 

Wild.  T\Ictj? 

I  3  Dick.  Sir. 

Wild.  Do  you  remember  any  thing  of  a  thoufand 
Pounds  lent  to  my  Wife  in  Montpelier  by  a  French  Gen¬ 
tleman  ? 

Mar.  Ouy,  Monfieur  Dicky,  you  remembre  de  Gen¬ 
tleman,  he  was  one  Marquis. 

Dick.  Marqui,  Sir !  I  think,  for  my  part,  that  all  the 
Men  in  France  are  Marqui’s.  We  met  above  a  thoufand 
Marqui’s,  but  the  Devil  of  one  of ’emcou’d  lend  a  thou¬ 
fand  Pence,  much  lefs  a  thoufand  Pound. 

Mar.  Morbleu,  qui  dit  vous,  Bougre  le  Chien  ? 

Wild. 
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Wild.  Hold,  Sir,  pray  anfwer  me  one  Queftion  ? 
What  made  you  fly  your  Countrey  ? 

Mar.  My  Religion,  Monfieur. 

Wild.  So  you  fled  for  your  Religion  out  of  France . 
and  are  a  downright  Atheift  in  England?  A  very  tender 
Confcience  truly  ! 

Mar.  Begar,  Monfieur,  my  Confcience  be  de  ver’  ten- 
dre ;  he  no  fuffre  his  Maftre  to  ftarve,  pardie. 

Wild.  Come,  Sir,  no  Ceremony ;  refund. 

Mar.  Refunde  !  Vat  is  dat  refunde  ?  Parlez  Franfois, 
Monfieur.  /■ 

Wild.  No,  Sir ;  I  tell  you  in  plain  Englijh,  return  my 
Money,  or  I’ll  lay  you  by  the  Heels. 

Mar.  Oh  !  Begar  dere  is  de  Anglis-man  now.  Dere 
is  de  Law  for  me.  De  Law!  Ecoute,  Monfieur  Sir  Arry 

— Voyez  fa - De  France  Marquis  fcorn  de  Law.  My 

Broder  lend  your  Vife  de  Money,  and  here  is  my  wit- 
nefs.  [  Draws. 

Wild.  Your  Evidence,  Sir,  is  very  pofitive,  and  fhall 
be  examin’d :  But  this  is  no  place  to  try  the  Caufe ;  we’ll 
crofs  the  Park  into  the  Fields ;  you  fhall  throw  down  the 
Money  between  us,  and  the  bell:  Title,  upon  a  fair 
Hearing,  fhall  take  it  up. - Allons !. 


Mar.  Oh  1  De  tout  mon  coeur. - Allons !  J^ient 

a  la  tate,  begar.  [  Exeunt. 


SCENE,  LurewellV  Apartment. 


Enter  Lurewell  and  Parley. 

Lure.  Shaw  !  Pm  fuch  a  frighted  Fool !  ’Twas  no- 

JL  thing  but  a  Fancy. - Come,  Farley,  get 

me  Pen  and  Ink,  I’ll  divert  it  Sir  Harry  lhall  know 

what 
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what  a  Wife  he  had.  I’m  refolv’d.  Though  he  wou’d 
not  hear  me  fpeak,  he’ll  read  my  Leter  fure. 

[Sits  down  to  write. 

Ghoji.  [From  within. - Hold. 

Lure.  Proteft  me  ! - Parley,  don’t  leave  me.  .... 

But  I  won’t  mind  it. 

Ghofl.  Hold. 

Lure.  Defend  me  !  Don’t  you  hear  a  Voice  ? 

Par.  I  thought  fo,  Madam. 

Lure.  It  call’d.  Hold.  I’ll  venture  once  more. 

[Sits  down  to  write. 

Ghoji.  Difturb  no  more  the  Quiet  of  the  Dead. 

Lure.  Now  ’tis  plain.  I  heard  the  Words. 

Par.  Deliver  us,  Madam,  and  forgive  us  our  Sins ! 
What  is  it? 

Ghoji  enters,  Lurewell  and  Parley  firiek,  and  run  to  a 
Corner  of  the  Stage. 

Ghoji.  Behold  the  airy  Form  of  wrong’d  Angelica, 

Forc’d  from  the  Shades  below  to  vindicate  her 
Fame. 

Forbear,  malicious  Woman,  thus  to  load 
With  fcandalous  Reproach  the  Grave  of  Inno¬ 
cence. 

Repent,  vain  Woman  ! 

Thy  Matrimonial  Vow  is  regifter’d  above. 

And  all  the  Breaches  of  that  folemn  Faith 
Are  regifter’d  below.  I’m  fent  to  warn  thee  to 
repent. 

Forbear  to  wrong  thy  injur’d  Hufband’s  Bed, 
Difturb  no  more  the  Quiet  of  the  Dead. 

[Stalks  of 1. 

[Lurewell  fwoons ,  and  Parley  fupports  her. 
Par.  Help  ■'  help !  help  ! 

Enter  Standard  and  Fireball. 

Stand.  Blefsus!  What,  fainting!  What’s  the  matter  ? 
Fire.  Breeding,  breeding,  Sir. 

Par. 
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Par.  Oh,  Sir !  We’re  frighted  to  Death ;  here  has 
been  the  Ghdil  again. 

Stand.  Ghofr 1  Why  you’re  mad,  fure !  WhatGhoft? 

Par.  TheGhoftof  Angelica,  Sir  Harry  WildairsWife. 

. '  Stand.  Angelica  ! 

Par.  Yes,  Sir ;  and  here  it  preach’d  to  us  the  Lord 
knows  what,  and  murder’d  my  Miftrefs  with  mere 
Morals. 

Fire.  A  good  hearing,  Sir  ;  ’twill  do  her  good. 

Stand.  Take  her  in,  Parky.  - 

[Parley  leads  out  Lurewell. 
What  can  this  mean,  Brother? 

Fire.  The  meaning’s'  plain.  There’s  a  defign  of 
Communication  between-  your  Wife  and  Sir  Harry ;  fo 
his  Wife  is  come  to  forbid  the  Bans,  that’s  all. 

Stand.  No,  no,  Brother.  If  I  may  be  induc’d  to  be¬ 
lieve  the  walking  of  Ghofts,  I  rather  fancy  that  the  rat¬ 
tle-headed  Fellow  her  Hulband  has  broke  the  poor  La. 
dy’s  Heart;;  which,  together  with  the  Indignity  of  her 

Burial,  has  made  her'uneafy  in  her  Grave. - But 

whatever  be  the  Caufe,  it’s  fit  we  immediately  find  out 
Sir  Harry,  and  inform  him.  [Exeunt. 


S  C  L  N  E,  the  Park. 


Company  walking ;  Wildair  and  Marquis  pajjing  kajUly 
over  the  Stage,  one  calls. 

Lord.  O  I  R  Harry. 

Wild.  My  Lord? - Monlieur,  I’ll  follow 

you,  Sir.  [£ a  it  Marquis, 

Lo.  I  mull  talk  with  you.  Sir, 

Wild.  Pray,  my  Lord,  let  it  be  very  fhort,  for  I  was 
never  in  more  haite  in  my  Life. 


Lo. 
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Lo.  May  I  prefume,  Sir,  to  enquire  the  Caufe  that 
detain’d  you  fo  late  laft  Night  at  my  Houfe? 

Wild.  More  Mifchief  again! - Perhaps,  my  Lord, 

I  may  not  prefume  to  inform  you. 

Lo.  Then  perhaps.  Sir,  I  may  prefume  to  extort  it 
from  you. 

Wild.  Look  ye,  my  Lord,  don’t  frown ;  it  fpoils  your 

Pace, - But  if  you  muff  know,  your  Lady  owes  me,. 

two  hundred  Guineas,  and  that  Sum  I  will  prefume  to 
extort  from  your  Lordfhip. 

Lo.  Two  hundred  Guineas!  Have  you  any  thing  to 
fhew  for  it  ? 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Shew  for  it,  my  Lord,  I  fhew’d 
Quint  and  Quatorz  for  it ;  and  to  a  Man  of  Honour 
that’s  as  firm  as  a  Bond  and  Judgment. 

Lo.  Come,  Sir,  this  won’t  pafs  upon  me  ;  I’m  a  Man 
of-  Honour. 

Wild.  Honour !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! - ’Tis  very  ffrange ! 

That  fome  Men,  tho’  their  Education  be  never  fo  Gal¬ 
lant,  will  ne’er  learn  Breeding !  Look  ye,  my  Lord, 
when  you .  and  I  were  under  the  Tuition  of  our  Gover- 
nours,  and  convers’d  only  with  old  Cicero,  Livy,  Virgil, 
Plutarch,  and  the  like ;  why  then  fuch  a  Man  was  a 
Villain,  and  fuch  a  one  was  a  Man  of  Honour:  But  now 
that  I  have  known  the  Cdort,  a  little  of  what  they  call 
the  Beaumonde,  and  the  Btllejprit,  I  find  that  Honour 
looks  as  ridiculous  as  Roman  Bulkins  upon  your  Lordfhip, 
or  my  full  Peruke  upon  Scipio  Africanus. 

Lo.  Why  fhou’d  you  think  fo,  Sir  ? 

Wild.  Becaufe  the  World’s  improv’d,  my  Lord,  and 
we  find  that  this  Honour  is  a  very  troublefome  and  im¬ 
pertinent  thing. - Can’t  we  live  together  like  good 

Neighbours  and  Chrillians,  as  they  do  in  France?  I 
lend  you  my  Coach,  I  borrow  yours;  you  dine  with 
me,  I  fup  with  you  ;  I  lie  with  your  Wife,  and  you  lie 
with  mine.  ——  Honour,  That’s  fuch  an  Impertinence  ! 

—-Pray, 
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Pray,  my  Lord,  hear  me.  What  does  your  Ho¬ 
nour  think  of  murdering  your  Friend’s  Reputation  ?  Ma¬ 
king  a  Jeft  of  his  Misfortunes  ?  Cheating  him  at  Cards, 
debauching  his  Bed,  or  the  like. 

Lo.  Why  rank  Villainy. 

Wild.  Pifh !  Pilh !  Nothing  but  good  Manners,  Ex- 
cefs  of  good  Manners.  Why,  you  han’t  been  at  Court 
lately.  There  ’tis  the  only  Practice  to  fhew  our  Wit 

and  Breeding, - As  for  inftance.  Your  Friend  reflets 

upon  you  when  abfent,  becaufe  *tis  good  Manners ;  ral¬ 
lies  you  when  prefent,  becaufe  ’tis  witty  ;  cheats  you  at 
Piquet  to  Ihew  he  has  been  in  France ;  and  lies  with  your 
Wife,  to  Ihew  he’s  a  Man  of  Quality, 

Lo.  Very  well.  Sin 

Wild:  In  Ihort,  my  Lord,  you  have  a  wrong  Notion 
of  things.  Shou’d  a  Man  with  a  handfome  Wife  revenge 
all  Affronts  done  to  his  Honour,  poor  White,  Chaves, 
Morris,  Locket,  Panjolet,  and  Pantack,  were  Utterly  ruin’d, 

Lo.  How  fo.  Sir  ? 

}Vild.  Becaufe,  my  Lord,  you  mull  run  all  their  Cuf- 
tomers  quite  through  the  Body.  Were  it  not  for  abufing 
your  Men  of  Honour,  Taverns  and  Chocolate-Houfes 
cou’d  not  fubfift ; .  and^.were  there  but  a  round  Tax  laid  up- 
I  on  Scandal,  and  faHe.J’qliti.cks,.,  jste -Men  of  Figure  wou’d 
find  it,  muc!}  heavier, --than  {<$?  Shillings  in  the  Pound. 
— —  Come,  come,  my  Lord,* no  more  on’t,  for  lhame  j 
your  Honour  is  fafe  enough,  for  I  have  the  Key  of  its 
Back-door  in  my  Pocket.  [Runs  off. 

Lo .  Sir,  I  ihall  meet  you  another  time.  [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE,  the  Fields. 


Enter  Marquis  n viih  his  Servant  carrying  his  fighting 
Equipage,  Pumps,  Cap,  See.  He  dreffes  hi mfelf  accord¬ 
ingly,  and  flourijhes  about  the  Stage. 

Mar.  A,  fa,  fa,  fient  a  la  Tate.  Sa,  Embaracade } 
Quart  fur  redouble.  Hey  ! 

Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  the  Devil!  Muft  I  fight  .with  a 
Tumbler  ?  Thefe  French  are  as  great  Fops  in  their  Quar¬ 
rels,  as  in  their  Amours. 

Mar.  Allons !  Allons !  Stripe,  ftripe. 

Wild.  No,  no,  Sir,  I  never  ftrip  to  engage  a  Man ;  I 

fight  as  I  dance. - Com»,  Sir,  down  with  the  Money. 

Mar.  Dere  it  is,  pardie. 

[Lays  down  the  Bag  between  'em. 

Allons ! 

Enter  Dicky,  and  gives  Wildair  a  Gun. 

Morbleu  !  que  fa  ? 

Wild.  Now,  Monfieur,  if  you  offer  to  ftir,  I’ll  fhoot 
you  through  the  Head.  . Dicky,  take  up  the  Mo¬ 

ney  and  carry  it  home. 

Dick.  Here  it  is,  faith:  And  if  my  Mailer  be  kill’d 
the  Money’s  my  own. 

Mar.  Oh  Morbleu  !  de  Anglis-man  be  one  Coward. 
Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Where  is  your  French  Politique, 
now  ?  Come,  Monfieur,  you  muft  know  I  fcorn  to  fight 
any  Man  for  my  own:  but  now,  we’re  upon  the  level  > 
and  fince  you  have  been  at  the  trouble  of  putting  on  ^ 
your  Habiliments,  I  muft  requite  your  pains.  So  come 
on,  Sir.  [Lays  down  the  Gun,  and  ufes  his  Sword. 

Mar, 
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Mar.  Come  on!  For  wat?  Wen  de  Money  is  gone ! 
De  Franc  e-man  fight  were  dere  is  no  Profit !  Pardonnez 
moy,  pardie.  [67 At  down  to  pull  off  his  Pumps . 

Wild.  Hold,  hold,  Sir;  you  mult  fight.  Tell  me 
how  you  came  by  this  Pifture  ? 

Mar.  [Starting  up~\  Wy  den,  begar,  Monfieur  Che¬ 
valier,  fince  de  Money  be  gone,  me  vill  fpeak  the  veri- 

tie ;  - Pardie,  Moufieur,  me  did  make  the  Cuckle 

of  you,  and  your  Vife  fend  me  de  Pidture  for  my  Pain. 

Wild.  Look  ye,  Sir,  if  I  thought  you  had  Merit 
enough  to  gain  a  Lady’s  Heart  from  me,  I  wou’d  lhake 
Hands  immediately,  and  be  Friends:  But  as  I  believe 
you  t®  be  a  vain  fcandalous  Lyar,  I’ll  cut  your  Throat. 

[They  fight. 

Enter  Standard  and  Fireball,  who  part  'em. 

Stand.  Hold,  hold,  Gentlemen. - Brother,  fecure 

the  Marquis. - Come,  Sir  Harry,  put  up ;  I  have 

fomething  to  fay  to  you  very  ferious. 

Wild.  Say  it  quickly  then ;  for  I  am  a  little  out  of 
Humour,  and  want  fomething  to  make  me  laugh. 

[As  they  talk,  Marquis  dreffes,  and  Fireball  helps  him. 

Stand.  Will  what’s  very  ferious  make  you  laugh? 

Wild.  Moll  of  all. 

Stand.  ’Pfhaw !  Pray,  Sir  Harry,  tell  me  what  made 
you  leave  your  Wife  ? 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  knew  it. - Pray,  Collonel, 

what  makes  you  ftay  with  your  Wife  ? 

Stand.  Nay,  but  pray  anfwer  me  direftly  ;  I  beg  it  as 
i  Favour. 

Wild.  Why  then,  Collonel,  you  muft  know  we  were 
a  pair  of  the  moll  happy,  toying,  foolilh  People  in  the 
World,  till  fhe  got,  I  don’t  know  how,  a  Crotchet  of 
Jealoufy  in  her  Head.  This  made  her  frumpilh ;  but 
we  had  ne’er  an  angry  word  :  She  only  fell  a  crying  o- 

ver  Night,  and  I  went  for  Italy  next  Morning. - ■* 

But  pray  no  more  on’t.  - - Are  you  hurt  Monfieur  ? 

G  Stand ; 
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Stand.  But,  Sir  Harry,  you’ll  be  ierious  when  I  telj 
you  that  her  Ghoft  appears. 

Wild.  Her  Ghoft!  Ha,  ha,  ha.  That’s  pleafant  faith. 

Stand.  As  fure  as  Fate,  it  walks  in  my  Houfe. 

Wild.  In  your  Houfe !  come  along,  Collonel.  By  the 
Lard  I’ll  kifs  it.  {Exeunt  Wild,  and  Stand. 

Mar.  Monlieur  le  Captain,  Adieu. 

Fire.  Adieu !  No,  Sir,  you  lhall  follow  Sir  Harry. 

Mar.  For  wat. 

Fire.  For  what !  Why,  d’ye  think  I’m  fuch  a  Rogue 
as  to  part  a  couple  of  Gentlemen  when  they’re  fighting, 
and  not  fee  ’em  make  an  end  on’t ;  I  think  it  a  lefs  Sin 
to  part  Man  and  Wife.  Come  along.  Sir. 


[Exit  fulling  Monfieur, 


SCENE,  Standard’.?  Houfe. 


Enter  Wildair  and  Standard. 

Wild.  "V \  7  E  L  L  then ;  this,  it  feems,  is  the  inchant- 
yjSf  ed  Chamber.  The  Ghoft  has  pitch’d 
upon  a  handfome  Apartment  however.  — — «■  ••  Well, 
Collonel,  when  do  you  intend  to  begin  ? 

Stand.  What,  Sir? 

Wild.  To  laugh  at  me;  I  know  you  defign  it. 

Stand.  Ha !  By  all  that’s  powerful  there  it  is. 

Ghoft  nvqlks  crofs  the  Stage. 

Wild.  The  Devil  it  is - Emh !  Blood,  I’ll  lpeak 

to’t. Vous,  Madamoifelle  Ghoft,  parlez  vous  Fran¬ 
cois  ? - No  !  Hark  ye,  Mrs.  Ghoft,  will  your  Lady- 

Ihip  be  pleas’d  to  inform  us  who  you  are,  that  we  may 
pay  you  the  Refpect  due  to  your  Quality. 

{Ghoft  returns , 
Ghoft. 
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Ghofi.  I  am  the  Spirit  of  thy  departed  Wife. 

Wild.  Are  you,  faith !  Why  then  here’s  the  Body  of 
thy  living  Huiband,  and  hand  me  if  you  dare.  [Runs 

to  her  atid  embraces  herl\ - Ha!  *tis  Subftance,  I’m 

fure. - -  But  hold.  Lady  Ghoft,  Hand  off  a  little* 

and  tell  me  in  good  earned  now,  whether  you  are  alive 
or  dead  ? 

Ang.  [  Throwing  off  her  Shrowd.] - Alive  !  alive  ! 

[ Runs  and  throws  her  Arms  about  his  Neck,]  and  never 
liv’d  fo  much  as  in  this  Moment. 

Wild.  What  d’ye  think  of  the  Ghoft  now,  Collonel  ? 

[ She  hangs  upon  him.]  Is  it  not  a  very  loving  Ghoft  ? 

Stand.  Amazement ! 

Wild.  Ay,  ’tis  Amazement  truly.  ■■  ■■■— ■  Look  ye. 

Madam,  I  hate  to  converfe  fo  familiarly  with  Spirits: 
Pray  keep  your  diftance. 

Ang.  I  am  alive,  indeed  I  am. 

Wild.  I  don’t  believe  a  Word  on’t.  [Moving  away. 

Stand.  Sir  Harry,  you’re  more  afraid  now  than  before. 

Wild.  Ay,  moft  Men  are  more  afraid  of  a  living  Wife 
than  a  dead  one. 

Stand.  ’Tis  good  Manners  to  leave  you  together  how¬ 
ever.  [Exit. 

Ang.  ’’Tis  unkind,  my  Dear,  after  fo  long  and  tedi- 
)us  an  Abfence,  to  aft  the  Stranger  fo.  I  now  fhall  die 
n  earneft,  and.  mull  for  ever  vanilh  from  your  Sight. 

[Weeping  and  going. 

Wild.  Hold,  hold,  Madam.  Don’t  be  angry,  my 
Dear ;  you  took  me  unprovided:  Had  you  but  fent  me 
V ord  of  your  coming,  I  had  got  three  or  four  Speecht  s 
>ut  of  Oroonoko  and  the  Mourning-Bride  upon  this  oeca- 
ion,  that  wou’d  have  charm’d  your  very  Heart.  But 
fe’ll  do  as  well  as  we  can ;  I’ll  have  the  Muiick  from 
'Oth  Houfes ;  Pawlet  and  Locket  {hall  contrive  for  our 
iTafte;  we’ll  charm  our  Ears  with  Abel’s  Voice ;  feaft 
jur  Eyes  with  one  another ;  and  thus  with  all  our  Senfes 

G  2  tun’d 
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tun’d  to  Love,  we’ll  hurl  off  our  Cloaths,  leap  into  Bed, 

and  there,  - - Look  ye,  Madam,  if  I  don’t  welcome 

you  home  with  Raptures  more  natural,  and  more  moving 
than  all  the  Plays  in  Chrijlendom. - I’ll  fay  no  more. 

Ang.  As  mad  as  ever. 

Wild.  But  eafe  my  Wonder  firft,  and  let  me  know  the 
Riddle  ©f  your  Death. 

Ang.  Your  unkind  Departure  hence,  and  your  avoid¬ 
ing  me  abroad,  made  me  refolve,  fince  I  cou’d  not  live 
with  you,  to  die  to  all  the  World  befides:  I  fancy’d, 
that  tho’  it  exceeded  the  force  of  Love,  yet  the  Power 
of  Grief  perhaps  might  change  your  Humour,  and 
therefore  I  had  it  given  out  that  I  dy’d  in  France ;  my 
Sicknefs  at  Montpelier,  which  indeed  was  next  to  Death, 
and  the  Affront  offer’d  to  the  Body  of  our  Ambaffador’s 
Chaplain  at  Paris,  conduc’d  to  have  my  Burial  private. 
This  deceiv’d  my  Retinue ;  and  by  the  Affiftance  of  my 
Woman,  and  your  faithful  Servant,  I  got  into  Man’s 
Cloaths,  came  home  into  England,  and  fent  him  to  ob- 
ferve  your  Motions  abroad,  with  Orders  not  to  undeceive 

you  till  your  Return - Here  I  met  you  in  the 

Quality  of  Beau  Banter,  your  bufie  Brother,  under 
which  Difguife  I  have  difappointed  your  Deiign  upon 
my  Lady  Lurenxelh  and  in  the  Form  of  a  Gholi,  have 
reveng’d  the  Scandal  lhe  this  Day  threw  upon  me,  and 
have  frighted  her  fufficiently  from  lying  alone.  I  did 
refolve  to  have  frighted  you  likewife,  but  you  were  too 
hard  for  me. 

Wild.  How  weak,  how  fqueamifh,  and  how  fearful 
are  Women  when  they  want  to  be  humour’d  1  and  how 
extravagant,  how  daring,  and  how  provoking,  when 

they  get  the  impertinent  Maggot  in  their  Head !  - - . 

But  by  what  means,  my  Dear,  could  you'  purchafe  this 
double  Difguife  ?  How  came  you  by  my  Letter  to  my 
Brother, 
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Ang.  By  intercepting  all  your  Letters  fince  I  came 
home.  But  for  my  Ghoftly  Contrivance,  good  Mrs- 
Parley  (mov’d  by  the  Juftnefs  of  my  Caufe,  and  a  Bribe) 
was  my  chief  Engineer. 

Enter  Fireball  and  Marquis. 

Fire.  Sir  Harry,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  fight  it  out, 
there’s  your  Man ;  if  not,  I  have  dilcharg’d  my  Trufb 

Wild.  Oh,  Monfieur !  Won’t  you  la-lute  your  Miltrels, 
Sir? 

Mar.  Oh,  Morbleu  f  Begar  me  mull  run  to  fome  oder 
Countrey  now  for  my  Religion. 

Ang.  Oh  !  what  the  French  Marquis  1  I  know  him. 

Wild-  Ay,  ay,  my  Dear  you  do  know  him,  and  I 
can’t  be  angry,  becaufe  ’tis  the  Fafhion  for  Ladies  to 
know  every  body :  But  methinks.  Madam,  that  Pifilure 
now !  Hang  it,  confidering  ’twas  my  Gift,  you  might 

have  kept  it - But  no  matter,  my  Neighbour’s  fliall 

pay  for’t. 

Ang.  Pifture,  my  Dear?  Cou’d  you  think  I  e’er 
wou’d  part  with  that  ?  No ;  of  all  my  Jewels,  this  alone 
I  kept,  ’caufe  it  was  given  by  you.  [Shows  the  Pi  Shire, 

Wild.  Eh  !  Wonderful !  - - And  what’s  this? 

[ Pulling  oat  t'other  PiSiure. 

Ang.  They’re  very  much  alike. 

Wild.  So  alike,  that  one  might  fairly  pafs  for  t’other. 

- - Monfieur  Marquis,  ecoute.  - - -  You  did  lie  vid 

my  Wife,  and  flic  did  give  you  de  Piflure  for  your 
Pain.  Eh!  Come,  Sir,  add  to  your  France  Politique  a 
little  of  your  native  Impudence,  and  tell  us  plainly  how 
you  came  by’t. 

Mar.  Begar,  Monfieur  Chevalier,  wen  de  France-rnan 

can  tell  no  more  Lie,  den  vill  he  tell  Trute - 1  was 

acquaint  wid  the  Paintre  dat  draw  your  Lady’s  Picture, 

an  I  give  him  ten  Piftole  for  de  Copy. - An  fo  me 

ave  de  Picture  of  all  de  Beauty  in  London ;  and  by  dis  Po¬ 
litique,  me  ave  de  Reputation  to  lie  wid  dem  all. - - 


Wild. 
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Wild.  When  perhaps  your  Pleafure  never  reached  above 
a  Pit-Mafquc  in  your  Life. 

Mar.  An  begar,  for  dat  mattre,  de  natre  of  Women, 
a  Pit-Mafque  is  as  good  as  de  beib  De  Pleafure  is  noting, 
de  Glory  is'all.  Alamode  de  France.  [  Struts  out. 

Wild.  Go  thy  ways  for  a  true  Pattern  of  the  Vanity, 
Impertinence,  Subtlety,  and  the  Ollentation  of  thy  Coun¬ 
try— —Look  ye,  Captain  give  me  thy  Hand ;  once  I  was 
a  Friend  to  France  ;  but  henceforth  I  promife  to  facrifice 
my  Falhions,  Coaches,  Wigs,  and  Vanity,  to  Horfes, 
Arms,  and  Equipage,  and  ferve  my  King  in  propria  perfo- 
na ,  to  promote  a  vigorous  War,  if  there  be  occalion. 

Fire.  Bravely  faid  Sir  Harry :  And  if  all  the  Beaux  in 
the  Side  boxes  were  of  your  mind ;  we  would  fend  ’em 
back  their  U Abbe,  and  Balon,  and  Ihew  ’em  a  new  Dance 
to  the  Tune  of  Harry  the  Fifth. 

Enter  Standard,  Lurewell,  Dicky,  and  Parley. 

Wild.  Oh  Collonel !  fuch  Difcoveries ! 

Stand.  Sir,  I  have  heard  all  from  your  Servant ;  honelb 
Dicky  has  told  me  the  whole  Story. 

Wild.  Why  then  let  Dicky  run  for  the  Fiddles  imme¬ 
diately. 

Dick.  Oh,  Sir,  I  knew  what  it  would  come  to;  they’re 
here  already.  Sir. 

Wild.  Then,  Collonel,  we’ll  have  a  new  Wedding, 
and  begin  it  with  a  Dance - Strike  up.  \_A  Dance  here. 

Stand.  Now,  Sir  Harry,  we  have  retriev’d  our  Wives ; 
yours  from  Death,  and  mine  from  the  Devil ;  and  they 
are  at  prefent  very  honeft.  But  how  fhall  we  keep  ’em  fo  ? 

Ang.  By  being  good  Hulbands,  Sir ;  and  the  great  Se¬ 
cret  for  keeping  Matters  right  in  Wedlock,  is  never  to 
quarrel  with  your  Wives  for  Trifles :  For  we  are  but  Ba¬ 
bies  at  belt,  and  mud  have  our  Play-things,  pur  Long¬ 
ings,  our  Vapours,  our  Frights,  our  Monkeys,  our  Chi¬ 
na,  our  Falhions,  our  Walhes,  our  Patches,  our  Waters, 
our  Tattle  and  Impertinence;  therefore,  I  fay,  ’tis  bet- 
3  ter 
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er  to  let  a  Woman  play  the  Fool,  than  provoke  her 
0  play  the  Devil. 

Lure.  And  another  Rule,  Gentlemen,  let  me  advife 
rou  to  obferve,  never  to  be  jealous ;  or  if  you  fhould, 
>e  fure  never  to  let  your  Wife  think  you  fufpeft  her;  for 
ve  are  more  reftrain’d  by  the  Scandal  of  the  Lewdnefs, 
han  by  the  Wickednefs  of  the  Faft ;  when  once  a  Wo- 
nan  has  bore  the  Shame  of  a  Whore,  {he’ll  difpatch  you 
he  Sin  in  a  moment. 

Wild.  We’re  obliged  to  you,  Ladies,  for  your  Advice ; 
ind  in  return,  give  me  leave  to  give  you  the  Definition 
>f  a  good  Wife,  in  the  character  of  my  own. 

The  Wit  of  her  Converfation  never  out-ftrips  the 
Conduct  of  her  Behaviour :  She’s  affable  to  all  Men,  free 
with  no  Man,  and  only  kind  to  me :  Often  chearful, 
ometimes  gay,  and  always  pleafed,  but  when  I  am  an- 
jry ;  then  forry,  not  fullen  :  The  Park,  Play-houfe,  and 
Cards,  Ihe  frequents  in  compliance  with  Cuftom ;  but 
fier  Diverfions  of  Inclination  are  at  home :  She’s  more 
cautious  of  a  remarkable  Woman,  than  of  a  noted  Wit, 
well  knowing  that  the  infeftion  of  her  own  Sex  is  more 
catching  than  the  temptation  of  ours :  To  all  this  fhe  is 
beautiful  to  a  wonder,  fcorns  all  Devices  that  engage  a 
Gallant,  and  ufes  all  Arts  to  pleafe  her  Hufband. 

So  fpite  of  Satyr  'gain Jl  a  marry  d  Life, 


A  Man  is  truly  bleft  with  fuck  a  wife. 


finis. 


E  p  I- 


EPILO  G  U 


By  a  FRIEND. 

"TT'Entre  lieu!  were  is  dis  dam  Poet ?  were 
•  Garzoon  !  me  wil  cut  off  all  his  two  Ear  : 

Je  Jins  Enrage  - now  he  is  not  here. 

'lie  has  affront  the  French  !  Le  Villaine  bite. 

De  French  !  your  heft  Friend! - you  fuffre  dat  ? 

Parbleu  !  MeJJieurs  a  ferait  fort  Ingrate  ! 

Vat  hawe  you  Evglijh,  dat  you  can  call  your  own! 

Vat  hawe  you  of  grand  Pleafure  in  dis  Town, 

Vidout  it  come  from  France,  dat  wil  go  down  ? 
Picquet,  Baffet ;  your  Vin,  your  Drefs,  your  Dance ; 
'Pis  all  you  fee,  tout  Alamode  de  France. 

De  Beau  dere  buy  a  hondre  knick  knack  ; 

He  carry  out  Wit,  but  feldom  bring  it  back  : 

But  den  he  bring  a  Snuff-box  Hinge,  fo  fmall 
De  Joynt,  you  can  no  fee  de  V ark  at  all, 

Coft  hun  fiwe  Piftoles,  dat  is  fheap  enough. 

In  tre  year  it  fal  fa  ve  half  an  Ounce  of  Snoffe. 

De  Coquet  Jhe  awe  her  Batifia  dere. 

Her  Gown,  her  Complexion,  Deux  yeux,  her  Lovere-, 
As  for  de  Cuckold —  dat  indeed  you  can  make  here ; 

De  French  it  is  dat  teach  de  lady  wsear 
De  jhort  Muff,  wit  her  wite  Elbows  bare ; 

De  Beaux  de  large  Muff,  wit  his  Sleeve  down  dere  * 
We  teach  your  Fife,  to  ope  dere  HufbancT s  Purfes 
Po  put  de  Furbelo  romd  dere  Coach  and  dere  Horfes. 
Garzoon  !  we  teach  you  every  ting  de  Varle  : 

For  wy  den  your  damn  Poet  dare  to  fnarled 
Begar,  me  wil  be  revenge  upon  his  Play, 

Tre  toufan  Refugee  ( Parbleu  c'eft  wray) 

Sail  all  come  here,  and  damn  him  upon  his  tird  Day. 

*  Pointing  to  his  Fingers. 
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T  O 


Richard  Tighe,  Efq; 


S  I  R, 


DEdications  arc  the  only  Fafiicms  in  the  World  that 
are  more  dijlik'd for  being  Univc  rfnl ;  ar.d  the  Rea- 
Jon  is,  that  they  very  feldom  fit  the  Ptflons  they ’were 
made  for  :  but  1  hope  to  avoid  the  common  Obloquy  in 
this  Addrefs,  by  laying  afde  the  Poet  in  every  thing 
but  the  Dramatick  Decorum  of  fating  my  Character 
to  the  Per  fort. 

Prom  the  Part  of  Mirabel  in  this  Play,  and  another 
Character  in  one  of  my  former ,  People  are  willing  to 
compliment  my  Performance  in  drawing  a  gay,  fplett- 
did,  generous,  eafy,  fine  young  Gentleman.  My  Genius, 
I  mufi  confefs,  has  a  bent  to  that  kind  of  Defcription, 
and  my  Veneration  for  you.  Sir,  may  pafs.  for  unquef- 
tionable,  fince  in  all  thefe  happy  Accomplijhments,  you 
come  fo  near  to  my  Darling  Character,  abating  his  In- 
confancy. 

What  an  tinfpeakable  Bleffing  is  Youth  and  Fortune, 
when  a  happy  Undcrfianding  comes  in,  to  moderate  the 
Defires  of  the  firfl,  and  to  refine  upon  the  Advantages 
of  the  latter  ;  when  a  Gentleman  is  Mafier  of  all  Plea- 
fures,  but  a  Slave  to  none  ;  who  has  traveled,  not  for 
the  Curiofty  of  the  Sight,  but  for  the  Improvement 
of  the  Mind' s  Eye ;  and  who  returns  full  of  every  thing 
but  himfelf  -  — — An  Author  might  fay  a  great  deal 
more,  but  a  Friend,  Sir,  nay,  an  Enemy  mufi  allow/ 
you  this. 

I  fhall  here,  Sir,  meet  voith  two  Obfacles,  your  Mo¬ 
dify  and  your  Senfe  :  the  firfl  as  a  Cenfor  upon  the 
Subject,  the  fecond  as  a  Critick  upon  the  Style  :  But  I 

A  3  am 
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am  obflinate  in  my  Purpofe,  and  voill  maintain  vchat 
I  fay  to  the  laji  drop  of  my  Pen  ;  < which  1  may  the 
more  boldly  undertake,  having  ait  the  World  on  my 
fide',  nay,  I  have  your  very  feif  againfi  you  :  for  by 
declining  to  hear  your  oven  Merit,  your  Friends  are  au¬ 
thoriz'd  the  more  to  proclaim  it. 

Tour  Generofity  and  Eafinefs  cf  Temper  is  not  only  cl 
vious  in  your  common  Affairs  and  Gonverfation,  but 
more  plainly  evident  in  your  darling  Amufement,  that 

Opener  and  Di later  of  the  Mind,  Muf.ck  ; - from 

your  Afeclion  for  this  delightful  Study,  vee  may  deduce 
the  pleafing  Harmony  that  is  apparent  in  all  your  Acti¬ 
ons  ;  and  be  a  fared,  Sir,  that  a  Perfon  muft  be  poffejs'd 
of  a  vert  divine  Soul,  voho  is  fa  much  in  love  vcith  the 
£ ntertainment  of  Angels. 

From  your  Encouragement  of  Mufick,  if  there  be 
any  Poetiy  here,  it  has  a  Claim,  by  the  Right  of  Kin¬ 
dred,  to  your  Favour  and  AffeSion-  You  veer e  pleas'd 
to  honour  the  Rcprefentation  cf  this  Play  vciih  your 
Appearance  at  fiveral  times,  vchich  flatter  d  my  hopes 
that  there  might  be  feme  thing  in  it  vchich  your  Good- 
Mature  might  excufe.  With  the  Honour  I  here  intend 
for  my f elf,  I  likevcife  confult  the  Inter efi  of  my  Rati¬ 
on,  by  Jbevdng  a  Perfon  that  is  fo  much  a  Reputation 
and  Credit  to  my  Country.  Eefdes  all  this,  I  was 
vci  Hi  no  to  make  a  handfime  Compliment  to  the  Place 
of  my  Pupilage  ;  by  informing  the  World  that  fo  fine  a 
'Gentleman  had  the  Seeds  of  his  Education  in  tne  fame 
Univerfity,  and  at  the fame  time  vsith,  ■ 

S  I  R, 

Your  moll  faithful,  and 
moll  humble  Servant, 


G.  Farquhar. 


P  R  E- 


PREFACE. 


O  give  you  the  Hillory  of  this  Play,  wou’d  but 
caufe  the  Reader  and  the  Writer  a  Trouble  to 


no  purpofe;  I  (hall  only  fay,  that  I  took  the  hint 
from  Fletcher's  Wild-Goofe  Chafe )  and  to  thofe  who 
fay,  that  I  have  fpoii’d  the  Original,  I  wifh  no  other 
Injury,  but  that  they  would  fay  it  again.  . 

As  to  the  Succefs  of  it,  I  think  ’tis  but  a  kind  of 
Cremona  bufinefs,  I  have  neither  loll  nor  won.  I 
pufhed  fairly,  but  the  French  were  prepoflefs’d,  and 
the  Charms  of  Gallick  Heels  were  too  hard  for  an 
Englijh  Brain ;  but  I  am  proud  to  own,  that  I  have 
laid  my  Head  at  the  Ladies  Feet.  The  Favour  was 
unavoidable;  for  we  are  a  Nation  fo  very  fond  of 
improving  our  tJnderftanding,  that  the  InflrtYlion 
of  a  Play  does  no  good,  when  it  comes  in  competi¬ 
tion  with  the  Moral  of  a  Minuet.  Pli?iy  tells  us  in  his 
Hatural  FUJI  cry,  of  Elephants  that  were  taught  to 
dance  on  the  Ropes ;  if  this  could  be  made  practica¬ 
ble  now,  what  a  number  of  Suhfcriptions  might  be 
had  to  bring  the  Great  Mogul  out  of  Fleetjlreet,  and 
make  him  dance  between  the  A&s"? 

I  remember,  that  about  two  Years  ago,  I  had  a 
Gentleman  from  France  that  brought  the  Play-houfe 
fome  fifty  Audiences  in  five  Months ;  then  why  fhould 
I  be  furpriz’dto  find  a  French  Lady  do  as  much?  ’Tis 
%  the  prettied  way  in  the  World,  of  defpifmg  the  French 
King,  to  let  him  fee  that  we  can  aiford  Money  to 
bribe  away  his  Dancers,  when  he,  poor  Alan,  haf 
exhaufted  all  his  Stock,  in  buying  of  fome  pitiful 


Towns 
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Towns  and  Principalities :  Cum  multis  aliis.  What 
car:  be  a  greater  Compliment  to  our  generous  Nati¬ 
on,  than  to  have  the  Lady  upon  her  retour  to  Paris, 
boaft  of  their  fplendid  Entertainment  in  England,  of 
the  Complaifance,  Liberality,  and  Good-nature  of 
a  People,  that  thronged  her  Houle  fo  full,  that  fhe 
had  not  room  to  hick  a  Pin ;  and  left  a  poor  Fellow, 
that  had  the  Misfortune  of  being  one  of  themfelves, 
without  one  Farthing  for  half  a  Yeai’s  Pains  that  he 
had  taken  for  their  Entertainment  ? 

There  were  fome  Gentlemen  in  the  Pit  the  lirlt 
Night,  that  took  the  hint  from  the  Prologue  to  damn 
the  Play  ;  but  they  made  Etch  a  noife  in  the  Execu¬ 
tion,  that  the  People  took  the  Out-cry  for  a  Re¬ 
prieve  ;  fo  that  the  darling  Mifchief  was  over-laid  by 
their  over-fondnefs  of  the  Changeling  :  ’Tis  fomewhat 
hard,  that  Gentlemen  fliou’d  debale  themfelves  into 
a  Faflicn  of  a  dozen,  to  ftab  a  fingle  Perfon,  who 
never  had  the  Refolution  to  face  two  Men  at  a  time,; 
if  he  has  had  the  misfortune  of  any  Mifunderfcanding 
with  a  particular  Ferfon,  he  has  had  a  particular  Per¬ 
fon  to  anfwer  it :  But  thefe  Sparks  wou’d  be  remark¬ 
able  in  their  Refentment  ;  and  if  any  body  falls  un¬ 
der  their  Difpleafure,  they  fcorn  to  call  him  to  a  par¬ 
ticular  Account,  but  will  very  honourably  bum 
his  Houfe,  or  pick  his  Pocket. 

The  Nexv-Hcuje  has  perfectly  made  me  a  Convert 
by  their  Civility  on  myfixth  Night;  For  to  be  Friends, 
and  reveng’d  at  the  fame  time,  I  mull:  give  them  a 

Play,  that  is, - when  I  write  another.  For  Faction 

runs  fo  high,  that  I  could  wiflr  the  Senate  would  fup- 
prefs  the  Houles,  or  put  in  force  the  Aft  againll  bri¬ 
bing  Elections  ;  that  Houfe  which  has  the  molt  Fa¬ 
vours  to  bellow,  will  certainly  carry  it,  fpight  of  all 
Poetical  Juliicethat  wou’d  fupport  t’other. 

I  have  heal'd  fome  People  fo  extravagantly  angry 
at  this  Play,  that  one  wou’d  think  they  had  no  rea- 
fon  to  be  difp  leafed  at  ail ;  win  ill  fome  (otherwife 
Men  of  good  Senie)  have  commended  it  fo  much, 
that  I  was  afraid  they  ridicul’d  me ;  fo  that  between 

both. 
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both,  I  am  abfolutely  at  a  lofs  what  to  think  on’t  j 
for  tho’  the  Caufe  has  come  on  fix  Days  fucceflively, 
yet  the  Tryal,  I  fancy,  is  not  determin’d.  When 
our  Devotion  to  Lent,  and  our  Lady,  is  over,  the 
Bufmefs  will  be  brought  on  again,  and  then  fhall  we 
have  fair  Play  for  our  Money. 

There  is  a  Gentleman  of  the  firft  Under  ft  an  ding, 
and  a  very  good  Critick,  who  faid  of  Mr.  Wilks,  that 
in  this  Part  he  out-afted  himfelf  and  all  Men  that  he 
ever  faw.  I  wou’d  not  rob  Mr.  Wilks,  by  a  worfe 
Expreffion  of  mine,  of  a  Compliment  that  he  fo 
much  deferves. 

I  had  almoft:  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  the  Turn  of 
Plot  in  the  laft  Aft,  is  an  Adventure  of  Chevalier  de 
Chaflillon  in  Paris,  and  Matter  of  Faft  ;  but  the  thing 
is  fo  univerfally  known,  that  I  think  this  Advice  might 
have  befn  fpar’d,  as  well  as  all  the  reft  of  the  Pre- 
f?ce,  for  any  good  it  will  do  either  to  me  or  the 
Play. 


THE 


THE 


PROLOGUE 

That  was  fpoken  the  firit  Night,  receiv’d  fuch  Addi¬ 
tions  from  Mr. - who  fpoke  it,  that  they  are 

belt  if  bury’d  and  forgot.  Bat  the  following  PRO¬ 
LOGUE  is  literally  the  fame  that  was  intended  for 
the  Flay,  and  written  by  Mr. Motteui. 

LIKE  hungry  Guefls,  a  fitting  Audience  looks: 

Plays  are  like  Suppers :  Poets  are  the  Cooks. 

‘ 1  be  Founders  You :  I  he  Table  is  this  Place  : 

The  Carvers  We:  The  Prologue  is  the  Grace. 

Each  A3,  a  Courfe ;  each  Scan,  a  different  Dijh. 

Thd  were  in  Lent,  1  court  sure  [till for  Flejh. 

Satyr  s  the  Sauce,  high- fa  .  I'd,  (ha-rp  and  rough ; 

Kind  Mafpues  and  Beaux,  I  c pc  you're  Pepper-proof. 
Wit  is  the  Wine;  but  'tis  fo  fcarce,  the  true. 

Poets,  like  Vintners,  b alder dafl:  and  brew. 

Your  furly  Scenes,  where  Rant  ar.d  Bl.odjhed  join. 

Are  Butchers  Heat,  a  Battle's  a  Sirloin  : 

1  our  Scenes  of  Love,  fo  flawing,  flft  and  chafe, 

Are  Water-gruel ,  without  Salt  or  Tafle. 

Bandy  s  fat  V enfon,  which  thd  flale,  can  pleafe: 

Your  Rakes  love  Hogoes,  like  your  damn  d  F  rench  Cheefe. 
Your  Rarity  for  the  fair  Guefl  to  gape  on. 

Is  your  nice  Squeaker,  or  Italian  Capon  ; 

Or  your  French  Virgin-P  v.llet,  garnijh'd  round, 

And  drefs  d  with  Sauce  of  fame - Four  hundred  Pound. 

An  Op’ra,  like  an  Oglio,  nicks  the  Age  ; 

Farce  is  the  Haft- Pudding  of  the  Stage. 

For  when  you're  treated  with  indifferent  Cheer, 

Ye  can  difpenfe  with  fender  Stage-Coach  Fare. 

AP afloral s  whipt  Cream;  St/igc-Whims,  mereTrafh; 
And  Tragi-comedy,  half  Fife:  and  Fief  a. 

But  Comedy,  That,  that's  the  darling  Cheer. 

This  T  ight  we  hope  you  ll  an  Inconflant  bear  ; 

/;  ild  Fowl  is  lik'd  in  Play-houfe  all  the  Year. 

Yet  fince  ea.ch  Mind  betrays  a  dijfl rent  Tafle, 

And  ev'ry  Dijb  fcarce  pleafes  ev'ry  Guefl, 

If  aught  you  relijh,  do  not  damn  the  ref. 

This  Favour  crav'd,  up  let  the  Mufeck  ftrike : 

You  re  vselcome  all - Bovs  fall  to,  where  you  like. 
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Written  by  Nathaniel  Rowe ,  Efq; 

And  fpoken  by  Mr.  JVilks. 

FR  O  M  Fletcher’*  great  Original,  to-day 

We  took  the  Hint  of  this  our  Modern  P lay : 

Our  Author,  from  his  Lines,  has  flrove  to  paint 
A  witty,  wild,  inconf  ant,  free  Gallant ; 

With  a  gay  Soul,  with  Senfe,  and  Will  to  rove,  "J 

With  Language,  and  with  Softnefs  fram'd  to  move,  > 
With  little  Truth,  hut  with  a  World  of  Lope.  j 

Such  Forms  on  Maids  in  Morning-Slumbers  wait,  1 
When  Fancy  firfl  inflrudls  their  Hearts  to  heat,  > 

ILTren  firfl  they  wijh,  and figh  for  vjhat  they  know  not  yet .  j 
Frown  not,  ye  Fair,  to  think  your  Lovers  may 
Reach  your  cold  Hearts  by  fome  unguarded  way ; 

Let  Villeroy’*  Misfortune  make  you  wife, 

There's  Danger  fill  in  Darknefs  and  Surprize', 

Tho'  from  his  Rampart  he  defy  d  the  Foe, 

Prince  Eugene  found  an  AqueduB  below. 

With  eafy  Freedom,  and  a  gay  Addrefs, 

A  preffing  Lover  feldom  voants  Succefs  : 

Whilf  the  RefpeBful,  like  the  Greek,  fits  down, 

And  wafis  a  ten  Year's  Siege  before  one  Town. 

For  her  ovon  fake,  let  no  forfaken  Maid, 

Our  Wanderer,  for  want  of  Love,  upbraid. 

Since  'tis  a  Secret,  none  fhou  d  e'er  confefs , 

That  they  have  lof  the  happy  Pow'r  to  plcctfe. 

If  you  fufpect  the  Rogue  inclin'd  to  break, 

Break  firfl,  and  fiwear  you've  tuned  hi?n  off  a  Week  ; 

As  Princes,  when  they  refly  States-men  doubt. 

Before  they  can  furrender,  turn  'em  out. 

What  e'er  you  think,  grave  Ufes  may  be  made , 

And  much,  even  for  Itfeonflancy  be  faid. 

Let  the  good  Man  for  Marriage-Rites  defign'd. 

With  fludious  Care,  and  Diligence  of  Mind,  > 

ci  urn  over  every  Page  of  Woman-kind ;  j 

Mark  every  Senfe,  and  how  the  Readings  vary. 

And,  when  he  knows  the  worfl  on' t,—  -  let  him  marry. 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 


Old  Mirabel,  an  aged  Gent,  of  an' 
odd  Compound,  between  the , 

Peevifhnefs  incident  to  his  Years,  >Mr.  Pinkethman. 
and  his  Fatherly  Fondnefs  to¬ 
wards  his  Son. 


Young  Mirabel,  his  Son. 


Mr.  Wills. 


Captain  Duretete,  an  honeft  good-  "5 

natur’d  Fellow,  that  thinks  him-  >  Mr.  Bullocl. 
felf  a  greater  Fool  than  he  is.  J 


Dugard,  Brother  to  Oriana. 

Petit,  Servant  to  Dugard,  after¬ 
wards  to  his  Siller. 


Mr.  Mills. 


Mr.  Norris. 


WOMEN. 

Oriana,  a  Lady  contracted  to  Mi¬ 
rabel,  who  wou’d  bring  him  to 
Reafon. 

Bifarre,  a  whimfical  Lady  Friend  1  Mn.  Verl  ; 
to  Oriana,  admir  d  by  Duretete.  3  66 

Lamorce,  a  Woman  of  Contri-  \  Mrs  Kcnt. 
vance.  J 

Four  Bravo’s,  two  Gentler^!,  and  two  Ladies. 

Soldiers,  Servants,  and  Attendants. 


■  Mrs.  Rogers. 
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INCONSTANT: 
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The  Way  to  win  him. 


ACT  i. 

SCENE,  The  Street. 

Enter  Dugard,  -and  bis  Man  Petit  in  Riding  Habits. 

j=|g^{?Irrah,  what’s  o’  clock? 

Pet.  Turn’d  of  Eleven,  Sir. 

Dug.  No  more!  We  have  rid  afwinge- 
ing  Pace  from  Nemours  fmce  two  this 
Morning!  Petit,  run  to  Ron[eaus,  and 
befpeak  a  Dinner  at  a  Lewis-d’Or  a  Head, 
to  be  ready  by  one. 

Pet.  How  many  will  there  be  of  you,  Sir  ? 

Dug.  Let  me  fee ;  Mirabel  one,  Duretcie  two,  my 
felf  three - => 


Pet.  And  I  four. 


Dug. 
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Dug.  How  now,  Sir,  at  your  old  travelling  Fami¬ 
liarity  !  V/  hen  abroad,  you  hadfome  Freedom  Jar  want 
of  better  Company;  but  among  my  Friends  at  Paris, 

pray  remember  your  Diftance: - Be  gone,  Sir. — — 

[Exit  Petit.]  This  Fellow’s  Wit  was  ne<feffary  abroad, 
but  he’s  too  cunning  for  a  Domeftick ;  I  mufc  difpofe  of 

him  fome  way  elfe. - Who’s  here?  Old  Mirabel,  and 

my  Sifter !  My  deareft  Sifter ! 

Enter  Old  Mirabel  and  Oriana. 

Or!.  My  Brother!  Welcome. 

Dug.  Monfieur  Mirabel!  I’m  heartily  glad  to  fee 
you. 

Old  M.  Honeft  Mr.  Dugard,  by  the  Blood  of  the 
Mirabels  I’m  your  moll  humble  Servant. 

Dug.  Why,  Sir,  you’ve  call  your  Skin  fure,  you’re 
brilk  and  gay,  lufty  Health  about  you,  no  fign  of  x4ge 
but  your  Silver  Hairs. 

Old  M.  Silver  Hairs !  Then  they  are  Quick-filver 
Hairs,  Sir.  Whilft  I  have  Golden  Pockets,  let  my 
Hairs  be  Silver  an  they  will.  Adsbud,  Sir,  I  can 
dance,  and  ling,  and  drink,  and — no,  I  can’t  wench. 
But  Mr.  Dugard,  no  News  of  my  Son  Bob  in  all  your 
Travels? 

Dug.  Your  Son’s  come  home,  Sir. 

Old  M.  Come  home !  Bob  come  home !  By  the  Blood 
of  the  Blirabcls,  Mr.  Dugard,  what  fay  ye  ? 

Ori.  Mr.  M'lrabel  return’d,  Sir? 

Dug.  He’s  certainly  come,  and  you  may  fee  him 
within  this  Hour  or  two. 

Old  M.  Swear  it,  Mr.  Dugard,  prefently  fwear  it. 

Dug.  Sir,  he  came  to  Town  with  me  this  Morn¬ 
ing,  I  left  him  at  the  Bagnieurs,  being  a  little  difor- 
der’d  after  riding,  and  I  fliall  fee  -him  again  pre¬ 
fently. 

Old  M.  What !  And  he  was  alham’d  to  aft  Bleffmg 
with  his  Boots  on.  A  nice  Dog !  Well,  .and  how  fares 
the  young  Rogue,  ha  ? 

Dug.  A  fine  Gentleman,  Sir.  He’il  be  his  own 
Meflenger. 

Old 
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Old  M.  A  line  Gentleman !  But  is  the  Rogue  like  me 
kill  ? 

Dug.  Why,  yes,  Sir;  he’s  very  like  his  Mother, 
and  as  like  you  as  molt  modern  Sons  are  to  their  Fa¬ 
thers. 

Old  M.  Why,  Sir,  don’t  you  think  that  I  begat 
him  ? 

Dug.  Why,  yes,  Sir;  you  marry’d  his  Mother,  and 
he  inherits  your  Eftate.  He’s  very  like  you,  upon  my 
word.  y 

Ori.  And  pray,  Brother,  what’s  become  of  his  honeil 
Companion,  Duretete? 

Dug.  Who,  the  Captain  ?  The  very  fame  he  went 
abroad ;  he’s  the  only  Frencb-mdn  I  ever  knew  that 
cou’d  not  change.  Your  Son,  Mr.  Mirabel,  is  more 
oblig’d  to  Nature  for  that  Fellow’s  Compofition  than  for 
his  own  :  for  he’s  more  happy  in  Duretete  &  Folly  than 
his  own  Wit.  In  fhort,  they  are  as  infeparable  as 
Finger  and  Thumb,  but  the  firft  Inftance  in  the  World, 
I  believe,  of  Oppofition  in  Friendlhip. 

Old  M.  Very  well ;  will  he  be  home  -to  Dinner, 
think  ye  ? 

Dug.  Sir,  he  has  order’d  me  to  befpeak  a  Dinner  for 
us  at  RouJJeau'  s  at  a  Lewidore  a  Head. 

Old M.  A  Lewidore  a  Head!  Well  faid,  Bob ;  by 
the  Blood  of  the  Mirabels,  Bob's  improved.  But  Mr. 
Dugard,  was  it  fo  civil  of  Bob  to  vilit  Monfieur  Rouf- 
feau  before  his  own  Natural  Father  ?  Eh !  Heark’e, 
Oriana,  what  think  you,  now,  of  a  Fellow  that  can 
eat  and  drink  ye  a  whole  Lewidore  at  a  fitting  ?  He 
muft  be  as  ftrong  a‘s  Hercules ;  Life  and  Spirit  in  abun¬ 
dance.  Before  Gad  I  don’t  wonder  at  thefe  Men  of 
Quality,  that  their  own  Wives  can’c  ferve  ’em.  A 
Lewidore  a  head !  ’tis  enough  to  Hock  the  whole  Na¬ 
tion  with  Baftards,  ’tis  Faith.  Mr.  Dugard,  I  leave 
you  with. your  Sitter.  [Exit. 

Dug.  Well,  Sifter,  I  need  not  afk  you  how  you  do, 
your  Looks  refolve  me;  fair,  tall,  well  ihape’d;  you’re 
almoft  grown  out  of  my  Remembrance. 


Ori. 
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Ori.  Why,  truly  Brother,  I  look  pretty  well,  thank 
Nature  and  my  Toylet ;  I  have  Tcap’d  the  Jaundice, 
Green-ficknefs,  and  the  Smail-pox ;  I  eat  three  Meals 
a  Day,  am  very  merry  when  up,  and  deep  foundly 
when  I’m  down. 

Dug.  But,  Sifter,  you  remember  that  upon  my  going 
abroad  you  wou’d  chufe  this  old  Gentleman  for  your 
Guardian ;  he’s  no  more  related  to  our  Family  than 
Prejler  John ,  and  I  have  no  reafon  to  think  you  mif- 
trufted  my  Management  of  your  Fortune;  therefore, 
pray  be  fo  kind  as  to  tell  me  without  Refervation  the 
true  Caufe  of  making  fuch  a  Choice. 

Ori.  Look’e,  Brother,  you  were  going  a  rambling, 
and  ’twas  proper,  left  I  fliou’d  go  a  rambling  too,  that 
fome-body  fhou’d  take  care  of  me.  Old  Monfieur 
Mirabel  is  an  honeft  Gentleman,  was  our  Father’s 
Friend,  and  has  a  young  Lady  in  his  Houfe,  whofe 
Company  I  like,  and  who  has  chofen  him  for  her 
Guardian  as  well  as  I. 

Dug.  Who,  Madamoifelle  Bifarre  ? 

Ori.  The  fame;  we  live  merrily  together,  with¬ 
out  Scandal  or  Reproach  ;  we  make  much  of  the 
old  Gentleman  between  us,  and  he  takes  care  of  ds ; 
we  eat  what  we  like,  go  to  Bed  when  we  pleafe',  rife 
when  we  will,  all  the  \Veek  we  dance  and  fing,  and 
*  upon  Sundays,  go  firft  to  Church,  and  then  to  the  Play. 

■ - Now,  Brother,  befides  thefe  Motives  for  chufing 

this  Gentleman  for  my  Guardian,  perhaps  T  had  fome 
private  Reafons. 

Dug.  Not  fo  private  as  you  imagine,  Sifter  J  your 
Love  to  young  Mirabel',  no  Secret,  I  can  afliire  you, 
but  fo  public!;,  that  all  your  Friends  are  afham’d  on’t. 

Ori.  O’  my  Word  then,  my  Friends  are  very  bafh- 
ful ;  tho’  I’m  afraid,  Sir,  that  thofe  People  are  not 
afham’d  enough  at  their  own  Crimes,  who  have  fo 
many  Blufhes  to  fpare  for  the  Faults  of  their  Neigh¬ 
bours. 

Dug.  Ay,  but  Sifter,  the  People  fay - 

Ori.  Pfhaw,  hang  the  People,  they’ll  talk  Treafon, 
and  profane  their  Maker;  muft  we  therefore  infer, 
/  that 
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that  our  King  is  a  Tyrant,  and  Religion  a  Cheat  ? 
Look’e,  Brother,  their  Court?  of  Enquiry  is  a  Tavern; 
and  their  Informer,  .Claret:  They  think  as  they  drink, 
and  fwallow  Reputations  like  Leches ;  a  Lady’s  Health 
goes  brifkly  round  with  the  Glafs,  but  her  Honour  is 
loll  in  the  Toad. 

Dug.  Ay,  but  Sifter,  there  is  dill  fomething - 

Oii.  If  there  be  fomething,  Brother,  his  none  of  the 
People’s  fomething ;  Marriage  is  my  thing,  and  I’ll 
dick  to’t. 

Dug.  Marriage  !  Young  Mirabel  marry  !  He’ll  build 
Churches  foor.er;  take  heed,  Sifter,  tho’  your  Ho¬ 
nour  flood  proof  to  his  home-bred  A  Haul  ts,  you  mull 
keep  a  drifter  Guard  for  the  future he  has  now  got 
the  foreign  Air,  and  the  Italian  Softnefs ;  his  Wit’s  im¬ 
prov’d  by  Converfe,  his  Behaviour  finish’d  by  Obferva- 
tion,  and  his  Afliirance  confirm’d  by  Succe/s.  Sifter, 
I  can  allure  you  he  has  made  his  Conquefts ;  and  ’tis 
a  Plague  upon  your  Sex,  to  be  the  fooneft  deceived 
by  thofe  very  Men  that  you  know  have  been  falfe  to 
others, 

Ori.  Then  why  will  you  tell  me  of  his  Conquefts  ? 
For  I  mull  confefs  there  is  no  Title  to  a  Woman’s  Fa¬ 
vour  fo  engaging,  as  the  repute  of  a  handfome  Dilfimu- 
lation ;  there  is  fomething  of  a  Pride  to  fee  a  Fellow  lie 
at  our  Feet,  ■  that  has  triumph’d  over  fo  many ;  and 
then,  I  don’t  know,  we  fancy  he  mull  have  fomething 
extraordinary  about  him  to  pleafe  us,  and  that  we  have 
fomething  .engaging  about  us  to  fecure  him  ;  fo  we  can’t 
be  quiet,  ’till  we  put  our  felves  upon  the  lay  of  being 
both  difappointed. 

Dug.  But  then,  Sifter,  he’s  as  fickle - 

Ori.  For  God’s  fake.  Brother,  tell  me  no  more  of 
his  Faults,  for  if  you  do  I  lhalfrur  mad  for  him  :  Say 
no  more.  Sir,  let  me  but  get  him  into  the  Bands  of 
Matrimony,  I’ll  fpoil  his  wandring,  I  warrant  him. 
I’ll  do  his  Bufinefs  that  way,  never  fear. 

Dug.  Well,  Sifter !  I  won’t  pretend  to  underftand 
the  •  Engagements  between  you  and  your  Lover ;  I 
expect,  when  you  have  need  of  my  Counfel  or  Af- 

ftftance. 
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fiftance,  you  will  let  me  know  more  of  your  Affairs- 
Mirabel  is  a  Gentleman,,  and  as  far  as  my  Honour 
and  Intereft  can  reach,  you  may  command  me  to  the 
furtherance  of  your  Happincfs :  In  the  mean  time, 
Sifter,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  make  you  a  Prefent  of 
another  humble  Servant ;  a  Fellow  that  I  took  up  at 
Lyons,  who  has  ferv’d  me  honeftly  ever  fince . 

Ori.  Then  why  will  you  part  with  him  ? 

Dug.  He  has  gain’d  fo  infuft'erably  on  my  good 
Humour,  that  he’s  grown  too  familiar;  but  the  Fel¬ 
low’s  cunning,  and  may  be  ferviceable  to  you  in  your 
Affair  with  Mirabel.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Petit. 

Well,  Sir,  have  you  been  at  Rouffeau  s  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  Sir,  and  who  fhould  I  find  there,  but  Mr. 
Mirabel  and  the  Captain,  hatching  as  warmly  over  a 

Tub  of  Ice,  as  two  Hen-Pheafants  over  a  Brood.- - 

They  would  let  me  befpeak  nothing,  for  they  had 
din’d  before  I  came. 

Dug.  Come,  Sir,  you  (hall  ferve  my  Sifter,  I  fhall 
ftill  continue  kind  to  you ;  and  if  your  Lady  recom¬ 
mends  your  Diligence  upon  Tryal,  I’ll  ufe  my  Inte- 
reft  to  advance  you ;  you  have  Senfe  enough  to  ex¬ 
pert  Preferment. - Here,  Sirrah,  here’s  ten  Gui¬ 

neas  for  thee,  get  thy  felf  a  Drugget  Suit  and  a  Puff- 

Wig,  and  fo - 1  dub  thee  Gentleman  Ufher. — . 

Sifter,  I  muft  put  my  felf  in  Repair,  you  may  expert 

me  in  the  Evening. - Wait  on  your  Lady  home. 

Petit.  [Exit  Dug. 

Pet.  A  Chair,  a  Chair,  a  Chair. 

Ori.  No,  no.  I’ll  walk  home ;  ’tis  but  next  door. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  a  Lantern,  difco-ver.ing  young  Mirabel  and 
Duretete  rifmg  from  fable. 

Mir.  Welcome  to  Paris  once  more,  my  dear  Cap¬ 
tain;  we  have  eat  heartily,  drank  roundly,  paid  plen¬ 
tifully,  and  let  it  go  for  once.  I  lik’d  every  thing 
but  our  Women,  they  look’d  fo  lean  and  tawdry, 

poor 
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poor  Creatures !  ’Tis  a  lure  fign  the  Army  is  not  paid- 

- Give  me  the  plump  Venetian,  brifk  and  fanguine, 

that  fmiles  upon  me  like  the  glowing  Sun,  and  meets 
my  Lips  like  fparkling  Wine,  her  Perfon  fhining  as 
the  Glafs,  and  Spirit  like  the  foaming  Liquor. 

Dur.  Ah,  Mirabel,  Italy  I  grant  you ;  but  for  our 
Women  here  in  France,  they  are  fuch  thin  Brawn- 
fall’n  Jades,  a  Man  may  as  well  make  a  Bed-fellow 
of  a  Cane-Chair. 

Mir.  France !  A  light  unfeafon’d  Country,  nothing 
but  Feathers,  Foppery,  and  Falhions ;  we’re  fine  in¬ 
deed,  fo  are  our  Coach-Horfes ;  Men  fay  we’re  Cour¬ 
tiers,  Men  abufe  us ;  that  we  are  wife  and  politick, 
non  credo  Seigneur'.  That  our  Women  have  Wit ;  Par¬ 
rots,  mere  Parrots  ;  Afiurance  and  a  good  Memory, 

fets  them  up. - There’s  nothing  on  this  fide  the 

Alps  worth  my  humble  Service  t’ye - Ha  Roma  la 

Santa,  Italy  for  my  Money ;  their  Cuftoms,  Gardens, 
Buildings,  Paintings,  Mufick,  Policies,  Wine  and  Wo¬ 
men!  the  Paradife  of  the  World;- - not  pefter’d 

with  a  parcel  of  precife  old  gouty  Fellows,  that  would 
debar  their  Children  every  Pleafure  that  they  them- 
felves  are  pafl  the  fenfe  of:  commend  me  to  the 
Italian  Familiarity.  Here,  Son,  there’s  Fifty  Crowns, 
go  pay  your  Whore  her  Week’s  Allowance. 

Dur.  Ay,  thefe  are  your  Fathers  for  you,  that  un¬ 
derhand  the  Neceflities  of  young  Men;  not  like  our 
mufly  Dads,  who  becaufe  they  cannot  fifh  themfelves, 
would  muddy  the .  Water,  and  fpoil  the  Sport  of  them 
that  can.  But  now  you  talk  of  the  plump,  what  d’ye 
think  of  a  Dutch  Woman  ? 

Mir.  A  Dutch  Woman,  too  compaft,  nay,  every 
thing  among  ’em  is  fo ;  a  Dutch  Man  is  thick,  a  Dutch 
Woman  is  fquab,  a  Dutch  Horfe  is  round,  a  Dutch 
Dog  is  fhort,.  a  Dutch  Ship  is  broad-bottom’d ;  and, 
in  fnort,  one  wou’d  fwear  the  whole  Products  of  the 
Country  were  call:  in  the  fame  .  Mold  with  their 
Cheefes. 

Dur.  Ay,  but  Mirabel,  you  have  forgot  the  Englijh 
Ladies. 


Mir . 
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Mir.  The  Women  of  England  were  excellent,  did 
they  not  take  Such  unfufierable  pains  to  ruine  what 
Nature  has  made  fo  incomparably  well ;  they  woo’d 
be  delicate  Creatures  indeed,  cca’d  they'  but  thorough¬ 
ly  arrive  at  the  French  Mien,  or  entirely  let  it  a- 
lone ;  for  they  only  ipoil  a  very  good  Air  of  their 
own,  by  an  auk  ward  Imitation  of  .curs :  their  Parlia¬ 
ments  and  our  Taylors  give  Laws  to  their  three  King¬ 
doms.  But  come,  Duretete,  let  us  mind  the  bull  nets 
in  hand ;  Miitrefles,  we  mull  have,  and  muf;  take  up 
with  the  Manufacture  of  the  Place,  and  upon  a  com¬ 
petent  diligence  we  fliall  find  thofe  in  Paris  fliall  match 
the  Italians  from  top  to  toe. 

Dur.  Ay,  Mirabel,  you  will  do  well  enough,  but 
W'hat  will  become  of  your  Friend?  you  know  I  am 
fo  plaguy  baihful,  fo  naturally  an  Afs  upon  thefe  oc- 
cafions,  that— — 

Mir.  Plhaw,  you  mull  be  bolder,  '  Man  :  Travel 
three  Years,  and  bring  home  fuch  a  Baby  as  Balhful- 
nefs!  A  great  lufty  Fellow!  and  a  Soldier!  fye  upon 
it. 

Dur.  Look’e,  Sir,  I  can  vifit,  and  I  can  ogle  a  lit¬ 
tle, - as  thus,  or  thus  now.  Then  I  can  kifs  a- 

bundantly,  and  make  a  fhift  to - but  if  they  chance 

to  give  me  a  forbidding  Look,  as  fome  Women,  you 

know,  have  a  devililh  Call  with  their  Eyes, - —or  if 

they  cry, - what  d’ye  mean  ?  what  d’ye  take  me  for  ? 

Fye,  Sir,  remember  who  I  am.  Sir - A  Perfon  of 

Quality  to  be  us’d  at  this  rate!  Igadl’m  (truck  as  fiat 
as  a  Frying-pan. 

Mir.  Words  o’  courfe!  never  mind  ’em,  turn  you 
about  upon  your  heel  with  a  jante  Air;  hum  out  the 
end  of  an  old  Song ;  cut  a  crofs  caper,  and  at  her  a- 
gain. 

Dur.  [ Imitates  him.']  No  hang  it,  ’twill  never  do, 

- Oons,  what  did  my  Father  mean  by  Licking  me 

up  in  an  Univerfity,'  or  to  think  that  I  Ihou’d  gain  any 
thing  by  my  Head,  in  a  Nation  whole  Genius  lies  all 

in  their  Heels. - Well,  if  ever  I  come  to  have 

Children  of  my  own,  they  fliall  have  the  Education 
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of  the  Country,  they  {hall  learn  to  dance  before  they  can 
walk,  and  be  taught  to  fmg  before  they  can  fpeak. 

Mir.  Come,  come,  throw  off  that  childifh  Humour, 
put  on  Aflurance,  there’s  no  avoiding  it;  {land  all 
Hazards,  thouVt  a  flout  lufly  Fellow,  and  haft  a  good 
Eftate ;  look  bluff',  heflor,  you  have  a  good  Side-box 
Eace,  a  pretty  impudent  Face ;  fo,  that’s  pretty  well. — 
This  Fellow  went  abroad  like  an  Ox,  and  is  return’d 
likeanAfs.  [AJide. 

Dur.  Let  me  fee  now,  how  I  look.  [Pulls  out  a 
Pccket-Glafs,  and  looks  on't.']  A  Side-box  Face,  fay 

you ! —  -  ’’Egad  I  don’t  like  it,  Mirabel. - Fye,  Sir, 

don’t  abufe  your  Friends,  I  cou’d  not  wear  fuch  a  Face 
for  the  beft  Countefs  in  Chriftendom. 

Mir.  Why  can’t  you.  Blockhead,  as  well  as  I  ? 

I?ur.  Why,  thou  haft  Impudence  to  fet  a  good  Face 
upon  anything;  I  wou’d  change  half  my  Gold  for  half 
thy  Brafs,  with  all  my  heart.  Who  comes  here? 
Odfo,  Mirabel , .  your  father ! 

Enter  Old  Mirabel. 

Old  Mir.  Where’s  Bob,  dear  Bob? 

Mir.  Your  Blefling,  Sir. 

Old  M.  My  Blefling !  Dam  ye,  you  young  Rogue ; 
wjiy  did  not  you  come  to  fee  your  Father  firft,  Sir¬ 
rah  ?  My  dear  Boy,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  thee, 

my  dear  Child,  faith - Captain  Duretete,  by  the 

Blood  of  the  Mirabels,  I’m  yours :  Well,  my  Lads, 

ye  look  bravely  ’faith. - Bob,  haft  got  any  Money 

left?  _  r 

Mir.  Not  a  Farthing,  Sir. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  then  I  won’t  gi’thee  a  Soufe. 

Mir.  Sir,  Ididbutjeft,  here’s  ten  Piftoles. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  then  here’s  ten  more ;  I  love  to  be 

charitable  tothofethat  don’t  want  it: - Well,  and 

how  d’ye  like  Italy,  my  Boys? 

Mir.  O  the  Garden  of  the  World,  Sir;  Rome,  Nay 
pies,  Venice,  Milan,  and  a  thoufand  others - all  fines'*  < 

Old  M.  Ay,  fay  you  fo!  And  they  fay,  that  Chid 
art  is  very  fine  too. 


Dur . 
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Dur.  Indifferent,  Sir,  very  indifferent ;  a  very  fcur- 
vy  Air,  the  moil  unwholefome  to  a  French  Conftitution 
in  the  World.  . 

Mir.  Pihaw,  nothing  on’t ;  thefe  rafcally  Gazetteers 
have  mi  (Inform'd  you. 

Old  M.  Mifinform’d  me !  Oons,  Sir,  were  not  we 
beaten  there? 

Mir.  Beaten,  Sir!  the  French  beaten ! 

Old  M.  Why,  how  was  it,  pray,  fweet  Sir  ? 

Mir :  Sir,  the  Captain  will  tell  you. 

Dur.  No,  Sir,  your  Son  will  tell  you. 

Mir.  The  Captain  was  in  the  Action,  Sir. 

Dur.  Your  Son  faw  more  than  I,  Sir,  for  he  was  a 
Looker  on. 

Old  M.  Confound  you  both  for  a  brace  of  Cowards : 
here  are  no  Germans  to  overhear  you ;  why  don’t  ye 
tell  me  how  it  was  ? 

Mir.  Why,  then  you  mud;  know,  that  we  march’d 
up  a  Body  of  the  fined,  braved,  well-drefs’d  Fellow 
in.  the  Univerfe;  our  Commanders  at  the  head  of  uSj 
all  Lace  and  Feather,  and  like  fo  many  Beaux  at  a 

Ball.' - 1  don’t  believe  there  was  a  Man  of ’em  but 

cou’d  dance  a  Charmer,  Morbleu.' 

Old M.  Dance!  very  well,  pretty  Fellows,  FaithJ 

Mir.  We  caper’d  up  to  their  very  Trenches,  and 
there  faw  peeping  over  a  parcel  of  Scare-crow,  Olive- 
colour’d.  Gunpowder  Fellows,  as  ugly  as  the  Devil. 

Dur.  Igad,  I  fhall  never  forget  tire  Looks  of  ’em, 
while  I  have  Breath  to  fetch. 

Mir.  They  were  fo  civil  indeed  as  to  welcome  us 
with  their  Cannon ;  but  for  the  red,  we  found  ’em 
fuch  unmannerly,  rude,  unfociable  Dogs,  that  we 
grew  tir’d  of  their  Company,  and  fo  we  e’en  danc’c 
back  again. 

Old  M.  And  did  ye  all  come  back  ? 

Mir.  No,  two  or  three  thoufand  of  us  day’d  be 
hind. 

Old  M.  Why,  Bob,  why  ? 

Mir.  Pihaw - becaufe  they  cou’d  not  come  tha 

Night.» - But  come.  Sir,  we  were  talking  offome 

thing 
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thing  elfe ;  pray  how  does  your  lovely  Charge,  the  fair 
Oriana  ? 

Old  M.  Ripe,  Sir,  juft  ripe ;  you’ll  find  it  better 
engaging  with  her  than  with  the  Germans,  let  me  tell 

.you. - And  what  wou’d  you  fay,  my  young  Mars, 

if  I  had  a  Venus  for  thee  too  ?  Come,  Bob,  your  A- 
partment  is  ready,  and  pray  let  your  Friend  be  my 
Gueft  too  ;  you  (hall  command  the  Houfe  between  ye, 
and  I’ll  be  as  merry  as  the  beft  of  you. 

Mir.  Bravely  faid.  Father. 

Let  Mifers  bend  their  Age  with  niggard  Cares, 

And  ftarve  themfelves  to  pamper  hungry  Heirs ; 

Who,  living,  Hint  their  Sons  what  Youth  may  crave 
And  make  ’em  revel  o’er  a  Father’s  Grave. 

The  Stock  on  which  I  grew,  does  ftilldifpenfe 
Its  Genial  Sap  into  the  blooming  Branch ; 

The  Fruit,  he  knows,  from  his  own  Root  is  grown. 

And  therefore  fooths  thofe  Paffions  once  his  own. 

The  End  of  the  firft  ACT. 


SCENE,  Old,  Mirabel* s  Houfe. 

Oriana  and  Bifarre. 

Bif  AND  you  love  this  young  Rake,  do  ye  ? 

A  Ori.  Yes.  . 

Bif.  In  fpight  of  all  his  ill  Ufage. 

Ori.  I  can’t  help  it. 

Bif.  What’s  the  matter  wi’  ye  ? 

Ori.  Pfhaw ! 

.  Bif.  Um ! - before  that  any  young,  lying,  fwear- 

flattering,  rakehelly  Fellow,  fhould  play  fuch 
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Tricks  with  me,  I  wou’d  wear  my  Teeth  to  the  flumps 

with  Lime  and  Chalk.— - O  the  Devil  take  all 

your  CaJJandrci  s  and  Cleopatra's  for  me. - Pri¬ 

thee  mind  your  Ayres,  Modes  and  Fafhions ;  your  Stays, 
Gowns,  and  Furbelows.  Heark’e,  my  Dear,  have  you 
got  home  your  Furbelow’d  Smocks  yet  ? 

Ori.  Prithee  be  quiet,  Bifarre ;  you  know,  I  can 
be  as  mad  as  you,  when  this  Mirabel  is  out  of  my 
head. 

Bif.  Pfhaw!  wou’d  he  were  out,  or  in,  or  fome 

way  to  make  you  eafy. - 1  warrant  now,  you’ll 

play  the  fool  when  he  comes,  and  fay  you  love  him ; 
eh ! 

Ori.  Moll  certainly ; - I  can’t  diflemble,  Bi Jarre: 

-- — befides,  ’tis  paft  that,  we’re  contracted. 

Bif.  Contracted!  alack-a-day,  poor  thing.  What, 
you  have  chang’d  Rings,  or  broken  an  old  Broad-piece 
between  you !  Heark’e,  Child,  han’t  you  broke  fome- 
thing  elfe  between  ye? 

Ori.  No,  no,  1  can  affure  you. 

Bif.  Then,  what  d’ye  whine  for  ?  Whillt  I  kept 
that  in  my  power,  I  wou’d  make  a  fool  of  any  Fel¬ 
low  in  France.  Well,  I  mult  confefs,  I  do  love  a 
little  Coquetting  with  all  my  heart !  my  Bufmefs  ihou’d 
be  to  break  Gold  with  my  lover  one  hour,  and  crack 
my  Promife  the  next ;  he  fhou’d  find  me  one  day  with 
a  Prayer-book  in  my  Hand,  and  with  a  Play-book 
another.  Fie  fhou’d  have  my  Confent  to  buy  the 
Wedding-Ring,  and  the  next  moment  wou’d  I  laugh 
in  his  Face. 

Ori.  O  my  Dear,  were  there  no  greater  Tye  upon 
my  Heart,  than  there  is  upon  my  Confcience,  I  wou’d 
foon  throw  the  ContraCl  out  o’  Doors ;  but  the  mif- 
chief  on’t  is,  I  am  fo  fond  of  being  ty’d,  that  I’m 
forc’d  to  be  juft,  and  the  ftrength  of  my  Paflion  keeps 
down  the  Inclination  of  my  Sex.  But  here’s  the  old 
Gentleman. 

Old  M.  Where’s  my  Wenches?  where’s  my  two 
little  Girls?  eh!  Have  a  care,  look  to  your  felves, 

faith, 
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Faith,  they’re  a  coming,  the  Travellers  are  a  coming. 
Well!  which  of  you  two  will  be  my  Daughter  in- 
Lawnow?  Bifarre,  Bifane,  what  fay  you,  Mad-cap? 
Mirabel  is  a  pure  wild  Fellow. 

Bif.  I  like  him  the  worfe, 

Old  M.  You  lye.  Honey,  you  like  him  the  better, 
indeed  you  do :  What  fay  you,  my  t’other  little  Fil¬ 
bert?  eh! 

Ori.  I  fuppofe  the  Gentleman  will  chufe  for  him- 
felf.  Sir. 

Old  M.  Why,  that’s  difcreetly  faid  j  and  fo  he 
(hall. 


Enter  Mirabel  and  Duretete,  they  falute  the  Ladies . 

_  Bob,  heark’e,  you  fhall  marry  one  of  thefe  Girls, 
Sirrah, 

Mir.  Sir,  I’ll  marry  ’em  both,  if  you  pleafe. 

Bif  [Jfde.~]  He’ll  find  that  one  may  ferve  his 

turn. 


Old  M.  Both !  Why,  you  young  Dog,  d’ye  banter 

me? - Come,  Sir,  take  your  Choice. - Duretete , 

you  fhall  have  your  Choice  too  j  but  Robin  fhall  chufs 
firlk  Come,  Sir,  begin. 

Mir.  Well,  I  a’n’t  the  fir  ft  Son  that  has  made  his 
Father’s  Dwelling  a  Baudy-houfe - let  me  fee. 

Old M.  Well!  which  d’ye  like ? 

Mir.  Both. 


Old  M.  But  which  will  you  marry  ? 

Mir.  Neither. 

Old  M.  Neither ! - Don’t  make  me  angry  nr--, 

Bob;  pray  don’t  make  me  angry. - Look’e,  Sirrah, 

f  I  don’t  dance  at  your  Wedding  to-morrow,  I  fhall 
>e  very  glad  to  cry  at  your  Grave. 

Mir.  That’s  a  Bull,  Father. 

_  Old  M.  A  Bull !  Why,  how  now,  ungrateful  Sir, 
lid  I  make  thee  a  Man,  that  thou  ihouldlt  make  me 
Beafl:  ? 


Mir .  Your  Pardon,  Sir,  I  only  meant  your  Expref- 

on. 
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Old 


2  6  The  Inconstant:  <?r. 

Old  M.  Heark’e,  Bob ,  learn  better  Manners  to  your 
Father  before  Strangers :  I  won’t  be  angry  this  time.  — 
-  But  oons,  if  ever  you  do’t  again,  you  Rafcal ;  remem¬ 
ber  what  I  fay.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Pfhaw,  what  does  the  old  Fellow  mean  by  mew¬ 
ing  me  up  here  with  a  couple  of  green  Girls  ?  Come, 
Duretcte,  will  you  go  ? 

Ori.  I  hope,  Mr.  Mirabel,  you  ha’n’t  forgot  — — 

Mir.  No,  no,  Madam,  I  ha’n’t  forgot,  I  have 
brought  you  a  thoufand  little  Italian  Curiofities ;  I’ll 
allure  you.  Madam,  as  far  as  a  hundred  Piftoles  wou’d 
reach,  I  ha’n’t  forgot  the  lead:  Circumftance. 

Ori.  Sir,  you  mifunderdand  me. 

Mir.  Odfo,  the  Relicks,  Madam,  from  Rome.  I  do 
remember  now  you  made  a  Vow  oFChadity  before  my 
departure;  a  Vow  of  Chadity,  or  fomething  like  it; 
was  it  not.  Madam  ? 

Ori.  O  Sir,  I’m  anfwer’d  at  prefent.  [Exit. 

Mir.  She  was  coming  full  mouth  upon  me  with  her 
Contract - Wou’d  I  might  difpatch  t’other. 

Dar.  Mirabel, - -  that  Lady  there,  obferve  her, 

fhe’s  wondrous  pretty,  faith,  and  feems  to  have  but  few 
Words;  I  like  her  mainly  :  fpeak  to  her,  Man,  prithee 
fpeak  to  her. 

Mir.  Madam,  here’s  a  Gentleman,  who  declares — 

Dur.  Madam,  don’t  believe  him,  I  declare  nothing 
— ■  What  the  Devil  do  you  mean,  Man  ? 

Mir.  He  fays.  Madam,  that  you  are  as  beautiful  ai 
an  Angel. 

Dur.  He  tells  a  damn’d  Lye,  Madam ;  I  fay  no  fuel 
thing:  Are  you  mad,  Mirabel ?  Why,  I  lhall  droj 
down  with  fhame. 

Mir.  And  fo.  Madam,  not  doubting  but  your  Lady 
fhip  may  like  him  as  well  as  he  does  you,'  I  think  i 
proper  to  leave  you  together. 

[Going,  Duretete  holds  hitn 

Dur.  Hold,  hold, - why  Mirabel,  Friend,  fur  . 

you  won’t  be  fo  barbarous  as  to  leave  me  alone.  Pri 
thee  fpeak  to  her  for  your  felf,  as  it  were.  Lord 
Lord,  that  a  French-man  fhould  want  Impudence  ? 

Met 
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Mir.  You  look  mighty  demure.  Madam, 
deaf.  Captain. 

Dur.  I  had  much  rather  have  her  dumb. 

Mir.  The  Gravity  of  your  Air,  Madam,  promifes 
fome  extraordinary  Fruits  from  your  Study,  which 
moves  us  with  a  Curiofity  to  enquire  the  Subjeft  of  your 
Ladyihip’s  Contemplation.  Not  a  Word ! 

Dur.  I  hope  in  the  Lord  Ihe’s  fpeechlefs ;  if  fhe  be, 
fhe’s  mine  this  moment.  -  ■■  Mirabel,  d’ye  think  a 
Woman’s  Silence  can  be  natural?- - . 

Bif.  But  the  Forms  that  Logicians  introduce,  and 
which  proceed  from  fimple  Enumeration,  are  dubitable, 
and  proceed  only  upon  admittance - . 

Mir.  Hoyty  toyty !  what  a  plague  have  we  here  ? 
Plato  in  Petticoats ! 

Dur.  Ay,  ay,  let  her  go  on,  Man ;  Ihe  talks  in  my 
own  Mother-Tongue. 

Bif.  ’Tis  expos’d  to  invalidity  from  a  contradictory 
inftance,  looks  only  upon  common  Operations,  and  is 
infinite  in  its  Termination. 

Mir.  Rare  Pedantry. 

Dur.  Axioms !  Axioms !  Self-evident  Principles. 

Bif.  Then  the  Ideas  wherewith  the  Mind  is  preoccu¬ 
py — - - O  Gentlemen,  I  hope  you’ll  pardon  my 

Cogitation;  I  was  involv’d  in  a  profound  Point  ofPhi- 
lofophy ;  but  I  fiiall  difcufs  it  fomewhere  elfe,  being 
fatisfy’d  that  the  Subjeft  is  not  agreeable  to  you  Sparks^ 
that  profefs  the  Vanity  of  the  Times.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Go  thy  way,  good  Wife  Bias :  Do  you  hear’ 
Duretete  ?  Doft  hear  this  flarch’d  piece  of  Auiierity  ? 

Dur.  She’s  mine,  Man ;  file’s  mine :  my  own  Ta¬ 
lent  to  a  T.  I’ll  match  her  in  Dialefts,  faith.  I  was 
feven  Years  at  the  Univerfity,  Man,  nurs’d  up  with 
Barbara,  Celarunt,  Darii,  Ferio,  Baralipton.  Did" 
you  never  know,  Man,  that  .’twas  Metaphyficks  made 
me  an  Afs  ?  It  was,  faith.  Had  Ihe  talk’d  a  word  of 
Singing  Dancing,  Plays,  Falhions,  or  the  like,  I  had 

founder’d  at  the  hrfi:  Step ;  but  as  (he  is- - Mirabel , 

wilh  me  Joy. 
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Mir.  You  don’t  mean  Marriage,  I  hope. 

Dur.  No,  no,  I  am  a  Man  of  more  Honour. 

Mir.  Bravely  refolv’d.  Captain  ;  now  for  thy  Cre¬ 
dit,  warm  me  this  frozen  Snow-ball,  ’twill  be  a  Con- 
queft  above  the  Alps. 

Dur.  But  will  you  promife  to  be  always  near  me  ? 

Mir.  Upon  all  Occafions,  never  fear. 

Dur.  Why  then,  you  lhall  fee  me  in  two  Mo¬ 
ments  make  an  Induction  from  my  Love  to  her 
Hand,  from  her  Hand  to  her  Mouth,  from  her 
Mouth  to  her  Heart,  and  fo  conclude  in  her  Bed, 
Categorimatice. 

Mir.  Now  the  Game  begins,  and  my  Fool  is  en¬ 
ter’d. - But  here  comes  one  to  fpoil  my  Sport ; 

now  fhall  I  be  teiz’d  to  death  with  this  old-falhion’d 
Contrail.  I  fhou’d  love  her  too,  if  I  might  do  it 
my  own  way,  but  lhe’ll  do  nothing  without  Witr 
neffes  forfooth:  I  wonder  Women  can  be  fo  immo- 
deit. 

Enter  Oriana. 

Well,  Madam,  why  d’ye  follow  me  ? 

Ori.  Well,  Sir,  why  do  you  fhun  me  ? 

Mir.  ’Tis  my  Humour,  Madam,  and  I’m  naturally 
fway’d  by  Inclination. 

Ori.  Have  you  forgot  our  Contract,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  All  I  remember  of  that  Contract  is,  that  it 
was  made  fome  three  Years  ago,  and  that’s  enough 
in  Confcience  to  forget  the  reit  on’t. 

Ori.  ’Tis  fufhcient,  Sir,  to  recollect  the  palling  of 
it ;  for  in  that  Circumltance,  I  prefume,  lies  the  force 
of  the  Obligation. 

Mir.  Obligations,  Madam,  that  are  forc’d  upon 
the  Will,  are  no  tye  upon  the  Confcience ;  I  was  a 
Slave  to  my  Paffien  when  I  pafs’d  the  Inftrument,  but 
the  Recovery  of  my  Freedom  makes  the  Contrail 
void. 

Ori.  Sir,  you  can’t  make  that  a  Compulfion  w’hich 
was  your  own  Choice ;  befides.  Sir,  a  Subjedtion  to 
your  own  Defires  has  not  the  Virtue  of  a  forcible 
Conllraint :  And  you  will  find.  Sir,  that  to  plead 

your 
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your  Paflion  for  the  killing  of  a  Man,  will  hardly  exempt 
you  from  the  Juftice  of  the  Punilhment. 

Mir.  And  fo.  Madam,  you  make  the  Sin  of  Mur¬ 
der  and  the  Crime  of  a  Contract  the  very  fame,  be- 
caufe  that  Hanging  and  Matrimony  are  fo  much  a- 
like. 

On.  Come,  Mr.  Mirabel,  thefe  ExprefTions  I  ex¬ 
pected  from  the  Raillery  of  your  Humour,  but  I  hope 
for  very  different  Sentiments  from  your  Honour  and 
Generofity. 

Mir.  Look’e,  Madam,  as  for  my  Generofity,  ’tis 
at  your  Service,  with  all  my  heart :  I’ll  keep  you 
a  Coach  and  fix  Horfes,  if  you  pleafe,  only  permit 
me  to  keep  my  Honour  to  my  felf ;  for  I  can  allure 
you.  Madam,  that  the  thing  called.  Ifonour  is  a  'Cir-" 
cumftance  abfolutely  unnecefferW§h-  a  natural  Corref- . 
pondence  between  Male  and\Fefnale,  and  he’s  a 
Mad-man  that  lays  it  out,  conlidering  its  Scarcity, 
upon  ^  any  fuch  trivial  Occafions.  There’s  Honour 
requir  d  of  us  by  our  Friends,  and  Honour  due  to' 
our  Enemies,  and  they  return  it  to  us  again;  but  I 
never  heard  of  a  Man  that  left  but  an  Inch  of  his 
Honour  in  a  Woman’s  keeping,  that  cou’d  ever  get 
the  leaft  account  on’t.-  -■Conlider,  Madam,  you 

rf  ,n0  among  ye,  and  ’tis  a  main  Point 

of  Policy  to  keep  no  Faith  with  Reprobates - thou 

art  a  pretty  little  Reprobate,  and  fo  get  thee  about  thy 
Bufmefs. 

Ori.  Well,  Sir,  even  all  this  I  will  allow  to  the 
gayety  of  your  Temper ;  your  Travels  have  improv’d 
your  Talent  of  Talking,  but  they  are  not  of  force,  I 
hope,  to  impair  your  Morals. 

Mir.  Morals!  Why  there  ’tis  again  now - 1  tell 

thee.  Child,  there  is  not  the  leaft  occafion  for  Mo¬ 
rals  in  any  Bufmefs  between  you  and  I - Don’t  you 

know  that  of  all  Commerce  in  the  World  there  is  no 
fuch  Cozenage  and  Deceit  as  in  the  Traffick  between 
Man  and  Woman ;  we  ftudy  all  our  Lives  long  how 

to  put  Tricks  upon  one  another - What  is  your  Bu- 

itRefs  now,  from  the  time  you  throw  away  your  Ar- 
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tificlal  Babies,  but  how  to  get  Natural  Ones  with  the 

moft  Advantage?  — - - No  Fowler  lays  abroad  more 

Nets  for  his  Game,  nor  a  Hunter  for  his  Prey,  than  you 

do  to  catch  poor  innocent  Men  - - Why  do  you  fit 

three  or  four  Hours  at  your  Toylet  in  a  Morning,  only 
with  a  villanous  Defign  to  make  fome  poor  Fellow 
a  Fool  before  Night  ?  What  are  your  languiftiing 
Looks,  your  ftudy’d  Airs  and  Affedtations,  but  fo 
many  Baits  and  Devices  to  delude  Men  out  of  their 

dear  Liberty  and  Freedom  ? - What  d’ye  ftgh  for  ? 

What  d’ye  weep  for  ?  What  d’ye  pray  for  ?  Why,  for 
a  Flufband :  that  is,  you  implore  Providence  to  affift 
you  in  the  juft  and  pious  Defign  of  making  the  wifeft 
of  his  Creatures  a  Fool,  and  the  Head  of  the  Creation  a 
Slave. 

0>  i.  Sir,  I  am  proud  of  my  Power,  and  am  refolv’d 
to  ufe  it. 

Mir.  Hold,  hold,  Madam,  not  fo  faft - As  you 

have  Variety  of  Vanities  to  make  Coxcombs  of  us ;  fo 
we  have  Vows,  Oaths,  and  Proteftations,  of  all  forts 
and  fizes,  to  make  Fools  of  you.  As  you  are  very 
ftrange  and  whimfical  Creatures,  fo  we  are  allow’d  as 
unaccountable  ways  of  managing  you.  And  this,  in 
ihort,  my  dear  Creature,  is  our  prefent  Condition,  I 
have  fworn  and  ly’d  brilkly  to  gain  my  Ends  of  you ; 
your  Ladylhip  has  patch’d  and  painted  violently,  to 

gain  your  Ends  of  me - But,  fince  we  are  both  difap- 

pointed,  let  us  make  a  drawn  Battel,  and  part  clear  on 
both  fides. 

Ori.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir ;  give  me  up  my  Con- 
trad!,  and  I’ll  never  fee  your  Face  again. 

Mir.  Indeed  I  won’t,  Child. 

Ori.  What,  Sir,  neither  do  one  nor  t’other  ? 

Mir.  No,  you  fhall  die  a  Maid,  unlefs  you  pleafe  to 
be  otherwife  upon  my  Terms. 

Ori.  What  do  you  intend  by  this.  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Why,  to  ftarve  you  into  Compliance ;  look’e, 
you  fhall  never  marry  any  Man ;  and  you  had  as  good 
let  me  do  you  a  Kindnefs  as  a  Stranger. 

Ori.  Sir,  you’re  a 
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Mir.  What  am  I,  Miftrefs  ? 

Ori.  A  Villain,  Sir. 

Mir.  I’m  glad  on’t. - ■ — I  never  knew  an  honeft 

Fellow  in  my  Life, -  but  was  a  Villain  upon  thefe  Occa¬ 
sions.  ■  ■  Ha’n’t  you  dnEvwl  yo*ir  fslf  how  into  a 

very  pretty  Dilemma  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha !  the  poor  Lady  nas 
made  a  Vow  of  Virginity,  when  fhe  thought  of  making 
a  Vow  for  the  contrary.  Was  ever  poor  Woman  in 
cheated  into  Chaility  ? 

Ori.  Sir,  my  Fortune  is  equal  to  yours,  my  Friends 
as  powerful,  and  both  ihall  be  put  to  the  Tell,  to  do 
me  Juftice. 

Mir.  What !  you’ll  force  me  to  marry  you,  will  ye  ? 

Ori.  Sir,  the  Law  fhall. 

Mir.  But  the  Law  can’t  force  me  to  do  any  thing 
elfe,  can  it  ? 

Ori.  Pihaw,  I  defpife  thee, — —  Monller. 

Mir.  Kifs  and  be  Friends  then-— — Don’t  cry.  Child, 

and  you  ihall  have  your  Sugar-plumb - Come, 

Madam,  d’ye  think  I  could  he  fo  um-cafonable  as  to 
make  you  fait  all  your  Life  long  ?  No,  I  did  but  jeft, 
you  ihall  have  your  Liberty ;  here,  take  your  Contract, 
and  give  me  mine. 

Ori.  No,  I  won’t. 

Mir.  Eh !  What  is  the  Girl  a  Fool  ? 

Ori.  No,  Sir,  you  ihall  find  me  cunning  enough  to 
do  my  felf  Juftice  j  and  fince  I  mull  not  depend  upon 
your  Love,  I’ll  be  reveng’d,  and  force  you  to  marry 
me  out  of  fpight. 

Mir.  Then  I’ll  beat  thee  out  of  fpight ;  make  a  moft 
confounded  Huiband. 

Ori.  O  Sir,  I  ihall  match  ye  :  A  good  Huiband  makes 
a  good  Wife  at  any  time, 

Mir.  I’ll  rattle  down  your  China  about  your  Ears. 

Ori.  And  I’ll  rattle  about  the  City  to  run  you  in 
debt  for  more. 

Mir.  Your  Face-mending  Toylet  ihall  fly  out  of  the 
Window. 

Ori.  And  your  Face-mending  Perriwig  ihall  fly  after 

it. 

B  4  Mir . 
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Mir.  1 11  tear  the  Furbelow  ofr  your  Clothes,  and 
when  you  fwoon  for  Vexation,  you  lha’n’t  have  a 
Penny  to  buy  a  Bottle  of  Harts-horn. 

0/7.  And  you.  Sir,  lhall  have  Hart’s-horn  in  abun¬ 
dance. 

Mir.  PH  keep  as  many  Miftreffes  as  I  have  Coach- 
Horfes. 

Ori.  And  I’ll  keep  as  many  Gallants  as  you  have 
Grooms. 

Mir.  I’ll  lie  with  your  Woman  before  your  Face. 

Ori.  Have  a  care  of  your  Valet  behind  your  back. 

Mir .  But,  fweet  Madam,  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  a 
Divorce. 

Ori.  But,  fweet  Sir,  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  Ali¬ 
mony  ;  fo  divorce  on,  and  fpare  not.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Ay,  that  feparate  Maintenance  is  the  Devil—— • 

there’s  their  Refuge - -o’  my  Confcience,  one 

vou’d  take  Cuckoldom  for  a  meritorious  Aft  ion,  be- 
caufe  the  Women  are  fo  handfomely  rewarded  for’t. 

[Exit- 

SCENE  changes  to  a  large  Parlour  in  the  fame 
Houfe. 

Enter  Duretete  and  Petit. 

Dur.  And  (he’s  mighty  peevilh,  you  fay  ? 

Pet.  O  Sir,  Ihe  has  a  Tongue  as  long  as  my  Leg  } 
and  talks  fo  crabbedly,  you  wou’d  think  (he  always 
fpoke  Welfh. 

Dur.  That’s  an  odd  Language,  methinks,  for  her 
Fhilofophy. 

Pet.  But.  fometimes  Ihe  will  fit  you  half  a  Day  with¬ 
out  fpeaking  a  Word,  and  talks  Oracles  all  the  while 
by  the  Wrinkles  of  her  Forehead,  and  the  Motions  of 
her  Eye-brows. 

Dur.  Nay,  I  lhall  match  her  in  philofophical  Ogles, 
faith ;  that’s  my  Talent :  I  can  talk  belt,  you  mult 
know,  when  I  'fay  nothing. 

Pet.  But  d’ye  ever  laugh,  Sir  ? 

Dur.  Laugh  !  Won’t  fixe  endure  laughing  ? 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Why  (he’s  a  Critick,  Sir,  flhe  hates  a  Jeft,  for 
fear  it  (hould  pleafe  her ;  and  nothing  keeps  her  in 
Humour  but  what  gives  her  the  Spleen.  And  then  for 
'  Logick,  and  all  that,  you  know— — 

Dur.  Ay,  ay,  I’m  prepar’d,  I  have  been  prattiflng 
hard  Words,  and  no  Senfe,  this  Hour,  to  entertain 
her. 

Pet.  Then  place  your  felf  behind  this  Skreen,  that 
you  may  have  a  view  of  her  Behaviour  before  you 
begin. 

Dur.  I  long  to  engage  her,  left  I  fhou’d  forget  my 
Leffon. 

Pet.  Here  ftie  comes,  Sir,  I  muft  fly. 

[Exit  Pet.  and  Dur.  funds peeping  behind  the  Curtain . 

Enter  Bifarre  and  Maid .■ 

Bif.  [With  a  Book.']  P(haw,  hang  Books,  they  four 
our  Temper,  fpoil  our  Eyes,  and  ruin  our  Complexi- 
I  ons.  [Throws  away  the  Book. 

Dur.  Eh!  the  Devil  fuch  a  Word  there  is  in  all 
Arijiotlc. 

Bif.  Come,  Wench,  let’s  be  free,  call  in  the  Fiddle, 
there’s  no  body  near  us. 

Enter  Fiddler. 

Dvr.  Wou’d  to  the  Lord  there  was  not. 

Bif.  Here,  Friend,  a  Minuet  1 - quicker  Time ;  ha 

—wou’d  we  had  a  Man  or  two. 

Dur.  [dealing  away.]  You  fhall  have  the  Devil 
fooner,  my  dear  dancing  Philofopher. 

Bif.  Uds  my  Life!  —  Here’s  one. 

[Runs  to  Dur.  and  hales  him  back. 

Dur.  Is  all  my  learned  Preparation  come  to  this  ? 

Bif.  Come,  Sir,  don’t  be  afham’d,  that’s  my  good 

Boy - you’re  very  welcome,  we  wanted  fuch  a  one 

- :Come,  ftrike  up - 1  know  you  dance  well,  Sir, 

you’re  finely  fhape’d  for’t — Come,  come,  Sir;  quick, 
quick,  you  mifs  theTime  elfe. 

Dur .  But,  Madaqj,  I  come  to  talk  with  you. 

B'5  Bif 
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Bif  Ay,  ay,  talk  as  you  dance,  talk  as  you  dance, 
come. 

Dur.  But  we  were  talking  of  Diale  flicks. 

Bif-  Hang  Dialeflicks - Mind  the  time - quicker. 

Sirrah,  [To  the  Tidier !\  Come,- .  and  how  d’ye  find 

your  felt  now,  Sir  ? 

Dur.  In  a  fine  breathing  Sweat,  Doflor. 

Bif  All  the  better.  Patient,  all  the  better ;  —  ■■■— » 
Come,  Sir,  fing  now,  fing,  I  know  you  fing  well ; 

I  fee  you  have  a  finging  Face ;  a  heavy  dull  Sonato 
Face. 

Dur.  Who,  I  fing? 

Bif.  O  you’re  model!,  Sir - but  come,  fit  down, 

clofer,  clofer.  Here,  a  Bottle  of  Wine - Come, 

Sir,  fa,  la,  la ;  fing,  Sir. 

Dur.  But,  Madam,  I  came  to  talk  with  you. ' 

Bif  O  Sir,  you  lhall  drink  firll.  Come,  fill  me  a 
Bumper - here.  Sir,  blefs  the  King. 

Dur.  Wou’d  I  were  out  of  his  Dominions.——— 
By  this  Light,  lhe’11  make  me  drunk  too. 

Bif.  O  pardon  me,  Sir, '  you  lhall  do  me  right,  fill  ft 

higher. - Now,  Sir,  can  you  drink  a  Health  under 

y our  Leg  ? 

Dur.  Rare  Philofophy  that,  Faith. 

Bif.  Come,  off  with  it,  to  the  bottom. - Noto 

how  d’ye  like  me.  Sir  ? 

Dur.) O,  mighty  well,  Madam. 

Bif.  You  fee  how  a  Woman’s  Fancy  varies,  fom&s 
times  fplenetick  and  heavy,  then  gay  and  frolickfome. 
- - And  how  d’ye  like  the  Humour  ? 

Dur.  Good  Madam,  let  me  fit  down  to  anfwer  you, 
for  I  am  heartily  tir’d. 

Bif  Fye  upon’t ;  a  young  Man,  and  tir’d !  up  for 

ihame,  and  walk  about,  Aflion  becomes  us  - - a  little 

feller,  Sir. — What  d’ye  think  now  of  my  Lady  La  Pale, 
and  Lady  Coquet,  the  Duke’s  fair  Daughter  ?  Ha  1  Are 
they  not  brifk  Laffes  ?  Then  there  is  black  Mrs.  Bellair , 
and  brown  Mrs.  Bel/face. 

Dur.  They  are  all  Strangers  to  me.  Madam. 
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Bif.  But  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,'  that  brown  is  not  al¬ 
ways  defpicable - O  Laird,  Sir,  if  young  Mrs. 

Bagatell  had  kept  her  felf  lingle  ’till  this  time  o’  day, 
what  a  Beauty  there  had  been !  And  then,  you  know, 
the  charming  Mrs.  Monkey  love ,  the  fair  Gem  of  St. 
Germains. 

Dur.  Upon  my  Soul,  I  don’t. 

Bif.  And  then  you  muft  have  heard  of  the  Bnglijh 
Beau,  Spleenamore,  how  unlike  a  Gentleman  — — 

Dur.  Hey - not  a  Syllable  on’t,  as  I  hope  to  be 

fav’d.  Madam. 

Bif.  No !  Why  then  play  me  a  Jig  ;  come.  Sir. 

Dur.  By  this  Light  I  cannot ;  faith.  Madam,  I  have 
fprain’d  my  Leg. 

Bif  Then  fit  you  down.  Sir ;  and  now  tell  me  what’s 
your  Bufinefs  with  me  ?  What’s  your  Errand  ?  Quick, 
quick,  difpatch - Odfo,  may  be  you  are  fome  Gen¬ 

tleman^  Servant,  that  have  brought  me  a  Letter,  ox  a 
Haunch  of  Venifon. 

Dur.  ’Sdeath,  Madam,  do  I  look  like  a  Carrier- ? 

Bif.  O ;  cry  you  mercy,  I  faw  you  juft  now,  I 
miftook  you,  upon  my  Word :  you  are  one  of  the  tra¬ 
velling  Gentlemen - and  pray,  Sir,  how  do  all  our 

impudent  Friends  in  Italy  ? 

Dur.  Madam,  I  came  to  wait  on  you  with  a  more 
ferious  Intention  than  your  Entertainment  has  an- 
fwer’d. 

Bif  Sir,  your  Intention  of  waiting  on  me  was  the 
greateft  Affront  imaginable,  howe’er  your  Expref- 
fions  may  turn  it  to  a  Complement :  Your  Vifit,  Sir, 
was  intended  as  a  Prologue  to  a  very  fcurvy  Play,  of 
which  Mr.  Mirabel  and  you  fo  handfomely  laid  the 
Plot  — - —  Marry!  No,  no,  I'tn  a  Man  of  more  Honour. 
Where’s  your  Honour  ?  Where’s  your  Courage  now  ? 
Ads  my  Life,  Sir,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  kick  you 

• - Go,  go  to  your  Fellow-Rake  now,  rail  at  my 

Sex,  -and  get  drunk  for  Vexation,  and  write  a  Lam¬ 
poon  "  #  ■  But  I  muft  have  you  to  know.  Sir,  that  my 
Reputation  is  above  the  Scandal  of  a  Libel,  my  Vir¬ 
tue  is  fufticiently  approv’d  to  thofe  whofe  Opinion  is 

my 
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my  Intereft :  And  for  the  reft,  let  them  talk  what  they 
will ;  for  when  I  pleafe  I’ll  be  what  I  pleafe,  in  fpight 
of  you  and  all  Mankind :  and  fo,  my  dear  Man  of 
Honour,  if  you  be  tir’d,  con  over  this  Leflon,  and  fit 
there  till  I  come  to  you.  [Runs  off. 

Dur.  Turn  ti  dum.  [Sings Ha,  ha,  ha.  Ads  my 

Life!  1  husve  a  great  ?nitid  to  kick  you  ! - Oons  and 

Confufion !  [Starts  up.~]  Was  ever  Man  fo  abus’d  m 
Ay,  Mirabel  fet  me  on. 

Enter  Petit. 

Pet.  Well,  Sir,  how  d’ye  find  your  felf? 

Dur.  You  Son  of  a  nine-ey’d  Whore,  d’ye  come  to 
abufe  me  ?  I’ll  luck  you  with  a  vengeance,  you  Dog. 

[Petit  runs  off,  and  Dur.  after  him. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  continues. 


Old  Mirabel  and  the  Young. 

Old  M.  T|_i  OB,  come  hither,  Bob. 

IJ  Mir.  Your  Pleafure,  Sir? 

Old  M-  Are  not  you  a  great  Rogue,  Sirrah  ? 

Mir.  That’s  a  little  out  of  my  Comprehenfion,  Sir  ; 
for  I’ve  heard  fay,  that-I  refemble  my  Father. 

Old  M.  Your  Father  is  your  very  humble  Slave - 

I  tell  thee  what,  Child,  thou  art  a  very  pretty  Fel¬ 
low,  and  I  love  thee  heartily;  and  a  very  great  Vil¬ 
lain,  and  I  hate  thee  mortally. 

Mir.  Villain,  Sir!  Then  I  muft  be  a  very  impudent 
one,  for  I  cjn't  recoiled!  any  Paflage  of  my  Life  that 
I’m  alham’d  of. 

OldM.  Come  hither,  my  dear  Friend;  doft  fee 
this  Piflure  ?  [ Shews  him  a  little  Bitlure. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Oriana's  ?  Plhaw ! 

Old  M.  What,  Sir,  won’t  you  look  upon’ t? 

Bob,  dear  Bob,  prithee  come  hither  now  — ■ — -  Do  ft 
want  any  Money,  Child  ? 

Mir.  No,  Sir.  _ 

Old  M.  Why  "then  here’s  feme  for  thee ;  come 

here  now - — How  canft  thou  be  fo  hard-hearted, 

an  unnatural,  unmannerly  Rafcal  (don’t  miftake  me. 
Child,  1  a’n’t  angry)  as  to  abufe  this  tender,  lovely, 

good-natur’d  dear  Rogue? - -Why,  flje  fighs  for 

thee,  and  cries  for  thee,  pouts  for  thee,  and  fnubs 
for  thee,  the  poor  little  Heart  of  it  is  like  to  burft 

- - Come,  my  dear  Boy,  be  good-natur’d  like  your 

nown  Father,  be  now - and  then  fee  here,  read 

this - the  Effigies  of  the  lovely  Oriana,  with  ten 

thoufand  Pound  to  her  Portion - ten  thoufand  Pound, 

you  Dog ;  ten  thoufand  Pound,  you  Rogue ;  how  dare 
you  refufe  a  Lady  with  tep  thoufand  Pound,  you  im¬ 
pudent  R  afcal  ? 

Mir.  Will  you  hear  me  fpeak,  Sir  ? 

Old  M.  Hear  you  fpeak.  Sir !  If  you  had  ten  thou¬ 
fand  Tongues,  you  cou’d  not  out-talk  ten  thoufand 
Pound,  Sir. 

Mir.  Nay,  Sir,  if  you  won’t  heSu-  me  I’ll  be  gone. 
Sir !  I’ll  take  Poft  for  Italy  this  Moment. 

Old M.  Ah!  the  Fellow  knows  I  won’t  part  with 
him.  Well,  Sir,  what  have  you  to  fay  ? 

Mir.  The  univerfal  Reception,  Sir,  that  Marriage 
has  had  in  the  World,  is  enough  to  fix  it  for  a  pub- 
lick  Good,  and  to  draw  every  body  into  the  Com¬ 
mon  Caufe ;  but  there  are  fome  Conftitutions,  like 
fome  Inftruments,  •  fo  peculiarly  fingular,  that  they 
make  tolerable  Mufick  by  themfelves,  but  never  do 
well  in  Confort. 

Old  M.  Why  this  is  Reafon,  I  mull  confefs,  but 
yet  ’tis  Nonfenfe  too ;  for  tho’  you  ihould  reafon  like 
an  Angel,  if  you  argue  your  felf  out  of  a  good  Eftate 
you  talk  like  a  Fool. 
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Mir.  But,  Sir,  if  you  bribe  me  into  Bondage  with 
the  Riches  of  Crcefus,  you  leave  me  but  a  Beggar  for 
want  of  my  Liberty. 

Old  M.  Was  ever  fuch  a  perverfe  Fool  heard  ? 
’Sdeath,  Sir,  why  did  I  give  you  Education  ?  Was  it  to 
difpute  me  out  of  my  Senfes  ?  Of  what  Colour  now  is 
the  Head  of  this  Cane?  You’ll  fay  ’tis  white,  and,  ten 

to  one,  make  me  believe  it  too - 1  thought  that  young 

Fellows  lludy’d  to  get  Money. 

Mir.  No,  Sir,  I  have  ftudy’d  to  defpife  it;  my 
Reading  was  not  to  make  me  rich,  but  happy.  Sir. 

Old  M.  There  he  has  me  agen  now.  But,  Sir,  did 
not  I  marry  to  oblige  you  ? 

Mir.  To  oblige  me,  Sir,  in  what  refpeft  pray  ? 

OldM.  Why,  to  bring  you  into  the  World,  Sir; 
wa’n’t  that  an  Obligation  ? 

Mir.  And  becaule  I  wou’d  have  it  kill  an  Obligation, 
I  avoid  Marriage. 

Old  M.  How  is  that.  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Becaufe  I  wou’d  not  curfe  the  hour  I  was 
bom. 

Old  M.  Look’e,  Friend,  you  may  perfuade  me  out 
of  my  Defigns,  but  I’ll  command  you  out  of  yours ; 
and  tho’  you  may  convince  my  Reafon  that  you  are 
in  the  right,  yet  there  is  an  old  Attendant  of  Sixty- 
three,  call’d  Pofitivenefs,  which  you,  nor  all  the  Wits 
in  Italy ,  fha.ll  ever  be  able  to  fhake ;  fo  Sir,  you’re 
a  Wit,  and  I’m  a  Father ;  you  may  talk,  but  I’ll  be 
obey’d. 

Mir.  This  it  is  to  have  the  Son  a  finer  Gentleman 
than  the  Father ;  they  firll  give  us  Breeding  that  ;.ey 
don’t  underkand,  then  they  turn  us  out  of  doors  ’caule 
we  are  wifer  than  themfeives.  But  I’m  a  little  afore- 
hand  with  the  old  Gentleman.  \_JJidc.']  Sir,  you  have 
been  pleas’d  to  fettle  a  thoufand  Pound  Sterling  a  Year 
upon  me;  in  return  of  which,  I  have  a  very  great 
Honour  for  you  and  your  Family,  and  fhall  take  care 
that  your  only  and  beloved  Son  fhall  do  nothing  to 
make  him  hate  his  Father,  or  to  hang  hitnfeli  So, 
dear  Sir,  I’m  your  very  humble  Servant.  [ .  <>;  »W. 

Old 
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Old M.  Here,  Sirrah,  Rogue,  Bob,  Villain! 

Enter  Dugard. 

Dug.  Ah,  Sir,  ’tis  but  what  he  deferves. 

Old  M.  ’Tis  falfe,  Sir,  he  don’t  deferve  it :  what 
have  you  to  fay  againft  my  Boy,  Sir  ? 

Dug.  I  lhall  only  repeat  your  own  Words. 

Old  M.  What  have  you  to  do  with  my  Words  ?  I 
have  fwallow’d  my  Words  already  ;  I  have  eaten  them 
up,  and  how  can  you  come  at  ’em,  Sir  ? 

Dug.  Very  eafily,  Sir :  ’Tis  but  mentioning  your 
injur’d  Ward,  and  you  will  throw  them  up  again  im¬ 
mediately. 

Old  M.  Sir,  your  Sifter  was  a  foolifh  young  Flirt  to 
truft  any  fuch  young,  deceitful,  rake-helly  Rogue,  like 
him. 

Dug.  Cry  you  mercy,  old  Gentleman,  I  thought  we 
fhou’d  have  the  Words  again. 

Old  M.  And  what  then  ?  ’Tis  the  way  with  young 
Fellows  to  flight  old  Gentlemen’s  Words,  you  never 

mind  ’em  when  you  ought. - I  fay,  that  Bob' s  an 

honeft  Fellow,  and  who  dares  deny  it  ? 

Enter  Bifarre. 

Bif.  That  dare  I,  Sir : - 1  fay,  that  your  Son 

is  a  wild,  foppiih,  whimiical,  impertinent  Coxcomb  ; 
and  were  I  abus’d  as  this  Gentleman’s  Sifter,  I  wou’d 
make  it  an  Italian  Quarrel,  and  poifon  tire  whole 
Family. 

Dug.  Come,  Sir,  ’tis  no  time  for  trifling,  my  Sifter 
is  abus’d ;  you  are  made  fenfible  of  the  Affront,  and 
your  Honour  is  concern’d  to  fee  her  redrefs’d. 

Old  M.  Look’e,  Mr.  Dugard,  good  Words  go  far- 
theft.  I  will  do  your  Sifter  juftice,  but  it  muft  be  after 
my  own  rate,  no  body  muft  abufe  my  Son  but  my  felft. 
For  altho’  Robin  be  a  fad  Dog,  yet  ire’s  no  body’s  Puppy 
but  my  own. 

Bif.  Ay,  that’s  my  fweet-natur’d,  kind  old  Gentle¬ 
man - [Wheedling  bim.~\  We  will  be  good  then,  if 

you’ll  join  with  us  in  the  Plot- 
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Old  M.  Ah,  you  coaxing  young  Baggage,  what  Plot 
can  you  have  to  wheedle  a  Fellow  of  Sixty-three? 

Bif  A  Plot  that  Sixty-three  is  only  good  for,  to 
bring  other  People  together,  Sir,  and  you  muft  aft 
the  Spaniard,  ’caufe  your  Son  will  leak  fufpeft  you ; 
and  if  he  fhou’d,  your  Authority  protefts  you  from 
a  Quarrel,  to  which  Oriana  is  unwilling  to  expofe  her 
Brother. 

Old  M.  And  what  part  will  you  aft  in  the  Bufinefs, 
Madam  ? 

Bif.  Myfelf,  Sir  j  my  Friend  is  grown  a  perfeft 
Changeling  :  thefe  foolilh  Hearts  of  ours  fpoil  our 
Heads  prefently ;  the  Fellows  no  fooner  turn  Knaves, 
but  we  turn  Fools:  But  I  am  kill  myfelf,  and  he  may 
expeft  the  molt  fevere  Ufage  from  me,  ’caufe  I  neither 
love  him,  nor  hate  him.  [Exit. 

Old  M.  Well  faid,  Mrs.  Paradox  ;  but.  Sir,  who 
mull  open  the  matter  to  him  ? 

Dug.  Petit,  Sir,  who  is  our  Engineer-General.  And 
here  he  comes. 

Enter  Petit. 

Pet.  O  Sir,  more  Difcoveries;  are  all  Friends  about 
us? 

Dug.  Ay,  ay,  fpeak  freely. 

Pet.  You  mult  know,  Sir— — — od’s  my  Life, 

I’m  out  of  breath;  you  mult  know.  Sir, - you  muft 

know - 

Old  M.  What  the  Devil  mull  we  know,  Sir  ? 

Pet.  That  I  have  [ Pants  and  blows]  brib’d,  Sir, 
brib’d - your  Son’s  Secretary  of  State. 

Old  M.  Secretary  of  State! - who’s  that,  for 

Heav’n-’-s  fake  ?  ' 

Pet.  His  Valet-de-Chambre,  Sir:  You  mult  know, 
Sir,  that  the  Intrigue  lay  folded  up  with  his  Mailer’s 
Clothes,  and  when  he  went  to  dull  the  Embroider'd 
Suit,  the  Secret  flew  out  of  the  right  Pocket  of  his  Coat, 
in  a  whole  fwarm  of  your  Crambo-Songs,  lhor  Mooted 
Odes,  and  long-legg’d  Pindaricks. 

,  OldM.  Impolhble! 

'  Pet. 
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Pet.  Ah,  Sir,  he  has  lov’d  her  all  along  ;  there  was 
Oriana  in  every  Line,  but  he  hates  Marriage:  Now, 
Sir,  this  Plot  will  ftir  up  his  Jealoufy,  and  we  fhall 
know  by  the  ftrength  of  that  how  to  proceed  farther. 
Come,  Sir,  let’s  about  it  with  fpeed. 

’Tis  Expedition  gives  our  King  the  fway  ; 

For  Expedition  too  the  French  give  way  ; 

Swift  tu attack,  or  fwift  to  run  away.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Bifarre,  pajjing  cartlefsly  by  one 
_  another.  , 

Bif.  [Afided]  I  wonder  what  (he  can  fee  in  this  Fellow 
to  like  him. 

Mir.  [Afide.E]  I  wonder  what  my  Friend  can  fee  i« 
this  Girl  to  admire  her  ? 

Bif.  [ AJide .]  A  wild,  foppifh,  extravagant  Rake- 
hell. 

Mir.  [  AJide. A  light,  whimfical,  impertinent  Mad- 
Cap. 

Bif.  Whom  do  you  mean.  Sir  J 

Mir .  Whom  do  you  mean,  Madam? 

Bif.  A  Fellow  that  has  nothing  left  to  re-eftablifh 
him  for  a  human  Creature,  but  a  prudent  Refolution  to 
hang  himfelf. 

Mir.  There  is  a  way.  Madam,  to  force  me  to  that 
Refolution. 

Bif.  I’ll  do’t  with  all  my  heart. 

Mir.  Then  you  mull  marry  me. 

Bif.  Look’e,  Sir,  don’t  think  your  ill  Manners  to 
me  lhall  excufe  your  ill  Ufage  of  my  Friend;  nor  by 
fixing  a  Quarrel  here,  to  divert  my  Zeal  for  the  abfent : 
for  I  am  relolv’d,  nay,  I  come  prepar’d  to  make  you  a 
Panegyrick,  that  fhall  mortify  your  Pride  like  any  mo¬ 
dern  Dedication. 

Mir.  And  I,  Madam,  like  a  true  modern  Patron, 
fhall  hardly  give  you  thanks  for  your  trouble. 

Bif.  Come,  Sir,  to  let  you  fee  what  little  Founda¬ 
tion  you  have  for  your  dear  Sufficiency,  I’ll  take  you 
to  pieces. 


Mir. 
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Mir.  And  what  piece  will  you  chufe  r 

Bif.  Your  Heart,  to  be  fure ;  ’caufe  I  fhou’d  get  pre- 
fently  rid  on’t  j  your  Courage  I  wou’d  give  to  a  Heftor, 
your  Wit  to  a  lewd  Play-maker,  your  Honour  to  an 
Attorney,  your  Body  to  the  Physicians,  and  your  Soul 
to  its  Mailer. 

Mir.  I  had  the  oddeil  Dream  lail  Night  of  the 
Dutchefs  of  Burgundy,  methought  the  Furbelows  of  her 
Gown  were  pinn’d  up  fo  high  behind,  that  I  cou’d  not 
fee  her  Head  for  her  Tail. 

Bif.  The  Creature  don’t  mind  me!  Do  you  think, 
Sir,  that  your  humorous  Impertinence  can  divert  me  ? 
No,  Sir,  I’m  above  any  Pleafure  that  you  can  give, 
but  that  of  feeing  you  miferable.  And  mark  me. 
Sir,  my  Friend,  my  injur’d  Friend  ihall  yet  be  dou¬ 
bly  happy,  and  you  ihall  be  a  Huiband  as  much  as 
the  Rites  of  Marriage,  and  the  Breach  of  ’em  can 
make  you.  [Here  Mir.  pulls  out  a  Virgil,  and  reads 

to  himfelf  ’while  Jhe  fpeaks . 

Mir.  [Reading]  _/^/  Regina  dnlos,  ( fuis  fallere  pofjit 
amantem  f  ) 

Diffmulare  etiam  fpera.fi,  perfde,  tantum  [Very  true. 

Fojfe  nefas. 

By  your  Favour,  Friend  Virgil,  ’twas  but  a  rafcal- 
ly  trick  of  your  Hero  to  forfake  poor  Pug  fo  inhu¬ 
manly. 

Bif.  I  don’t  know  what  to  fay  to  him.  The  Devil 
—  V  ■  what’s  Virgil  to  us,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Very  much,  Madam,  the  moil  a-propo  in  the 
World - for,  what  ihou’d  I  chop  upon,  but  the  ve¬ 

ry  Place  where  the  perjur’d  Rogue  of  a  Lover  and 
the  forfaken  Lady  are  battelling  it  tooth  and  nail  ? 
Come,  Madam,  fpend  your  Spirits  no  longer,  we’ll 
take  an  eaiier  method :  I’ll  be  JEneas  now,  and  you 
{hall  be  Dido,  and  we’ll  rail  by  Book.  Now  for  you. 
Madam  Dido. 


Nec 
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Nec  te  nojler  amor ,  nec  te  data  dextera  quondam , 

Nec  Moritura  tenet  crudeli  funere  Dido ■  ■  ■  — 

Ah  poor  Dido  !  \Looking  at  her • 

Bif  Rudenefs,  Affronts,  Impatience!  I  cou’d  al- 
moft  ftart  out  even  to  Manhood,  and  want  but  a  Wea¬ 
pon  as  long  as  his  to  fight  him  upon  the  fpot.  WJjat 
(hall  I  fay  ? 

Mir.  Now  ffie  rants. 

tfua  quibus  anteferam  ?  jam  jam  nec  Maxima  JuM. 

Bif.  A  Man!  No,  the  Woman’s  Birth  was  fpirited 
away. 

Mir.  Right,  right,  Madam,  the  very  Words. 

Bif.  And  Come  pernicious  Elf  left  in  the  Cradle  with 
human  Shape  to  palliate  growing  Mifchief. 

\Both /peak  together ,  and  raife  tbeir  Voices  by  degrees 

Mir.  Berfide ,  fed  duris  genuit  te  Cautibus  horrent 

Caucafus,  Hyrcanaque  admorunt  Ubera  Tigres . 

Bif  Go,  Sir,  fly  to  your  Midnight  Revels.— 

Mir.  [Excellent]  I fequere  Italiam  eventisl  pete  regna 
per  undas, 

Spero  equidem  mediis,  ft  quid  pia  Numina  poffunt. 

[  Together  again. 

Bif  Converfe  with  Imps  of  Darknefs  of  your  make, 
your  Nature  ftarts  at  Juftice,  and  fhivers  at  the  touch 
of  Virtue.  Now  the  Devil  take  his  Impudence,  he 
vexes  me  fo,  I  don’t  know  whether  to  cry  or  laugh  at 
him. 

Mir.  Bravely  perform’d,  my  dear  Lybian ;  I’ll  write 
the  Tragedy  of  Dido,  and  you  fhall  aft  the  Part :  But 
you  do  nothing  at  all,  unlefs  you  fret  your  felf 
j  into  a  Fit ;  for  here  the  poor  Lady  is  ftifled  with  Va¬ 
pours,  drops  into  the  Arms  of  her  Maids;  and  the 

cruel 
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cruel,  barbarous,  deceitful  Wanderer,  is  in  the  very 
next  Line  call’d  Pious  JEneas ■■  ■  'There’s  Authority 
for  ye. 

Sorry  indeed  JEneas  Hood 
To  fee  her  in  a  Pout  ; 

But  J  ove  himfelf,  who  ne’er  thought  good 
To  flay  a  fecond  Bout, 

Commands  him  off  with  all  his  Crew, 

And  leaves  poor  Dy,  as  I  leave  you.  [Puns  off. 


Bif.  Go  thy  ways,  for  a  dear,  mad,  deceitful,  a- 
greeable  Fellow.  O’  my  Confcience  I  mull  excufe 
Or i ana : 

That  Lover  foon  his  angry  Fair  difarms, 

Whofe  Slighting  pleafes,  and  whofe  Faults  are 
Charms. 


Enter  Petit,  runs  about  to  every  Door,  and  knocks. 
Pet.  Mr.  Mirabel!  Sir,  where  are  you?  no  where 
to  be  found  ? 

Enter  Mirabel. 


Mir.  What’s  the  matter.  Petit? 

Pet.  Moll  critically  met.-— —Ah,  Sir,  that  one 


who  has  follow’d  the  Game  fo  long,  and  brought  the 
poor  Hare  juft  under  his  Paws,  Ihould  let  a  Mungrel 
Cur  chop  in,  and  run  away  with  the  Pufs. 

Mir.  If  your  Worfhip  can  get  out  of  your  Alle¬ 
gories,  be  pleas’d  to  tell  me  in  three  Words  what  you 
mean. 

Pet.  Plain,  plain,  Sir.  Your  Miftrefs  and  mine  is 
going  to  be  marry ’d. 

Mir.  I  believe  you  lye,  Sir. 

Pet.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir.  [Going. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  Petit.  Marry’d,  fay  you  ? 

Pet.  No,  Sir,  ’tis  no  matter;  I  only  thought  to  do 
you  a  Service,  but  I  lhall  take  care  how  I  confer  my 
Favours  for  the  future. 

Mir.  Sir,  I  beg  you  ten  thoufand  Pardons. 

[Bowing  l mu. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  ’Tis  enough,  Sir.— —I  come  to  tell  you,  Sir, 
that  Oriana  is  this  Moment  to  be  facrific’d  j  marry'd 
paft  Redemption. 

Mir.  I  underftand  her,  fhe'll  take  a  Hulband  out 
of  fpight  to  me,  and  then  out  of  love  to  me  Ihe  will 
make  him  a  Cuckold ;  ’tis  ordinary  with  Women  to 
marry  one  Perfon  for  the  fake  of  another,  and  to  throw 
themfelves  into  the  Arms  of  one  they  hate,  to  fecure 
their  Pleafure  with  the  Man  they  love.  But  who  is  the 
happy  Man? 

Petit.  A  Lord,  Sir. 

Mir.  I’m  her  Ladylhip’s  molt  humble  Servant ;  a 
Train  and  a  Title,  hey !  room  for  my  Lady’s  Coach, 
a  front  Row  in  the  Box  for  her  Ladylhip  ;  Lights, 
Lights  for  her  Honour.—— — Now  mult  I  be  a  con- 
ilant  Attender  at  my  Lord’s  Levee,  to  work  my  way 
to  my  Lady’s  Couchee— —  •  a  Countefs,  I  prefume. 
Sir.———— 

Pet.  A  Sfauijh  Count,  Sir,  that  Mr.  Dugard  knew 
abroad,  is  come  to  Paris,  law  yonr  Miltrefs  yeiter- 
day,  marries  her  to-day,  and  whips  her  into  Spain  to¬ 
morrow. 

Mir.  Ay,  is  it  fo  ?  and  mull  I  follow  my  Cuckold 
over  the  Pyrenees  ?  Had  lhe  marry’d  within  the  Pre¬ 
empts  of  a  Billet-doux,  I  wou’d  be  the  Man  to  lead 
her  to.Church ;  but  as  it  happens.  I’ll  forbid  the  Banes  . 
Where  is  this  mighty  Don  ? 

■  Pet.  Have  a  care,  Sir,  he’s  a  rough  crofs-grain’d 
Piece,  and  there’s  no  tampering  with  him ;  wou’d  you 
apply  to  Mr.  Dugard,  or  the  Lady  herfelf,  fomething 
might  be  done,  for  it  is  in  defpight  to  you,  that  the 
Bufinefs  is  carry’d  fo  haltily.  Odfo,  Sir,  here  he  comes  1 
I  mult  be  gone.  [Exit. 

Enter  Old  Mir.  drefs' d  in  a  Spanilh  Habit,  leading 
Oriana. 

Ori.  Good  my  Lord,  a  nobler  Choice  had  better 
fuited  your  Lordlhip’s  Merit.  My  Perfon,  Rank» 
and  ■  Circumltance,  expofe  me  as  the  publick  Theme 
of  Raillery,  and  fubjeft  me  to  fo  injurious  Ufage, 

my 
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my  Lord,  that  I  can  lay  no  claim  to  any  part  of  your 
Regard,  except  your  Pity. 

Old  M.  Breathes  he  vital  Air,  that  dares  prefume 
With  rude  Behaviour  to  profane  fuch  Excellence! 

•Shew  me  the  Man - -  - 

And  you  fhall  fee  how  my  fudden  Revenge 
Shall  fall  upon  the  Head  of  fuch  Prefumption. 

Is  this  thing  one  ?  [Strutting  up  to  Mirabel.. 

Mir.  Sir ! 

Ori.  Good  my  Lord. 

Old  M.  If  he,  or  any  he ! 

Ori.  Pray,  my  Lord,  the  Gentleman’s  a  Stranger. 
Old  M.  O  your  Pardon,  Sir  — —  but  if  you  had— — 
remember,  Sir  — — — the  Lady  now  is  mine,  her  Inju¬ 
ries  are  mine;  therefore,  Sir,  you  underhand  me — — » 
Come,  Madam.  [Leads  Oriana  to  the  Door,  /he 

goes  off,  Mir.  runs  to  his  Father, 
and  pulls  him  by  the  Sleeve. 

Mir.  E  eoute,  Monfieur  Le  Count. 

Old M.  Your  Bufinefs,  Sir? 

Mir.  Boh ! 

Old  M.  What  Language  is  that.  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Spanijh,  my  Lord. 

Old  M.  What  d’ye  mean  ? 

Mir.  This,  Sir.  [Trips  up  his  Heels. 

Old  M.  A  very  concife  Quarrel,  truly - I’ll  bully 

him.— — Trinidado  Seignieur,  give  me  fair  play. 

[Offering  to  rife. 

Mir.  By  all  means,  Sir,  [Takes  away  his  Sword. 
Now  Seignieur,  where’s  that  bombaft  Look,,  and  fuftian 
Face  your  Countlhip  wore  juft  now  ?  [Strikes  hint. 
Old  M.  The  Rogue  quarrels  well,  very  well,  my  own 

Son  right !  — - But  hold,  Sirrah,  no  more  Jelling ; 

I’m  your  Father,  Sir,  your  Father. 

Mir.  My  Father !  Then  by  this  Light  I  cou’d  find 
lb  my  heart  to  pay  thee.  [ AJide. ]  Is  the  Fellow  mad? 
Why  fure.  Sir,  I  ha’n’t  frighted  you  out  of  your 
Senfes ! 

Old  M.  But  you  have.  Sir. 

MV. 
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Mir.  Then  I’ll  beat  them  into  you  again. 

[Offers  to  Jirike  him. 

Old M.  Why  Rogue- . Bob,  dear  Boh,  don’t  you 

know  me,  Child  ? 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Fellow’s  downright  diftrafted ; 
Thou  Miracle  of  Impudence,  wou’dft  thou  make  me 
believe  that  fuch  a  grave  Gentleman  as  my  Father  wou’d 
go  a  Mafquerading  thus  ?  That  a  Perfon  of  threefcore 
and  three  wou’d  run  about  in  a  Fool’s  Coat  to  difgrace 
himfelf  and  Family  ?  Why,  you  impudent  Villain,  do 
you  think  I  will  fuller  fuch  an  Affront  to  pafs  upon  my 
honour’d  Father,  my  worthy  Father,  my  dear  Father? 
’Sdeath,  Sir,  mention  my  Father  but  once  again,  and 
I’ll  fend  your  Soul  to  my  Grandfather  this  Minute. 

[Offering  to  fiab  him . 

Old  M.  Well,  well,  1  am  not  your  Father. 

Mir.  Why  then.  Sir,  you  are  the  faucy,  hedtoring 
Spaniard,  and  I’ll  ufe  you  accordingly. 

Old  M.  The  Devil  take  the  Spaniards,  Sir ;  we  have 
all  got  notliing  but  Blows  fince  we  began  to  take  their 
part. 

Enter  Dugard,  Oriana,  Maid,  Petit.  Dugard  runs  t° 
Mirabel,  the  reji  to  the  old  Gentleman. 

Dug.  Fye,  fye,  Mirabel,  murder  your  Father ! 

Mir.  My  Father !  What  is  the  whole  Family  mad  ? 
Give  me  way,  Sir,  I  won’t  be  held. 

Old  M.  No !  nor  I  neither ;  let  me  be  gone,  pray. 

[Offering  to  go. 

Mir.  My  Father! 

Old  M.  Ay,  you  Dog’s-Face,  I  am  your  Father, 
for  I  have  bore  as  much  for  thee,  as  your  Mother  ever 
did. 

Mir.  O  ho !  then  this  was  a  Trick,  it  feems,  a  De- 

fign,  a  Contrivance,  a  Stratagem  - - Oh !  how  my 

Bones  ake ! 

OldM.  Your  Bones,  Sirrah!  why  yours? 

Mir.  Why,  Sir,  ha’n’t  I  been  beating  my  own 
Flelh  and  Blood  all  this  while  ?  O  Madam,  [To  Ori¬ 
ana,] 
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ana.]  I  wifh  your  Ladyfhip  joy  of  your  new  Dignity. 
Here  was  a  Contrivance  indeed  f 

Pet.  The  Contrivance  was  well  enough,  Sir,  for  they 
impos’d  upon  us  all. 

Mir.  Well,  my  dear  Dulcinea,  did  your  DonQuixot 
battel  for  you  bravely  ?  My  Father  will  anfwer  for  the 
Force  of  my  Love. 

Ori.  Pray,  Sir,  don’t  infult  the  Misfortunes  of  your 
own  creating. 

Dug.  My  Prudence  will  be  counted  Cowardice,  if  I 

Hand  tamely  now. - [Comes  up  between  Mirabel  and 

bis  Sifter.-]  Well,  Sir  ! 

Mir.  Well,  Sir !  Do  you  take  me  for  one  of  your 
Tenants,  Sir,  that  you  put  on  your  Landlord-face  at 
me  ? 

Dug.  On  what  Prefumption,  Sir,  dare  you  affum® 

thus  ?  [Draws. 

OldM.  What’s  that  to  you,  Sir  ?  [Draws. 

Pet.  Help,  help,  the  Lady  faints. 

[Oriana  falls  into  her  Maid's  Arms. 

Mir.  Vapours!  Vapours!  (he'll  come  to  herfelf : 

If  it  be  an  angry  Fit,  a  Dram  of  AJfa  Fcetida - If 

Jealoufy,  Harts-horn  in  Water - If  the  Mother, 

burnt  Feathers - If  Grief,  Ratifta - If  it  be  ltrait 

Stays,  or  Corns,  there’s  nothing  like  a  Dram  of  plain 
Brandy.  [Exit. 

Ori.  Hold  off,  give  me  Air-— -  O  my  Brother, 

woxl’d  you  preferve  my  Life,  endanger  not  your  own  j 
wou’d  you  defend  my  Reputation,  leave  it  to  it  felf j 
’tis  a  dear  Vindication  that’s  purchas’d  by  the  Sword  ; 
for  tho’  our  Champion  prove  victorious,  yet  our  Honour 
is  wounded. 

Old  M.  Ay,  and  your  Lover  may  be  wounded,  that’s 
another  thing.  But  I  think  you’re  pretty  brilk.  again; 
my  Child. 

Ori.  Ay,  Sir,  my  Indifpofition  was  only  a  Pretence 
to  divert  the  Quarrel ;  the  capricious  Take  of  your  Sex 
excufes  this  Artifice  in  ours. 


For 
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For  often,  when  our  chief  P  erf&clions  fail. 

Our  chief  Defeats  with  foolijh  Men  prevail.  [Exit. 

Pet.  Come,  Mr.  Dugard,  take  Courage,  there  is 
i  way  ftill  left  to  fetch  him  again. 

Old  M.  Sir,  I’ll  have  no  Plot  that  has  any  relation 
to  Spain. 

Dug.  I  fcorn  all  Artifice  whatfoever;  my  Sword 
fhall  do  her  Juftice. 

Pet.  Pretty  Juftice,  truly!  Suppofe  you  run  him 
thro’  the  Body ;  you  run  her  thro’  the  Heart  at  the 
fame  time. 

Old  M.  And  me  thro’  the  Head - rot  your  Sword, 

Sir,  we’ll  have  Plots ;  come,  Petit,  let’s  hear. 

Pet.  What  if  Ihe  pretended  to  go  into  a  Nunnery, 
and  fo  hring  him  about  to  declare  himfelf. 

Dug.  That,  I  mull  confefs,  has  a  Face. 

Old  M.  Face!  A  Face  like  an  Angel,  Sir.  Ad’s 
my  Life,  Sir,  ’tis  the  moll  beautiful  Plot  in  Chriftendom. 
Well  about  it  immediately.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  the  Street. 

Duretete  and  Mirabel. 

Dur.  [In  a  PaJJion. ]  And  tho’  I  ca’n’t  dance,  nor 
fing,  nor  talk  like  you,  yet  I  can  fight,  you  know* 
Sir. 

Mir.  I  know  thou  canlt,  Man. 

Dur.  ’Sdeath,  Sir,  and  I  will  :  Let  me  fee  the 
proudeft  Man  alive  make  a  jell  of  me  ! 

Mir.  But  I’ll  engage  to  make  you  amends. 

Dur.  Danc’d  to  Death!  Baited  like  a  Bear!  Ri¬ 
dicul’d  !  threaten’d  to  be  kick’d  !  Confufion !  Sir,  you 
fet  me  on,  and  I  will  have  Satisfaction,  all  Mankind 
will  point  at  me. 

Mir.  [Afdel\  I  mull  give  this  Thunderbolt  fome 

Pafiage,  or  ’twill  break  upon  my  own  Head . . 

I.ook’e,  Duretete,  what  do  thefe  Gentlemen  laugh 
it? 


C 
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Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Dur.  At  me,  to  be  Cure—  ■  Sir,  what  made  you 
laugh  at  me  ? 

1  Gen.  You’re  miftaken.  Sir,  if  we  were  merry,  we 
Tiad  a  private  Reafon. 

2  Gen.  Sir,  we  don’t  know  you. 

Dur.  Sir,  I’ll  make  you  know  me ;  mark  and  ob- 
ferve  me,  I  won’t  be  nam’d;  it  fha’n’t  be  mention’d, 
not  even  whifper’d  in  your  Prayers  at  Church.  ’Sdeath, 
Sir,  d’ye  fmile? 

i  Gen.  Not  I,  upon  my  Word. 

Dur.  Why  then,  look  grave  as  an  Owl  in  a  Barn, 
or  a  Fryer  with  his  Crown  a  {having. 

Mir.  [  Afide  to  the  Gent.]  Don’t  be  bully’d  out  of 
your  Humour,  Gentlemen;  the  Fellow’s  mad,  laugh  at 
him,  and  I’ll  Hand  by  you. 

i  Gen.  Igad  and  fo  we  will. 

Both.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  very  pretty.  [Draws.]  She 
threaten’d  to  kick  me.  Ay,  then,  you  Dogs,  I’ll 
murder  ye.  [Fights,  and  beats  them  off, 

Mir.  runs  over  to  his  Side. 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  bravely  done,  Duretete,  there 
you  had  him,  noble  Captain,  they  run,  they  run, 
Victoria,  Victoria - —  Ha,  ha,  ha! - how  hap¬ 

py  am  I  in  an  excellent  Friend!  Tell  me  of  your  Vir- 
Xuofo’s  and  Men  of  Senfe,  a  parcel  of  fourfac’d  fplenetich 
Rogues-.  ■■  ■  ■  -a  Man  of  my  thin  Conftitution  fhou’c 

never  want  a  Fool  in  his  Company:  I  don’t  affeft  your 
fine  things  that  improve  the  Underflanding,  but  heart) 
laughing  to  fatten  my  Carcafe :  And  o’  my  Confcience 
a  Man  of  Senfe  is  as  melancholy  without  a  Coxcomb,  a 
a  Lyon  without  his  Jackall ;  he  hunts  for  our  Diver 
fion,  ftarts  Game  for  our  Spleen,  and  perfectly  feeds  u 
with  Pleafure. 

I  hate  the  Man  who  makes  Acquaintance  nice. 

And  Hill  difcreetly  plagues  me  with  Advice ; 

Who  moves  by  Caution,  and  mature  Delays, 

And  mull  give  Reafons  for  whate’er  he  fays, 
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The  Man,  indeed,  whofe  Converfe  is  fo  full. 
Makes  me  attentive,  but  it  makes  me  dull : 

Give  me  the  carelefs  Rogue,  who  never  thinks. 
That  plays  the  Fool  as  freely  as  he  drinks. 

Not  a  Buffoon,  who  is  Buffoon  by  Trade, 

But  one  that  Nature,  not  his  Wants  have  made. 
Who  ftill  is  merry,  but  does  ne’er  defign  it : 
And  ftill  is  ridicul’d,  but  ne’er  can  find  it. 

Who  when  he’s  moft  in  earned:,  is  the  beft ; 

And  his  moft  grave  Expreflion  is  the  Jeft.  [j 


The  End  of  the  Third  A  C  T. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  Old  Mirabel’j  Houfe. 

Enter  Old  Mirabel  and  Dugard. 

Dug y  1  'HE  Lady  Abbefs  is  my  Relation,  and 
JL  privy  to  the  Plot :  your  Son  has  been  there, 
but  had  no  Admittance  beyond  the  Privilege  of  the 
Grate,  and  there  my  Sifter  refus’d  to  fee  him.  He 
went  off  more  nettled  at  his  Repulfe,  than  I  thought 
his  Gayety  cou’d  admit. 

Old  M.  Ay,  ay,  this  Nunnery  will  bring  him  about, 
I  warrant  ye. 

Enter  Duretete. 

Dur.  Here,  where  are  ye  all? - O!  Mr.  Mira- 

\hel,  you  have  done  fine  things  for  your  Pofterity—  ■ 

And  you,  Mr.  Dugard,  may  come  to  anfwer  this - 

I  come  to  demand  my  Friend  at  your  hands;  reftore 
him.  Sir,  or -  [To  Old  Mir. 

Old  M.  Reftore  him!  What  d’ye  think  I  have  got 
him  in  my  Trunk,  or  my  Pocket ! 

C  a 


Dur. 


5 


The  I  n  c  o  ns ta  N  t  :  or , 


Drr.  btr,  he’s  mac.  are  yoc're  the  Cane  or  e. 
on  3f.  I  rat  mar  e<e;  for  I  was  as  me  as  hi 


.  1  bega :  bin. 


Dig.  Mad.  Sir '  What  dye  m 
Dzr.  What  do  roc  mean,  Sir.  by 
incr  TCDirr,  to 


y  irctrrg  op  year 
he  a  Parrot  thro'  a  Cape  r - 

C 


Or  a  Decoy- Dock,  to  draw  cabers  ia:o  the  Snare 
i  oar  Son.  Sir,  becaare  are  has  deferred  him.,  he  has 
r — the  World  :  and  in  three  Words,  has  .  ■  ■■ 


OH}J.  Harp'd 
D*r.  i  re  verv  rare,  rarr'd  I  rver. 

Off  3/.  Yon  lye.  Sir.  'tts  ss  rrres  wore.  Bih  rarrh 

Flyer  ! - Why  fhoa’d  the  Fdhw  Shave  his  ioalifl 

Crcwr,  wher  die  farre  Rarer  nay  ca:  hr  Throat  r 
D*r.  If  voc  have  any  Ccrmard,  or  v-r  ary  In 


red  ever  bin,  lode  rc:  a  Mira  re  ?  He  has  throw: 


into  the  rext  Member.-,  and  has  or: 


er  a  n 


to  fay  erhis  Servants,  arc  difeharge  his  Zcrirage. 

Off  31.  Let  re  alone  to  ferret  hrr  on:  I'll  facrirc 
the  Abbot,  if  he  receives  hr;  I'll  try  whether  th 


al  cr  the  Lateral  rather  has  the  nef:  Ripht  t 


o- 


cear  utrr.  v. 


ha:  itas  he  dor 


with  hti  Estate : 

Dwr.  Settled  ::  eper  the  Church,  Sir. 

Off  3/.  The  Chrrch  '  Nay,  then  the  Devil  won 

get  hr.  on  of  their  Cinches. - Ter  then  face  h 

vres  a  Year  rper  the  Church  .'  'Tis  downright  St 
erhepe. - Ctme,  G-errener,  ad  hards  tc  - 


fer  half  that  Sen.  ore  of  thefe  Mocaiberies  ZtaZ  pre 
ted:  yea  a  Tray  tor  from  the  Law,  a  Rebellions  ’W 
£f;n  her  Krfnrc,  arc  a  Difcbedtect  See  from  his  ov. 
Father. 

Dip.  Bn  will  vs  verS~B.ce  me  that  he’s  gore  to 
Moradery! 

Dir.  Is  yorr  Shier  gore  to  the  F-.SSu  Fet'iniiu? 
red  too.  Sir,  "re’s  no:  ft  tor  the  Society  of  reperdi 


Dzg.  WT>y&,  Sir? 
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Dur.  Becaufe  file’s  neither  one  nor  t’other ;  fhe’s  too 
old  to  be  a  Maid,  and  too  young  to  repent. 

[Exit;  Dug.  after  him. 

SCENE,  the  irfde  of  a  Monafiery ;  Oriana  in  a  Nun's 
Habit ;  Bifarre. 

Ori.  I  hope,  Bifarre,  there  is  no  harm  in  jefting 
with  this  religious  Habit. 

Bif  To  me,  the  greateft  Jefc  in  the  Habit,  is  ta¬ 
king  it  in  earnefl :  I  don’t  underfland  this  imprifoning 
People  with  the  Keys  of  Paradife,  nor  the  Merit  of 

that  Virtue  which  comes  by  Conilraint.  - - Befides, 

we  may  own  to  one  another,  that  we  are  in  the  worlt 
Company  when  among  our  felves?  for  our  private 
Thoughts  run  us  into  thofe  Defires,  which  our  Pride 
refills  from  the  Attacks  of  the  World  ;  and,  you  may 
remember,  the  firll  Woman  then  met  the  Devil,  when 
fhe  retir’d  from  her  Man. 

Ori.  But  I’m  reconcil'd,  methinks,  to  the  Mortifi¬ 
cation  of  a  Nunnery ;  becaufe  I  fancy  the  Habit  be¬ 
comes  me. 

Bif  A  cvell-contriv’d  Mortification,  truly,  that  makes 
a  Woman  look  ten  times  handfomer  than  file  did  be¬ 
fore! - Ay,  my  Dear,  were  there  any  Religion  in  be¬ 

coming  Drefs,  our  Sex’s  Devotion  were  rightly  plac’d ; 
for  ourToylets  wou’d  do  the  Work  of  the  Altar  ;  we 
fhou’d  all  be  canoniz’d. 

Ori.  But  don’t  you  think  there  is  a  great  deal  of 
Merit,  in  dedicating  a  beautiful  Face  and  Ferfon  to  the 
Service  of  Religion  ? 

Bif.  Not  half  fo  much  as  devoting  ’em  to  a  pretty 
Fellow :  If  our  Feminalitv  had  no  bufmefs  in  this  World", 
why  was  it  fent  hither  r  Let  us  dedicate  our  beautiful 
Minds  to  the  Sendee  of  Heaven.  And  for  our  hand- 
fame  Perfons  ;  they  become  a  Bex  at  the  Play,  as  well 
as  a  Pew  in  the  Church. 

Ori.  But  the  Yiciffitudes  of  Fortune,  the  Incon- 
ftancy  of  Man,  with  other  Difappointments  of  Life, 
*C  3  require 
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require  force  place  of  Religion,  for  a  Refuge  from  their 

Persecution. 

Bif.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  And  do  you  think  there  is  any  i 
Devotion  in  a  Fellow’s  going  to  Church,  when  he  | 
takes  it  only  for  aSandtuary?  Don’t  you  know  that 
Religion  confids  in  a  Charity  with  all  Mankind  ;  and  < 
that  you  fhould  never  think  of  being  Friends  with 
Heaven,  till  you  have  quarrell’d  with  all  the  World. 
Come,  come,  mind  your  Bulinefs,  Mirabel  loves  you,  j 
tis  now  plain,  and  hold  him  to’t;  give  ffefh  Orders 
that  he  fha’n’t  fee  you  :  We  get  more  by  hiding  our 
Faces  fometimes,  than  by  exposing  them  :  a  very  Mafk,  I 
vou  fee,  whets  Defire  ;  but  a  pair  of  keen  Eyes  thro’  ] 
it  Iron  Grate,  fire  double  upon  ’em,  with  View  and! 
Difguife.  But  I  mud  be  gone  upon  my  Affairs,  I  have  ' 
brought  niy  Captain  about  again. 

Ori.  But  why  will  you  trouble  your  felf  with  that  j 
Coxcomb  ? 

Bif.  Becaufe  he  is  a  Coxcomb ;  had  I  not  better 
have  a  Lover  like  him,  that  I  can  make  an  Afs  of,  than 
a  Lover  like  yours,  to  make  a  Fool  of  me.  [Knocking 
heloau.]  A  Meflage  from  Mirabel,  I’ll  lay  my  Life. 
\fke  runs  to  the  Door.']  Come  hither,  Rim,  thou 
charming  Nun,  come  hither. 

Ori.  What’s  the  News  ?  [ Runs  to  her.  | 

Bif.  Don’t  you  fee  who’s  below7  ? 

Ori.  I  fee  no  body  but  a  Fryer. 

Bif.  Ah !  thou  poor  blind  Cupid!  O’  my  Con- 
fcience,  thefe  Hearts  of  ours  fpoil  our  Heads  inilantly  ; 
the  Fellows  no  fooner  turn  Knaves,  than  we  turn 
Fools.  A  Fryer !  Don’t  you  fee  a  villanous  genteel 
Mien  under  that  Cloak  ofHypocrify,  the  loofe  care- 
lefs  Air  of  a  tall  Rakehelly  Fellow? 

Ori.  As  I  live,  Mirabel  turn’d  Fryer !  I  hope,  in 
Heav’n,  he’s  not  in  earned:. 

Bif.  In  earned:  Ha,  ha,  ha!  are  you  in  earned? 
Now’s  your  time ;  this  Difguife  has  he  certainly  ta¬ 
ken  for  a  Pafibort,  to  get  in  and  try  your  Refolu- 
tions ;  dick  to  your  Habit  to  be  fure ;  treat  him  with 
Difdain,  rather  than  Anger ;  for  Pride  becomes  us 

more 
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more  than  Paflion:  Remember  what  I  fay,  if  you 
wou’d  yield  to  advantage,  and  hold  out  the  Attack; 
to  draw  hint  on,  keep  him  oft'  to  be  fure .. 

The  cunning  Gamejiers  never  gain  to  fa  ft. 

But  lofe  at  firft,  to  win  the  tnore  at  lafe.  [Exit. 

Ori.  His  coming  puts  me  into  fome  Ambiguity, 

I  don’t  know  how ;  I  don’t  fear  him,  but  I  miftruft 
my  felf  j  wou’d  he  were  not  come,  yet  I  wou’d  not 
have  him  gone  neither ;  I’m  afraid  to  talk  with  him, . 
but  I  love  to  fee  him  tho’. 

What  a  ftrange  Power  has  this  fantafl'tek  Fire* 

That  makes  us  dread  even  what  we  moft  defer e  ! 

Enter  Mirabel  in  a  Fryer's  Habit. 

Mir.  Save  you.  Sifter - Your  Brother,  young1 

Lady,  having  a  regard  to  your  Soul’s  Health,  has 
fent  me  to  prepare  you  for  that  facred  Habit  by  Con- 
feflion. 

Ori.  That’s  falfe,  the  cloven  Foot  already.  [Afede.fi 
My  Brother’s  Care  I  own ;  and  to  you,  facred  Sir, 

I  confefs  that  the  great  crying  Sin  which  I  have  long , 
indulg’d,  and  now  prepare  to  expiate,  was  Love.  My 
Morning  Thoughts,  my  Evening  Prayers,  my  Daily 
Mufings,  Nightly  Cares,  was  LoveT  My  prefent 
Peace,  my  future  Blifs,  the  Joy  of  Earth,  and  Hopes  oL 
Heaven,  I  all  contemn’d  for  Love  ! 

Mir.  She’s  downright  ftark  mad  in  earned: ;  Death 1 
and  Confufion,  I  have  loft  her!  [Afide. J  You  confefs 
your  fault.  Madam,  in  fuch  moving  Terms,  that  I 
could  almoft  be  in  love  with  the  Sin. 

Ori.  Take  care,  Sir ;  Crimes,  like  Virtues,  are 
their  own  Rewards ;  my  chief  Delight  became  my  only 
Grief ;  he  in  whofe  Breaft  I  thought  my  Heart  fecure, 
turn’d  Robber,  and.  defpoil’d  the  Treafure  that  he . 
kept. 

C.  ty  Mir. 
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Mir.  Pell  aps  that  T real u re  he  efteems  fo  much, 
that  like  a  Mrfer,  tho’  afraid  to  ufe  it,  he  referves  it 
Taft. 

Or i.  No,  holy  Father ;  who  C2n  be  Mifer  in  ano¬ 
ther's  Wealth  that’s  Prodigal  of  his  own  ?  His  Heart 
was  open,  fhar’d  to  all  he  knew,  and  what,  alas !  mull 
then  become  of  mine  ?  But  the  fame  Eyes  that  drew 
the  Paffion  in,  shall  fend  it  out  in  Tears,  to  which  now 
hear  my  Vow - 

Mir.  \Difarvcring  himfelf\  No,  my  fair  Angel,  but 
let  me  repent ;  here  on  his  Knees  behold  the  Crimi¬ 
nal,  that  vows  Repentance  his.  Ha  !  No  concern 
upon  her ! 

Ori.  This  Turn  is  odd,  and  the  time  has  been,  that 
fach  a  fudden  Change  wou’d  have  furpriz’d  me  into 
fome  Confusion. 

Mir.  Reftore  that  happy  time,  for  I  am  now  return’d 
to  myielf,  for  I  want  but  pardon  to  deferve  your  Favour, 
and  here  I’ll  fix  till  you  relent  and  give  it. 

Ori.  Groveling,  fordid  Man ;  why  wou’d  you  a  cl 
a  thing  to  make  you  kneel.  Monarch  in  Pleafure  to  be 
Slave  to  your  Faults  ?  Are  all  the  Conquells  of  your 
wund’ring  Sway,  your  Wit,  your  Humour,  Fortune, 
all  reduc'd  to  the  bafe  crin~-  g  of  a  bended  Knee  r  Ser¬ 
vile  and  Poor  !  I - Lo-^e  it  \_AJide. 

Mir.  I  come  not  here  to  justify  my  Fault,  but  my 
Submiflon,  for  tho’  there  be  a  meanrefs  in  this  humble 
Pollute,  ’ds  nobler  ftiil  to  bend  when  Jullice  calls,  than 
to  refill  Conviction. 

Ori.  No  more - thy  oft’  repeated  violated  Words 

reproach  my  weak  Belief,  ’tis  the  fevereft  Calumny 
to  hear  thee  fpeak ;  that  humble^Poliure  which  once 
cos'd  raife,  r.ow  mortifies  my  Pride ;  how  can’ll  thou 
ho  re  for  Pardon  from  one  that  you  affront  by  aiking 
it  ? 

Mir.  [Ri/cs]  Ib  ray  own  Caufe  no  more,  but  give 
me  leave  to  intercede  for  you  againft  the  hard  Injunc¬ 
tions  of  that  Habit,  which  for  my  fault  you  wear. 

Oi.  Surprizing  Infolence!  My  greateil  Foe  pre¬ 
tends  tc  give  me  Counfel  ;  but  1  am  too  warm  upon 

fo 


_  * 

The  Way  to  win  him.  57 

lb  cool  a  Subject.  My  Refolutions,  Sir,  are  fix’d!  but 
as  our  Hearts  were  united  with  the  Ceremony  of  our  - 
Eyes,fo  I  fhall  fpare  fomeTears  to  the  Separation  .[Weeps.'] 
That’s  all  ;  farewell. 

Mir.  And  mud  I  lofe  her  ?  No.  [  Runs  and  catches 
her  l\  Since  all  my  Prayers  are  vain.  I’ll  ufe  the  nobler 
Argument  of  Man,  and  force  you  to  the  Juftice  you 
refufe ;  you’re  mine  by  Pre-contra6l :  And  where’s  the 
Vow  fo  facred  to  difannul  another  ?  I’ll  urge  my  Love, 
your  Oath,  and  plead  my  Caufe  ’gainft  all  Monaftick 
Shifts  upon  the  Earth. 

Ori.  Unhand  me,  Ravifher !  Wou’d  you  prophane 
thefe  holy  Walls  with  Violence  ?  Revenge  for  all  my 
pall  Difgrace  now  offers,  thy  Life  Ihou’d  anfwer  this, 
wou’d  I  provoke  the  Law  :  Urge  me  no  farther,  but 
be  gone. 

Mir.  Inexorable  Woman,  let  me  kneel  again. 

[Kneels. 

Enter  Old  Mirabel. 

Old  M.  Where,  where’s  this  counterfeit  Nun  ? 

Ori.  Madnefs  1  Confufion  !  I’m  ruin’d  ! 

Mir.  What  do  I  hear?  [Puts  on  his  Hood.  ]  What 
did  you  fay.  Sir  ? 

Old  M.  I  fay  fee’s  a  Counterfeit,  and  you  may  be 
another  for  ought  I  know.  Sir  ;  I  have  loll  my  Child  by 
thefe  Tricks,  Sir. 

Mir.  What  Tricks,  Sir  ? 

Old  M.  By  a  pretended  Trick,  Sir.  A  Contrivance 
to  bring  my  Son  to  reafon,  and  it  has  made  him  Hark 
mad  ;  I  have  loll  him  and  a  thoufand  Pound  a  Year. 

Mir.  [Di/co-vering  him] elf. My  dear  Father,  I’m 
your  molt  humble  Servant.  . 

Old  M.  My  dear  Boy,  [Runs  and  kijjes  him. ]  Wel¬ 
come,  ex  Inferis,  my  dear  Boy ;  ’tis  all  a  Trick,  Ihe’s 
no  more  a  Nun  than  I  am. 

Mir.  No  ? 

Old  M.  The  Devil  a  bit. 

Mir.  Then  kifs  me  again,  my  dear  Dad,  for  the 

moll  happy  News.-- - And  now  moil  venerable  holy 

Shier,  [Kneels. 
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Your  Mercy  and  your  Pardon  I  implore. 

For  the  Offence  of  ajking  it  before. 

Look’e,  my  dear  counterfeiting  Nun,  take  my  Ad¬ 
vice,  be  a  Nun  in  good  earned;  Women  make  the 
belt  Nuns  always  when  they  can’t  do  otherwife.  Ay, 
my  dear  Father,  there  is  a  Merit  in  your  Son’s  Beha¬ 
viour  that  you  little  think;  the  free  Deportment  oi 
fuch  Fellows  as  I,  makes  more  Ladies  Religious,  than 
all  the  Pulpits  in  France. 

Ori.  O !  Sir,  how  unhappily  have  you  deftroy’c 
what  was  fo  near  Perfection  1  He  is  the  Counterfeit  tha 
has  deceiv’d  you. 

Old  M.  Fla !  Look’e,  Sir,  I  recant,  Ihe  is  a  Nun. 
Mir.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  then  Pm  a  Fryei 
this  Moment. 

Old  M.  Was  ever  an  old  Fool  fo  banter’d  by  a  Bracf 
o’  young  ones ;  hang  you  both,  you’re  both  Counterfeits 
and  my  Plot’s  fpoil’d,  that’s  all. 

Ori.  Shame  and  Condition,  Love,  Anger,  and  Dil 
appointment,  will  work  my  Brain  to  Madnefs. 

[  Throws  off  her  Habit.  Exit 
Mir.  Ay,  ay,  throw  by  the  Rags,  they  have  ferv’d 
turn  for  us  both,  and  they  fhall  e’en  go  off  together. 

[Takes  off  his  Habit 

Thus  the  fick  Wretch,  when  tortur'd  by  his  Pain, 

And finding  all  Effays  for  Life  are  wain ; 

When  the  Phyfician  can  no  more  defign. 

Then  call  the  other  Debtor,  the  Di-vine. 

What  Vows  to  Heaven,  wou  d  Heaven  ref  ore  hi 
Health ; 

Vows  all  to  Heaven,  his  Thoughts,  his  Allions,  Wealth 
But  if  rrfor'd  to  Vigour  as  before. 

His  Health  refufes  what  his  Sickncfs  fiwore. 

The  Body  is  no  foonsr  Rais'd  and  Well, 

But  the  weak  Soulrelapf  s  into  III', 

To  all  its  former  Swing  of  Life  is  led , 

And  leaves  its  Vows  and  Promifes  in  Bed. 

[  Exit,  throwing  away  the  Hah 

scen; 
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SCENE  changes  to  Old  Mirabel1  s  Houfe:  Duretete 
with  a  Letter. 

Dur.  [ Reads 

MY  Rudenefs  was  only  a  Proof  of  your  Humour, 
which  I  have  found  fo  agreeable,  that  I  own  my 
Jeif  p.  intent,  and  willing  to  make  any  Reparation  upon 
your firf  Appearance  to 

BISARRE.. 

Mirabel  fwears  fhe  loves  me,  and  this  confirms  ity. 
then  farewel  Gallantry,  and  welcome  Revenge ;  ’tis 
my  turn  now  to  be  upon  the  Sublime,  I’ll  take  her  off, . 
I  warrant  her. 

Enter  Bifarre. 

Well,  Miftrefs,  do  you  love  me  F 

Bif.  I  hope.  Sir,  you  will  pardon  the  Modelty 
of - - 

Dur.  Of  what?  of  a  Dacning  Devil  1- - Do  you 

love  me,  I  fay  ? 

Bif.  Perhaps  I - 

Dur.  What  ? 

Bif.  Perhaps  I  do  not. 

Dur.  Hal  abus’d  again!  Death,  Woman,  I’ll — — 
Bif.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  I  do,  I  do ! 

Dur.  Confirm  it  then  by  your  Obedience,  ftand 
there ;  and  Ogle  me  now,'  as  if  your  Heart,  Blood, 

and  Soul  were  like  to  fly  out  at  your  Eyes. - Firft, 

the  direft  Surprife.  [She  looks  full  upon  him.']  Right; 
next  the  Deux  yeux  par  oblique.  [She  gives  him  the  fide 
Glance.']  Right;  now  depart,  and  languifh.  [She  turns 
from  him ,  and  looks  over  her  fhouldcr .}  Very  well  ; 
now  figh.  [She  fghs.]  Now  drop  your  Fan  o’  pur- 
pofe.  [She  drops  her  Fan.]  Now  take  it  up  again  : 
Come  now,  confefs  your  Faults :  Are  not  you  a  proud 
- —  -fay  after  me. 

Bif.  Proud. 

Dur.  Impertinent. 

Bif 
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Bif  Impertinent. 

Dur.  Ridiculous. 

j Bif  Ridiculous. 

Dur.  Flirt. 

Bif.  Puppy. 

Dur.  Soons,  Woman,  don't  provoke  me,  we  are 
alone,  and  you  don’t  know  but  the  Devil  may  tempt 
me  to  do  you  a  Mifchief ;  ask  my  Pardon  immedi¬ 
ately. 

Bif.  I  do,  Sir, '  I  only  miftook  the  Word. 

Dur.  Cry  then,  ha’  you  got  e’er  a  Handkerchief? 

Bif.  Yes,  Sir. 

Dur.  Cry  then,  handfomly  ;  cry  like  a  Queen  in  a 
Tragedy.  [SAc,  pretending  to  cry,  burjls  out  a  laughing , 

and  enter  tnvo  Ladies  laughing. 

Bif  Pla,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ladies  both.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Dur.  Hell  broke  loofe  upon  me,  and  all  the  Furies 
flutter’d  about  my  Ears !  Betray’d  again ! 

Bif.  That  you  are, upon  my  Word,  my  dear  Captain ; 
ha,  ha,  ha  ? 

Dur.  The  Lord  deliver  me. 

1  Lady.  What !  is  this  the  mighty  Man  with  the  Bull- 
face  that  comes  to  frighten  Ladies  ?  I  long  to  fee  him 
angry ;  come,  begin. 

Dur.  Ah,  Madam,  I’m  the  beft-natur’d  Fellow  in 
the  World. 

2  Lady.  A  Man  !  We’re  mi  da  ken,  a  Man  has  Man¬ 
ners  ;  the  aukard  Creature  is  fome  Tinker’s  Trull  in  a 
Perriwig. 

Bif  Come,  Ladies,  let’s  examine  him. 

[  They  lay  hold  on  him . 

Dur.  Examine !  The  Devil  you  will ! 

Bif  I’ll  lay  my  Life,  fome  great  Dairy-Maid  in 
Man’s  Clothes. 

Dur.  They  will  do’t — —  look’e,  dear  Chriflian 
Women,  pray  hear  me. 

Bif.  Will  you  ever  attempt  a  Lady’s  Honour  a- 
vain  ? 

*  Dur. 
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Dur.  If  you  pleafe  to  let  me  get  away  with  my  Ho¬ 
nour.  I’d  do  any  thing  in  the  World. 

Bif  Will  you  perfuade  your  Friend  to  marry 
mine  ? 

Dur.  Q,  yes,  to  be  fure. 

Bif.  And  will  you  do  the  fame  by  me  ? 

Dur.  Burn  me  if  I  do,  if  the  Coalt  be  clear. 

[Runs  out. 

Bif.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  the  Vifit,  Ladies,  was  critical 
for  our  Diverfion  ;  we’ll  go  make  an  end  of  our 
Te2.  [Exeunt.- 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Old  Mirabel. 

Mir.  Your  Patience,  Sir.  I  tell  you  I  won’t  mar¬ 
ry  ;  and  tho’  you  fend  all  the  Bifhops  in  France  to  per¬ 
fuade  me,  1  (hall  never  believe  their  Doftrine  againft 
their  Praftice. 

Old  M.  'But  will  you  difobey  your  Father,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Wou’d  my  Father  have  his  youthful  Son  lie 
lazing  here,  bound  to  a  Wife,  chain’d  like  a  Monkey 
to  make  fport  to  a  Woman,  fubjefl  to  her  Whims 
Humours ,  Longings ,  Vapours  and  Caprices ,  to 
have  her  one  Day  pleas’d,  to-morrow  peevifh,  the 
next  Day  mad,  the  fourth  rebellious  ;  and  nothing 
but  this  Succeflion  of  Impertinence  for  Ages  toge¬ 
ther.  Be  merciful.  Sir,  to  your  own  Flelh  and 
Blood. 

Old  M.  But,  Sir,  did  not  I  bear  all  this,  why  Ihould 
not  you? 

Mir.  Then  you  think,  that  Marriage,  like  Trea- 
fon,  fhould  attaint  the  whole  Blood  ;  pray  confider, 
Sir,  is  it  reafonable  becaufe  you  throw  your  felf 
down  from  one  Story,  that  I  mull  call  my  felf  head¬ 
long  from  the  Garret  Window?  You  wou’d  compel 
me  to  that  State,  which  I  have  heard  you  curfe  your 
felf,  when  my  Mother  and  you  have  battel’d  it  for  a 
whole  Week  together. 

OldM.  Never  but  once,  you  Rogue,  and  that  was 
when  Ihe  long’d  for  fix  Flanders  Mares :  Ay,  Sir, 

then 
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then  lhe  was  breeding  of  you,  which  Ihew’d  what  an 
expenfive  Dog  I  Ihou’d  have  of  you. 

Enter  Petit. 

Well,  Petit,  how  does  lhe  now  ? 

Pet.  Mad,  Sir,  con  Pompos  ■  -Ay,  Mr.  Mirabel, 
you’ll  believe  that  I  fpeak  truth  now,  when  I  confefs 
that  I  have  told  you  hitherto  nothing  but  Lyes ;  our 
Jelling  is  come  to  a  fad  Earned:,  file’s  downright  dif- 
tradled. 

Enter  Bifarre. 

Bif.  Where  is  this  mighty  Vidlor? - The  great 

Exploit  is  done :  go  triumph  in  the  glory  of  your  Con- 
quefi,  inhuman,  barbarous  Man !  O,  Sir,  [to  the  Old 
Gentleman ]  your  wretched  Ward  has  found  a  tender 
Guardian  of  you  ;  where  her  young  Innocence  expedted 
Protedlion,  here  has  lhe  found  her  Ruin. 

Old  M.  Ay,  the  Emit  is  mine,  for  I  believe  that 
Rogue  won’t  marry,  for  fear  of  begetting  fuch  a  dif- 
©bedient  Son  as  his  Father  did.  I  have  done  all  I  can. 
Madam,  and  now  can  do  no  more  than  run  mad  for 
Company.  [Cries. 

Enter  Dugard,  with  his  Sword  drawn. 

Dug.  Away?  Revenge,  Revenge. 

Old  M.  Patience,  Patience,  Sir. 

[Old  Mirabel  holds  him. 
Boh  draw.  [  djide. 

Dug.  Patience!  The  Coward’s  Virtue,  and  the  brave 
Man’s  failing,  when  thus  provok’d - —Villain! 

Mir.  Your  Sifter’s  Frenzy  fhall  excufe  your  Mad- 
nefs ;  and  to  fhew  my  Concern  for  what  lhe  fuffers,  I’ll 
bear  the  Villain  from  her  Brother. — Put  up  your  Anger 
With  your  Sword ;  I  have  a  Heart  like  yours,  that 
fwells  at  an  Aft’ront  receiv’d,  but  melts  at  an  Injury 
given:  and  if  the  lovely  Otiana' s  Grief  be  fuch  a 
moving  Scene,  ’twill  find  a  part  within  this  Breaft,  per¬ 
haps  as  tender  as  a  Brother’s. 

Dug.  To  prove  that  foft  Compafiion  for  her  Grief, 

endeavour  to  remove  it, - There,  there,  behold  an 

Objedt 
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Objeft  that’s  infective ;  I  cannot  view  her,  but  I  am 
as  mad  as  (he :  [  Enter  Oriana  mad,  held  by  two  Maids, 
< who  put  her  in  a  Chair.]  A  Sifter  that  my  dying  Parents 
left,  with  their  laft  Words  and  Blefling,  to  my  Care. 
Sifter,  deareft  Sifter,  [Goes  to  her. 

Old  M.  Ay,  poor  Child,  poor  Child,  d’ye  know 
me? 

Ori.  You!  you  are  Amadis  de  Gaul,  Sir; - Oh! 

oh  my  Heart !  Were  you  never  in  love,  fair  Lady  ? 
And  do  you  never  dream  of  Flowers  and  Gardens  ? 

- 1  dream  of  walking  Fires,  and  tall  Gigantic  Sights. 

Take  heed,  it  comes  now - What’s  that?  Pray 

ftand  away  :  I  have  feen  that  Face  fure. - How  light 

my  Head  is ! 

Mir.  What  piercing  Charms  has  Beauty,  ev’n  in 
Madnefs !  thefe  fudden  Starts  of  undigefted  Words 
fhoot  thro’  my  Soul,  with  more  perfuafive  Force  than 
all  the  ftudy’d  Art  of  labour’d  Eloquence. —  —  Come, 
Madam,  try  to  repofe  a  little. 

Ori.  I  cannot;  for  I  muft  be  up  to  goto  Church, 
and  I  muft  drefs  me,  put  on  my  new  Gown,  and  be 
fo  fine,  to  meet  my  Love.  Hey,  ho  !— —  Will  not 
you  tell  me  where  my  Heart  lies  bury’d  ? 

Mir.  My  very  Soul  is  touch’d - -Your  Hand,  my 

Fair. 

Ori.  How  foft  and  gentle  you  feel :  I’ll  tell  you  your 
Fortune,  Friend. 

Mir.  How  (he  flares  upon  me  1 

Ori.  Y ou  have  a  flattering  Face  ;  but  ’tis  a  fine  one 

- 1  warrant  you  have  five  hundred  Miftrefles— — — 

Ay,  to  be  fure,  a  Miftrefs  for  every  Guinea  in  his 
Pocket - Will  you  pray  for  me  ?  I  fhall  die  to-mor¬ 

row — — -And  will  you  ring  my  Palling- Bell  ? 

Mir.  O  Woman,  Woman,  of  Artifice  created  ! 
whofe  Nature,  even  diftrafted,  has  a  Cunning :  In 
.  vain  let  Man  his  Senfe,  his  Learning  boaft,  when  Wo¬ 
man’s  Madnefs  over-rules  his  Reafon.  Do  you  know 
me,  injur’d  Creature  ? 

Ori.  No,— ——but  you  lhall  be  my  intimate  Ac¬ 
quaintance  in  the  Grave.  £ Weeps _ 

.  Mir , 
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Mir.  Oh  Tears,  I  mull  believe  you  ;  fure  there’s 
a  kind  of  Sympathy  in  Madnefs  ;  for  even  I,  obdu¬ 
rate  as  I  am,  do  feel  my  Soul  fo  tofs’d  with  Storms 

of  Paffion,  that  I  could  cry  for  help  as  well  as  fhe. - 

[  Wipes  his  Eyes. 

Ori.  What  have  you  loft  your  Lover  ?  No,  you 
mock  me  ;  I’ll  go  home  and  pray. 

Mir.  Stay,  my  fair  Innocence,  and  hear  me  own 
my  Love  fo  loud,  that  I  may  call  your  Senfes  to 
their  Place,  reftore  ’em  to  their  charming  happy  Func¬ 
tions,  and  re-inftate  my  felf  into  your  Favour. 

Bif.  Let  her  alone,  Sir,  ’tis  all  too  late ;  lhe  trem¬ 
bles,  .hold  her,  her  Fits  grow  ftronger  by  her  t liking  ; 
don’t  trouble  her,  fhe  don’t  know  you,  Sir. 

Old  M.  Not  know  him !  what  then  ?  lhe  loves  to 
fee  him  for  all  that. 

Enter  Duretete. 

Dur.  Where  are  you  all  ?  What  the  Devil !  melan¬ 
choly,  and  I  here  !  Are  ye  fad,  and  fuch  a  ridiculous 
Subjeft,  fuch  a  very  good  Jell  among  you  as  I  am  ? 

Mir.  Away  with  this  Impertinence  ;  this  is  no 
place  for  Bagatel  :  I  have  murder’d  my  Honour,  de¬ 
stroy’ d  a  Lady,  and  my  defire  of  Preparation  is  come 
at  length  too  late  :  See  there. 

Dur.  What  ails  her? 

Mir.  Alas,  Ihe’s  mad. 

Dur.  Mad  !  doll  wonder  at  that  ?  By  this  Light, 
they’re  all  fo  ;  they’re  cozening  mad,  they’re  brawling 
mad,  they’re  proud  mad  ;  I  jult  now  came  from  a 
whole  World  of  mad  Women,  that  had  almoft— — — 
What,  is  lhe  dead  ? 

Mir.  Dead !  Heav’ns  forbid. 

Dur.  Heav’ns  farther  ic ;  for  ’till  they  be  as  coM  as 
a  Key,  there’s  no  tiufting  them  ;  you’re  never  fure  that 
a  Woman’s  in  earneft,  ’till  lhe  be  nail’d  in  her  Coffin. 
Shall  I  talk  to  her  ?  are  you  mad,  Miiirtis  ? 

Bif.  What’s  that  to  you,  S.r  ? 

Dur.  Oons,  Madam  aie  you  there?  \Runs  off*. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Away,  thou  wild  Buffoon ;  how  poor  and 
mean  this  Humour  now  appears  ?  His  Follies  and  my 
own  I  here  difclaim  ;  this  Lady’s  Frenzy  has  reftor’d 
my  Senfes,  and  was  fhe  perfect  now7,  as  once  Ihe 
was,  (before  you  all  I  fpeak  it,)  fhe  fhou’d  be  mine ; 
and  as  fhe  is,  my  Tears  and  Prayers  fhall  wed  her. 

Dug.  How  happy  had  this  Declaration  been  fome 
hours  ago  ? 

Bif.  Sir,  fhe  beckons  to  you,  and  waves  us  to  go  off ; 
come,  come,  let’s  leave  ’em. 

[ Ex .  omnes,  but  Mir.  and  Ori. 

Ori.  Oh,  Sir ! 

Mir.  Speak,  my  charming  Angel,  if  your  dear 
Senfes  have  regain’d  their  Order  j  fpeak.  Fair,  and 
blefs  me  with  the  News. 

Ori.  Firft,  let  me  blefs  the  Cunning  of  my  Sex, 
that  happy  counterfeited  Frenzy  that  has  reftor’d  to 
my  poor  labouring  Break,  the  dearefl,  bell  belov’d 
of  Men. 

Mir.  Tune  all,  ye  Spheres,  your  Inflruments  of  Joy, 
and  carry  round  your  fpacious  Orbs,  the  happy  Sound 
of  Oriana  s  Health ;  her  Soul,  whofe  Harmony  was 
next  to  yours,  is  now  in  Tune  again  j  the  counterfeiting 
Fair  has  play’d  the  Fool. 

She  was  fo  mad  to  counterfeit  for  me , 

1  was  fo  mad  to  pawn  my  Liberty : 

But  now  we  both  are  well,  and  both  are  free. 

Ori.  How,  Sir  !  Free  ? 

Mir.  As  Air,  my  dear  Bedlamite ;  what,  marry  a 
Lunatick !  Look’e,  my  Dear,  you  have  counterfeited 
Madnefs  fo  very  well  this  bout,  that  you’ll  be  apt  to 
play  the  Fool  all  your  Life  long.  ■■■■■  — —  Here,  Gen¬ 
tlemen. 

Ori.  Monfler  !  you  won’t  difgrace  me. 

Mir.  O’ my  Faith,  but  I  will ;  here,  come  in  Gentle¬ 
men.  ■  •  A*  Miracle  !  a  Miracle !  the  Woman’s 
difpoffefs’d,  the  Devil’s  vanifh’d. 

En - 
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Enter  Old  Mirabel  and  Dugard. 

Old  M.  Blefs  us,  was  ihe  pofiefs’d  ? 

'Mir.  With  the  word:  of  Damons,  Sir,  a  Marriage- 
Devil,  a  horrid  Devil.  Mr.  Dugard,  don’t  be  fur- 
priz’d,  I  promis’d  my  Endeavours  to  cure  your  Sifter  $ 
no  mad  Dodtor  in  Chrif  endow  could  have  done  it  more 
effectually.  Take  her  into  your  Charge ;  and  have  a 
care  ihe  don’t  relapfe  :  if  ihe  ihould,  employ  me  again, 
for  I  am  no  more  infallible  than  others  of  the  Faculty  i 
I  do  cure  fometimes. 

Ori.  Your  Remedy,  moil  barbarous  Man,  will  prove 
the  greateft  Poifon  to  my  Health  ;  for  tho’  my  former 
Frenzy  was  but  counterfeit,  I  now  ihall  run  into  a  real 
Madnefs.  [Exit ;  Old  Mir.  after. 

Dug.  This  was  a  turn  beyond  my  Knowledge ;  I’m 
fo  confus’d,  I  know  not  how  to  refent  it.  [Exit. 

Mir.  What  a  dangerous  Precipice  have  I  ’fcap’d? 
Was  not  I  juft  now  upon  the  Brink  of  Deftruftion  ? 

Enter  Duretete. 

O  my  Friend,  let  me  run  into  thy  Bofom ;  no  Lark 
Heap’d  from  the  devouring  Pounces  of  a  Hawk,  quakes 
with  more  difmal  Apprehenfion. 

Dur.  The  matter,  Man  ! 

Mir.  Marriage,  Hanging ;  I  was  juft  at  the  Gal¬ 
lows-foot,  the  running  Noofe  about  my  Neck,  and 

the  Cart  wheeling  from  me. - Oh - 1  ihan’t  be  my 

felf  this  Month  again. 

Dur.  Did  not  I  tell  you  fo  ?  They  are  all  alike 
Saints  or  Devils ;  their  counterfeiting  can’t  be  reputed 
a  Deceit ;  for  ’tis  the  Nature  of  the  Sex,  not  their  Con¬ 
trivance. 

Mir.  Ay,  ay  ;  there’s  no  living  here  with  Security ; 
this  Houfe  is  is  fo  full  of  Stratagem  and  Defign,  that  I 
mull  abroad  again. 

Dur.  With  all  my  heart,  I’ll  bear  thee  Company,, 
my  Lad ;  I’ll  meet  you  at  the  Play ;  and  we’ll  let 
out  for  Italy  to-morrow  Morning. 


Mir . 
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Mir.  A  Match  :  I’ll  go  pay  my  Compliment  of  leave 
to  my  Father  prefen tly. 

Dur.  I’m  afraid  he’ll  flop  you. 

Mir.  What  pretend  a  Command  over  me  after  his 
Settlement  of  a  thoufand  Pound  a  Year  upon  me?  No, 
no,  he  has  palled  away  his  Authority  with  the  Con¬ 
veyance  ;  the  Will  of  a  living  Father  is  chiefly  obeyed 
for  the  fake  of  the  dying  one. 

What  makes  the  World  attend  and  croud  the  Great  ? 
Hopes,  Intereft,  and  Dependance,  make  their  State. 
Behold  the  Ante-chamber  fill’d  with  Beaus, 

A  Horfe’s  Levee  throng’d  with  Courtly  Crows. 

Tho’  grumbling  Subjects  make  the  Crown  their  Sport, 
Hopes  of  a  Place  will  bring  the  Sparks  to  Court. 
Dependance,  even  a  Father’s  Sway  fecures, 

For  tho’  the  Son  rebels,  the  Heir  is  yours. 


7be  End  of  the  fourth  ACT. 


A  C  T  V. 

SCENE,  ths  Street  before  the  Play-houfe  ; 
Mirabel  and  Duretete  as  coming  from  the 

Dur.  TT OW  d’ye  like  this  Play  ? 

JLjL  Mir.  I  lik’d  the  Company ;  the  Lady, 
the  rich  Beauty  in  the  Front-Box  had  my  Attention : 
Thefe .  impudent  Poets  bring  the  Ladies  together  to 
fupport  them,  and  to  kill  every  body  elfe. 


For  Deaths  upon  the  Stage  the  Ladies  cry. 
But  ne'er  mind  us  that  in  the  Audience  die  : 


fhe 
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' The  Poet's  Hero flood d not  mo-ve  their  Paiv, 

But  they  fcou  d  rweep  for  thofe  their  Eyes  ba-ve  fain. 

Dur.  Hoity,  toity  ;  did  Phillis  infpire  you  with  all 
this  ?  % 

Mir.  Ten  times  more ;  the  Play-houfe  is  the  Ele¬ 
ment  of  Poetry,  becaufe  the  Region  of  Beauty  ;  the 
Ladies,  methinks,  have  a  more  infpiring  triumphant 
Air  in  the  Boxes  than  any  where  elfe,  they  fit  com¬ 
manding  on  their  Thrones  with  all  their  Subjedt- 
flaves  about  them  :  Their  belt  Clothes,  bell  Looks, 
fhining  Jewels,  fparkling  Eyes,  the  Treafure  of  the 
World  in  a  Ring.  Then  there’s  fuch  a  hurry  of  Piea- 
fure  to  tranfport  us  ;  the  Bullle,  Noife,  Gallantry, 
Equipage,  Garters,  Feathers,  Wigs,  Bows,  Smiles, 
Ogles,  Love,  Mufick  and  Applaufe ;  I  cou’d  wilh 
that  my  whole  Life  long  were  the  firlt  Night  of  a  new 
Play. 

Dur.  The  Fellow  has  quite  forgot  this  Journey  ;  have 
you  befpoke  Poll-Horfes  ? 

Mir.  Grant  me  but  three  Lays,  dear  Captain,  one 
to  difcover  the  Lady,  one  to  unfold  my  felf,  and  one 
to  make  me  happy ;  and  then  I’m  yours  to  the 
World’s  end. 

Dur.  Hall  thou  the  Impudence  to  promife  thy  fe!f  a 
Lady  of  her  Figure  and  Quality  in  fo  Ihort  a  time  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  Sir - 1  have  a  confident  Addrefs,  no 

difagreeable  Perfon,  and  live  hundred  Lenxidores  in  my 
Pocket. 

Dur.  Five  hundred  Lenvidores  !  You  a’n’t  mad  ? 

Mir.  I  tell  you,  Ike’s  worth  five  thoufand ;  one  of 
her  black  brilliant  Eyes  is  worth  a  Diamond  as  big  as 
her  Head.  I  compai’d  her  Necklace  with  her  Looks, 
and  the  living  Jewels  out-fparkl’d  the  dead  ones  by  a 
Million. 

Dur.  But  you  have  own’d  to  me,  that  abating  Ori- 
ana's  Pretenfious  to  Marriage,  you  lov’d  her  pafhonately, 
then  how  can  you  wander  at  this  rate  ? 


Mir. 
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Mir.  I  long’d  for  a  Partridge  t’other  day  off  the  King’s 
Plate,  but  d’ye  think,  becaufe  I  cou’d  not  have  it,  I 
mull  eat  nothing  ? 

Dur .  Prithee,  Mirabel ,  be  quiet ;  you  may  re¬ 
member  what  narrow  fcapes  you  have  had  abroad  by 
following  Strangers ;  you  forget  your  Leap  out  of 
the  Courtefans  Window  at  Bolognia  to  fave  your  fine 
Ring  there. 

Mir .  My  Ring’s  a  Trifle,  there’s  nothing  we  pof- 
fefs  comparable  to  what  we  defire— ■ — —  be  fhy  of  a 
Lady  barefac’d  in  the  Front-Box  with  a  thoufand 
Pound  in  Jewels  about  her  Neck  !  For  fhame,  no 
more. 

Enter  Oriana  in  Boy's  Clothes  vjith  a  Letter. 

Ori.  Is  your  Name  Mirabel,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ori.  A  Letter  from  your  Uncle  in  Picardy. 

[Gives  the  Letter. 

Mir.  [Beads.] 

'H  E  Bearer  is  the  Son  of  a  Protejfant  Gentleman, 
who  flying  for  his  Religion,  left  me  the  Charge  of  this 
Youth  [a  pretty  Boy]  he's  fond  of fome  handfome  Service 
that  may  afford  hint  opportunity  of  Improvement,  your 
Care  of  him  will  oblige 

Yours. 

Hall  a  mind  to  travel.  Child  ? 

Ori.  ’Tis  my  Defire,  Sir  ;  I  (hould  be  pleas’d  to 
ferve  a  Traveller  in  any  Capacity. 

Mir.  A  hopeful  Inclination ;  you  {hall  along  with  me 
into  Italy,  as  my  Page. 

Dur.  I  don’t  think  it  fafe  ;  the  Rogue’s  [Noife  with¬ 
out]  too  handfome - The  Play’s  done,  and  fome  of 

the  Ladies  come  this  way. 

Enter  Lamorce,  with  her  Train  born  up  by  a  Page. 

Mir.  Duretete,  the  very  dear,  identical  She. 

Dur.  And  what  then  ? 

Mir.  Why  ’tis  lhe. 

Dur ; 
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Dur.  And  what  then.  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Then!  Why, - — Look’e  Sirrah,  the  firft 

piece  of  Service  I  put  you  upon,  is  to  follow  that  Lady’s 
Coach,  and  bring  me  word  where  fhe  lives. 

[To  Oriana, 

Ori.  I  don’t  know  fhe  Town,  Sir,  and  am  afraid  of 
lofing  myfelf. 

Mir.  Pfhaw ! 

Lam.  Page,  what’s  become  of  all  my  People  ? 

Page.  I  can’t  tell,  Madam,  I  can  fee  no  fign  of  your 
Ladylhip’s  Coach. 

Lam.  That  Fellow  is  got  into  his  old  Pranks,  and 
fall’n  drunk  fomewhere ;  none  of  the  Footmen  there  ? 

Page.  Not  one.  Madam. 

Lam.  Thefe  Servants  are  the  plague  of  our  Lives, 
what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Mir.  By  all  my  Hopes  Fortune  pimps  for  me ;  now, 
Duretete,  for  a  piece  of  Gallantry. 

Dur.  Why,  you  won’t  fure  ? 

Mir.  Won’t,  Brute !  Let  not  your  Servants  Ne- 
gleft.  Madam,  put  your  Ladylhip  to  any  Inconve¬ 
nience,  for  you  can’t  be  difappointed  of  an  Equipage 
whilft  mine  waits  below  ;  and  wou’d  you  honour  the 
Maker  fo  far,  he  wou’d  be  proud  to  pay  his  Atten¬ 
dance. 

Dur.  Ay,  to  be  fure.  [  A  fide. 

Lam.  Sir,  I  won’t  prefume  to  be  troublefome,  for 
my  Habitation  is  a  great  way  off. 

Dur,  Very  true.  Madam,  and  he’s  a  little  engag’d  j 
befides,  Madam,  a  Hackney-Coach  will  do  as  well. 
Madam. 

Mir.  Rude  Beak,  be  quiet !  [To  Duretete.]  The 
farther  from  home,  Madam,  the  more  occafion  you 
have  for  Guard — — — pray.  Madam. — —  ■■■ 

Lam.  Lard,  Sir  *»  [  He  feems  to  prefs,  fhe  to  de¬ 

cline  it  in  dumb  Jhenj. 

Dur.  Ah !  The  Devil’s  in  his  Impudence  ;  now  he 
wheedles,  fhe  fmiles ;  he  flatters,  fhe  fimpers }  he 
fwears,  fhe  believes ;  he’s  a  Rogue,  and  fhe’s  a  W— — 
in  a  moment. 


Mir. 
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Mir.  Without  there,  my  Coach';  Duretete,  wilh 
me  Joy.  \Hands  the  Lady  out . 

Dur.  Wilh  you  a  Surgeon!  Here  you  little  Picard , 
go  follow  your  Mailer,  and  he’ll  lead  you - - 

Ori  Whither,  Sir  ? 

Dur.  To  the  Academy,  Child  :  ’tis  the  Falhion  with 
Men  of  Quality  to  teach  their  Pages  their  Exercifes 
- - g°- 

Ori.  Won’t  you  go  with  him  too.  Sir?  that  Wo- 
man  may  do  him  fome  harm,  I  don’t  like  her. 

Dur.  Why,  how  now,  Pages,  do  you  Hart  up  to 
give  Laws  of  a  fudden  ;  do  you  pretend  to  rife  at 
Court,  and  difapprove  the  Pleafures  of  your  Betters? 
Look’e,  Sirrah,  if  ever  you  wou’d  rife  by  a  great  Man, 
be  fure  to  be  with  him  in  his  little  Actions,  and  as  a 
ftep  to  your  Advancement,  follow  your  Mailer  im¬ 
mediately,  and  make  it  your  Hope  that  he  go  to  a 
Bawdy-Houfe. 

Ori.  Heavens  forbid.  [Exit. 

Dur.  Now  wou’d  I  fooner  take  a  Cart  in  Company 
of  the  Hangman,  than  a  Coach  with  that  Woman; 
What  a  llrange  Antipathy  have  I  taken  againft  thefe 
Creatures  j  A  Woman  to  me  is  Averlion  upon  Aver  lion, 
Cheefe,  a  Cat,  a  Break  of  Mutton,  the  Squeeling  of 
Children,  the  Grinding  of  Knives,  and  the  Snuff  of  a 
Candle. 


SCENE,  a  handfome  Apartment. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Lamorce. 

Lam.  To  convince  me,  Sir,  that  your  Service  was 
fomething  more  than  good  Breeding,  pleafe  to  lay  out 
ap  Hour  of  your  Company  upon  my  Defire,  as  you 
nave  already  upon  my  Neceflity, 

Mir.  Your  Defire,  Madam,  has  only  prevented  my 
Requeft ;  my  Hours !  Make  ’em  yours,  Madam,  eleven, 
twelve,  one,  two,  three,  and  all  that  belong  to  thofe 
happy  Minutes. 

Lam.  But  I  mull  trouble  you.  Sir,  to  difinifs  your 
Retinue,  because  an  Equipage  at  my  Door,  at  this 

time 
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time  of  Night  will  not  be  confident  with  my  Repu¬ 
tation. 

Mir.  By  all  means.  Madam,  all  but  one  little  Boy— . 
Here,  Page,  order  my  Coach  and  Servants  home,  and 
do  you  flay  ;  ’tis  a  foolifh  Country  Boy,  that  knows 
nothing  but  Innocence. 

Lam.  Innocence,  Sir !  I  lhou’d  be  forry  if  you  made 
any  finifter  Conftru&ions  of  my  Freedom. 

Mir.  O  Madam,  I  muft  not  pretend  to  remark  upon 
any  body’s  Freedom,  having  fo  entirely  forfeited  my 
own. 

Lam.  Well,  Sir,  ’twere  convenient  towards  our  eafy 
Correfpondence,  that  we  enter’d  into  a  free  Confidence 
of  each  other,  by  a  mutual  Declaration  of  what  we  are,  j 

and  what  we  think  of  one  another. - Now,  Sir, 

what  are  you  ? 

Mir.  In  three  Words,  Madam, - 1  am  a  Gentle¬ 

man,  I  have  five  hundred  Pounds  in  my  Pocket,  and  a 
clean  Shirt  on. 

Lam.  And  your  Name  is . — 

Mir.  Mujiapha. - Now,  Madam  the  Inventory 

of  your  Fortunes. 

Lam.  My  Name  is  Lamorce ;  my  Birth  noble;  I 
was  marry’d  young,  to  a  proud,  rude,  fullen,  impe- 
rious  Fellow ;  the  Husband  fpoiled  the  Gentleman ; 
Crying  ruin’d  my  Face,  ’till  at  laftl  took  heart,  leap’d 
out  of  a  Window,  got  away  to  my  Friends,  fu’d  my 

Tyrant,  and  recover’d  my  Fortune - -I  lived  from 

fifteen  to  twenty  to  pleafe  a  Husband,  from  twenty  to 
forty  I’m  refolv’d  to  pleafe  my  felf,  and  from  thence 
upwards  I’ll  humour  the  World. 

Mir.  The  charming  wild  Notes  of  a  Bird  broke  out 
of  its  Cage ! 

Lam.  I  mark’d  you  at  the  Play,  and  fomething  I 
faw  of  a  well-furnifh’d,  carelefs,  agreeable  Tour  a-  j 
bout  you.  Methought  your  Eyes  made  their  man¬ 
nerly  Demands  with  fuch  an  arch  Mcdefly,  that  I 
don’t  know  how  ■  1  ■■  -but  I'm  elop’d.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

I’m  elop’d. 
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Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha  F  I  rejoyce  in  your  good  Fortune 
with  all  my  Heart. 

Lam.  O,  now  I  think  on’t,  Mr.  Mufapha,  you  have 
got  tire  fineil  Ring  there,  I  cou’d  fcarcely  believe  it 
right,  pray  let  me  fee  it. 

Mir.  Hum  !  Yes,  Madam,  ’tis,  ’tis  right - but,  but, 

but,  but,  it  was  given  me  by  my  Mother,  an  old  Fa¬ 
mily-Ring,  Madam,  an  old-fafhion’d  Family-Ring. 

Lam.  Ay,  Sir - if  you  can  entertain  your  felf 

with  a  Song  for  a  moment,  I’ll  wait  on  you  ;  come  in 
there. 

Enter  Singers. 

Call  what  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Mir.  The  new  Song - Prithee,  Phillis,  itfc. 

SONG. 

Certainly  the  Stars  have  been  in  a  flrange  intriguing  Hu¬ 
mour  when  I  was  born. - Ay,  this  Night  fhou’d  I 

have  had  a  Bride  in  my  Arms,  and  that  I  ihou’d  like 
well  enough  ;  but  what  fhou’d  I  have  to-morrow  Night  ? 
the  fame.  And  what  next  Night  ?  the  fame ;  and 
what  next  Night  ?  the  very  lame  :  Soop  for  Breakfaft, 
Soop  for  Dinner,  Soop  for  Supper,  and  Soop  for  Break* 
fail  again - but  here’s  variety. 

L  love  the  Fair  who  freely  gives  her  Heart , 

<That' s  mine  by  Lies  of  Nature,  not  of  Art  ; 

Who  boldly  owns  what  e’er  her  Thoughts  indite, 

And  is  too  modef  for  a  Hypocrite. 

[Lamorce  appears  at  the  Door,  as  he  run ;  towards 
her,  four  Bravoes fep  in  before  her.  He  farts 
back. 

She  comes,  fhe  comes - Hum,  hum - Bitch - 

Murder’d,  murder’d  to  befure  !  The  curfed  S  rumpct! 
To  make  me  fend  away  my  Servants — — — no  body 
near  me !  Thefe  Cut-throats  always  make  furs  Work. 

D  '  What 
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What  (hall  I  do  ?  I  have  but  one  way.  Are  thefe 
Gentlemen,  your  Relations,  Madam  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mir.  Gentlemen,  your  mod  humble  Servant  j  Sir, 
your  mod  faithful,  yours.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart ; 

your  mod  obedient - come.  Gentlemen,  [ Salutes 

all  round']  pleafe  to  fit. - no  Ceremony,  next  the 

Lady,  pray  Sir. 

Lam.  Well,  Sir,  and  how  do  you  like  my  Friends  ? 

[  7 hey  all  Jit. 

Mir.  O,  Madam,  the  mod  Sniffl'd  Gentlemen !  I 
was  never  more  happy  in  good  Company  in  my  Life ; 
I  fuppole.  Sir,  you  have  traveli’d  ? 

i  Bra.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mir.  Which  way,  may  I  prefume  ? 

1  Bra.  In  a  Weitem  Barge,  Sir. 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  very  pretty  ;  facetious  pretty 
Gentleman ! 

Lam.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Sir,  you  have  got  the  prettied  1 
Ring  upon  your  Finger  there - 

Mir.  Ah !  Madam,  ’tis  at  your  Sendee  with  all  my 
Heart.  [Offering  the  Ring. 

Lam.  By  no  means.  Sir,  a  Family-Ring  ! 

[Takes  it. 

Mir.  No  matter.  Madam.  Seven  hundred  Pound, 
by  this  Light.  [  Afide . 

2  Bra.  Pray,  Sir,  what’s  o’  clock  ? 

Mir.  Hum!  Sir,  I  forgot  my  Watch  at  home. 

2  Bra.  I  thought  I  faw  the  String  of  it  jud  now. 

Mir.  Ods  my  Life,  Sir,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  here  it 
is - but  it  dcu’t  go.  [ Putting  it  up. 

Lam.  O  dear  Sir,  an  Bnglijh  Watch !  Tompion's,  I 
preiume. 

Mir.  D’ye  like  it.  Madam - no  Ceremony — — 

’tis  at  your  Sendee  with  all  my  Heart  and  Soul - 

Tampion's  \  Hang  ye.  \_AJide. 

i  Bra.  But,  Sir,  above  all  things,  I  admire  tne  Fa- 
fhion  and  Make  of  your  Sword-hilt. 

Mir.  I’m  mighty  glad  you  like  it.  Sir. 

i  Bra.  Will  you  part  w  ith  it.  Sir  ? 

Mir 
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Mir.  Sir,  I  won’t  fell  it. 

1  B>a.  Not  fell  it.  Sir  ! 

Mir.  No,  Gentlemen, - but  I’ll  bellow  it  with  all 

my  heart.  ^  [ 'Offering  it. 

i  Bra.  O  Sir,  we  lhall  rob  you. 

Mir.  That  you  do,  I’ll  be  fworn.  [AJided]  I  have 

another  at  home,  pray.  Sir, - Gentlemen,  you’re  too 

modeh  :  Have  I  any  thing  elfe  that  you  fancy  ? - Sir, 

will  you  do  me  a  Favour?  [To  the  i  Bravo.']  I  am  ex¬ 
tremely  in  love  with  that  Wig  which  you  wear,  will  you 
do  me  the  favour  to  change  with  me  ? 

i  Bra.  Look’e,  Sir,  this  is  a  Family-Wig,  and  I 
wou’d  not  part  with  it,  but  if  you  like  it- - -  ° 

Mir.  Sir,  your  moll  h&mble  Servant.  , 

[  They  change  Wigs. 

1  Bra.  Madam,  your  mod  humble  Slave. 

[Goes  up  foppijhly  to  the  Lady ,  falutes  her. 

2  Bra.  The  Fellow’s  very  liberal,  lhall  we  murder 
him  ? 

j  i  Bra.  What!  Let  him  efcape  to  hang  us  all!  And 
I  to  lofe  my  Wig ;  no,  no,  I  want  but  a  handfome 
jPretence  to  quarrel  with  him,  for  you  know  we  mult 

aft  like  Gentlemen.  Here,  fome  Wine - [Wine 

here.]  Sir,  your  good  Health. 

[Bulls  Mirabel  by  the  No/e. 

Mir.  Oh!  Sir,  your  molt  humble  Servant;  a  plea- 
rant  Frolick  enough,  to  drink  a  Man’s  Health,  and 
pull- him  by  the  Nofe;  ha,  ha,  ha!  the  pleafanteft 
i pretty -humour’d  Gentleman. 

Lam.  Help  the  Gentleman  to  a  Glafs.  [Mir.  drinks. 

i  Bra.  How  d’ye  like  the  Wine,  Sir? 

1  M*r.  Very  good  o’  the  kind,  Sir ;  but  I  tell  ye 
vhat,  I  find  we’re  all  inclin’d  to  be  frolickfome,  and 
'  for  my  own  part,  I  was  never  more  difpofed 

■  o  be  merry ;  let’s  make  a  Night  on’t,  ha ! - This 

IWne  is  pretty,  but  I  have  fuch  Burgundy  at  home. 

•  - - Look’e,  Gentlemen,  let  me  fend  for  a  dozen 

Talks  of  my  Burgundy ,  I  defy  France  to  match  it 

- - ’Twill  make  us  all  Life,  all  Air,  pray,  Gen- 

demen. 

D  2. 
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2  Bra.  Eh  1  Shall  us  have  his  Burgundy  ? 

l  Bra.  Yes,  faith,  we’ll  have  all  we  can;  here, 

call  up  the  Gentleman’s  Servant. - What  think 

you,  Lamorce  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  yes, - your  Servant  is  a  fooliih 

Country  Boy,  Sir,  he  underilands  nothing  but  Inno¬ 
cence  ? 

Mir.  Ay,  ay,  Madam. - Here,  Page,  [ Enter  O- 

riana]  take  this  Key,  and  go  to  my  Butler,  order 
him  to  fend  half  a  dozen  Flafks  of  the  red  Burgundy, 
mark’d  a  thoufand  ;  and  be  fure  you  make  hade,  I 
long  to  entertain  my  Friends  here,  my  very  good 
Friends. 

Qmnes.  Ah,  dear  Sir  ! 

i  Bra.  Here,  Child,  take  a  Glafs  of  Wine— — — — 
Your  Mailer  and  I  have  chang’d  Wigs,  Honey,  in  a 
Froiick. - Where  had  you  this  pretty  Boy,  honed: 

Mujtapha  ? 

Ori.  Mujtapha  ! 

Mir.  Out  of  Picardy — - this  is  the  fird  Errand 

he  has  made  for  me,  and  if  he  does  it  right.  I’ll  en¬ 
courage  him. 

Ori.  The  red  Burgundy ,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  The  red,  mark’d  a  thoufand,  and  be  lure  you 
make  hade 

Ori.  I  ihall.  Sir.  [ Exit . 

i  Bra.  Sir,  you  were  pleas’d  to  like  my  Wig,  have 

you  any  fancy  for  my  Coat  ? - -Look’e,  Sir,  it 

has  ferv’d  a  great  many  honed  Gentlemen  very  faith- 

•'  fully. 

Mir.  Not  fo  faithfully,  for  I’m  afraid  it  has  got  a 

fcurvy  trick  of  leaving  all  its  Mailers  in  Neceflity. - 

The  Infolence  of  thefe  Dogs  is  beyond  their  Cruelty. 

\_Jfide. 

Lam.  You’re  melancholy,  Sir. 

Mir.  Only  concern’d,  Madam,  that  I  fhou’d  have 

no  Servant  here  but  this  little  Boy - he’ll  make 

fome  confounded  Blunder,  I’ll  lay  my  Life  on’t ;  I 
wou’d  not  be  difappointed  of  my  Wine  for  the  Uni- 
verfe. 


Lam. 
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Lam.  He’ll  do  well  enough.  Sir :  but  Supper’s  ready* 
will  you  pleafe  to  eat  a  Bit,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  O  Madam,  I  never  had  a  better  Stomach  in 
my  Life. 

Lam.  Come  then,— —we  have  nothing  but  a  Plate 
of  Soop. 

Mir.  Ah  !  The  Marriage-Soop  I  cou’d  difpenfe  with 
now.  [Afide  ]  [Exit,  handing  the  Lady. 

2  Bra.  That  Wig  won’t  fall  to  your  Share. 

1  Bra.  No,  no,  we’ll  fettle  that  after  Supper,  in  the 
mean  time  the  Gentleman  (hall  wear  it. 

2  Bra.  Shall  we  difpatch  him  ? 

3  Bra.  To  be  fure,  I  th:nk  he  knows  me. 

1  Bra.  Ay,  ay,  dead  Men  tell  no  Tales ;  I  won¬ 
der  at  the  Impudence  cf  the  Engl'fb  Rogues,  that  will 
hazard  the  meeting  a  Man  at'the  Bar  that  they  have 
encounter’d  upon  the  Road!  -I  ha’ n’t  the  Confidence  to 
look  a  Man  in  the  Face  after  I  have  done  him  an  In¬ 
jury,  therefore  we’ll  murder  h[m.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Old  Mirabel’;  Houfe. 

Enter  Duretete. 

D/ir.  My  Friend  has  forfaken  me,  I  have  aban¬ 
don’d  my  Miftrefs,  my  time  lies  heavy  on  my  hands, 

and  my  Money  burns  in  my  Pocket. - But  now  I 

think  on’t,  my  Myrmidons  are  upon  Duty  to-night : 
I  il  1  airly  flroll  down  to  the  Guard,  and  nod  away 
the  Night  with  my  honeft  Lieutenant  over  a  Flalk  of 
Wine,  a  Rakehelly  Story r  and  a  Pipe  of  Tobacco. 

[ Going  1 off,  Bif.  meets  him. 

Bif.  Who  comes  there?  fund! 

Dur.  ^Hey-day,  now  fhe’s  turn’d  Dragoon. 

Bif.  Look’e,  Sir,  I’m  told  you  intend  to  travel  a- 
gam - -I  defign  to  wait  on  you  as  far  as  Italy. 

Dur.  Then  I’ll  travel  into  Wales. 

Bif.  W ules !  What  Country’s  that  ? 

Dur.  The  Land  of  Mountains,  Child,  where  you’re 
lever  out  ot  the  way,  ’caufe  there’s  no  fuc’t  thins  as 
1  High-Road.  ’  b 

D  3  Bif  . 
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Bif  Rather  always  in  a  High-road,  ’caufe  you  tra¬ 
vel  all  upon  Hills ; - but  be’t  as  it  will.  I’ll  jog 

along  with  you. 

Dur.  But  we  intend  to  fail  to  the  Eaf -Indies. 

Bif.  Eaft  or  Wefl,  ’tis  all  one  to  me;  I’m  tight  and 
light,  and  the  fitter  for  failing. 

Dur.  But  fuppofe  we  take  thro’  Germans,  and  drink 
hard. 

Bif  Suppofe  I  take  thro’  Germany ,  and  drink  har¬ 
der  than  you. 

Dur.  Suppofe  I  go  to  a  Baudy-houfe. 

Bif.  Suppofe  I  fhew  you  the  way. 

Dur.  ’Sdeath,  Woman,  will  you  go  to  the  Guard 
with  me,  and  fmoak  a  Pipe  ? 

Bif.  Allons,  Done! 

Dur.  The  Devil’s  in  the  Woman fuppofe  I 
hang  myfelf. 

Bif.  There  I’ll  leave  you. 

Dur.  ~  And  a  happy  riddance,  the  Gallows  is  wel¬ 
come. 

Bif.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  [Catches  him  by  the  Arm  go¬ 
ing]  one  word  before  we  part. 

Dur.  Let  me  go.  Madam, - or  I  lhall  think  that 

you’re  a  Man,  and  perhaps  may  examine  you. 

Bif  Stir  if  you  dare ;  I  have  llill  Spirits  to  attend  me  ; 
and  can  raife  fuch  a  multer  of  Fairies  as  lhall  punilh 

you  to  death - Come,  Sir,  Hand  there  now  and  ogle 

me  ;  [ He  frowns  upon  her.]  Now  a  languilhing  Sigh  ! 

[He groans.]  Now  run  and  take  up  my  Fan, - falter. 

[He  runs  and  takes  it  up.]  Now  play  with  it  hand- 
iomely. 

Dur.  Ay,  ay.  [He  tears  it  all  in  pie&es. 

Bif.  Hold,  hold,  dear  humorous  Coxcomb ;  Cap¬ 
tain,  fpare  my  Fan,  and  I’ll - Why,  you  rude,  in¬ 

human  Monfter,  don’t  you  exped  to  pay  for  this  ? 

Dur.  Yes,  Madam,  there’s  Twelve-pence ;  for  that 
is  the  price  cn’t. 

BiJ.  Sir,  it  coll  a  Guinea. 

Dur. 
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Dur.  Well,  Madam,  you  fhall  have  the  Sticks  again. 

[Throws  them  to  her,  and  Exit. 

Bif.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  ridiculous,  below  my  Concern. 
I  mull  follow  him  however,  to  know  if  he  can  give  me 
any  news  of  Oriana.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Lamorce’r  Lodgings. 

Enter  Mirabel  folus. 

Mir.  Bloody  Hell-hounds, VI  over-heard  you : - - 

Was  not  I  two  Hours  ago  the  happy,  gay,  rejoicing 
— —  Mirabel  ?  How  did  I  plume  my  Hopes  in  a  fair 
coming  profpeft  of  a  long  Scene  of  Years  ?  Life  courted 
me  with  all  the  Charms  of  Vigour,  Youth,  and  For¬ 
tune  ;  and  to  be  torn  away  from  all  my  promifed  Joys, 
is  more  than  Death;  the  Manner  too,  by  Villains. 
-  ■  -O  my  Oriana,  this  very  moment  might 

have  blefs’d  me  in  thy  Arms ! - and  my  poor  Boy, 

the  innocent  Boy! - Confufion! - But  hulh,  they 

come ;  I  mull  diifemble  Hill - No  News  of  my  Wine, 

Gentlemen  ? 

Enter  the  four  Bravoes. 

i  Bra.  No,  Sir,  I  believe  your  Country  Booby  has 
loll  himfelf,  and  we  can  wait  no  longer  fork  :•  ■ 
true.  Sir,  you’re  a  pleafant  Gentleman,  but  I  fuppofe 
you  underhand  our  Bufinefs. 

Mir.  Sir,  I  may  go  near  to  guefs  at  your  Employ¬ 
ments  ;  you.  Sir,  are  a  Lawyer,  I  prefume,  you  a 

Phylician,  you  a  Scrivener,  you  a  Stock-jobber. - — 

All  Cut-throats,  I’gad.  [Aftde. 

4  Bra  Sir,  I  am  a  Broken-Officer  ;  I  was  calhier’d 
at  the  Head  of  the  Army  for  a  Coward  :  So  I  took 
up  the  Trade  of  Murder  to  retrieve  the  Reputation  of 
my  Courage. 

3  Bra.  I  am  a  Soldier  too,  and  wou’d  ferve  my 
King,  but  I  don’t  like  the  Quarrel,  and  I  have  more 
Honour  than  to  fight  in  a  bad  Caufe. 


2  Bra. 
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2  Bra.  I  was  bred,  a  Gentleman,  and  have  no  fi¬ 
liate,  but  I  mull  have  my  Whore  and  my  Bottle  ; 
thro’  the  Prejudice  of  Education. 

1  Bra.  I  am  a  Ruffian  too  ;  by  the  Prejudice  of 
Education,  I  was  bred  a  Butcher.  In  ffiort.  Sir,  if 
your  Wine  had  come,  we  might  have  trifled  a  little 

longer. - Come,  Sir,  which  Sword  will  you  fall  by  ? 

mine,  Sir  ? 

2  Bra.  Or  mine  ?  [Awi. 

3  Bra.  Or  mine  ?  [drams. 

4.  Bra.  Or  mine  ?  [draws. 

Mir.  I  fcorn  to  beg  my  Life  ;  but  to  be  butcher’d 

thus !  O,  there’s  the  Wine:  ■  - this  moment  for 

[knocking]  my  Life  or  Death. 

Enter  Oriana. 

Loft,  for  ever  loft  ! - Where’s  the  Wine,  Child? 

[faintly. 

Ori.  Coming  up,  Sir,  [Stamps.] 

Enter  Duretete  with  his  Sword  drawn,  and  fix  of 
the  grand  Mufiquetteers  with  their  Pieces  prefiented, 
the  Ruffians  drop  their  Swords.  Oriana  goes  off. 

Mir.  The  Wine,  the  Wine,  the  Wine  !  Youth, 
Pleafure,  Fortune,  Days  and  Years,  are  now  my 

own  again. - Ah,  my  dear  Friends,  did  not  I  tell 

you  this  Wine  wou’d  make  me  merry  r - Dear 

Captain,  thefe  Gentlemen  are  the  bell-natur'd,  face¬ 
tious,  witty  Creatures,  that  ever  you  knew. 

Enter  Lamorce. 

Lam.  Is  the  Wine  come,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  O  yes,  Madam,  the  Wine  is  come - fee 

there - Your  Lady fnip  has  got  a  very  fine  Ring 

[Pointing  to  the  Soldiers]  upon  your  Finger. 

Lam.  Sir,  ’tis  at  your  Service. 

Mir.  O  ho  !  is  it  fo  ?  Thou  dear  Seven  hundred 
Pound,  tnou’rt  welcome  home  again,  with  all  my 

Heart - Ad’s  my  Life,  Madam,  you  have  got. 

the  fineft- built  Watch  there  !  Eompions,  I  prefume. 

Lam. 
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Lam.  Sir,  you  may  wearit. 

Mir.  O,  Madam,  by  no  means,  ’tis  too  much - 

Rob  you  of  all ! - [Taking  it  from  her\  Good  dear 

Time,  thou’rt  a  precious  thing.  I’m  glad  I  have  re¬ 
triev’d  thee.  [Putting  it  «/>.]  What,  my  Friends  neg¬ 
lected  all  this  while!  Gentlemen,  you’ll  pardon  my 

Complaifance  to  the  Lady. - How  now - is  it  fo 

civil  to  be  out  of  humour  at  my  Entertainment,  and 
I  fo  pleafed  with  yours  ?  Captain  you’re  furpriz’d 
at  all  this  !  but  we’re  in  our  Frolicks  you  mult  know 
■——-——Some  Wine  here. 

Enter  Servant  with  Wins. 

Come,  Captain,  this  worthy  Gentleman’s  Health, 

[Tweaks  the  firjl  Bravo  by  the  Nofe,  he  roars. 

But  now,  where, - where’s  my  dear  Deliverer,  my 

Boy,  my  charming  Boy  ? 

i  Bra.  I  hope  feme  of  our  Crew  below-ftairs  have 
difpatch’d  him. 

Mir.  Villain,  what  fay’ll  thou  ?  difpatch’d !  I’ll 
have  ye  all  tortur’d,  rack’d,  torn  to  pieces  alive,  if 
you  have  touch’d  my  Boy.— —Here  Page  !  Page  ! 
Page  !  [Runs  out. 

Dur.  Here,  Gentlemen,  be  fure  you  fecure  thofe 
Fellows. 

i  Bra.  Yes,  Sir,  we  know  you  and  your  Guard 
will  be  very  civil  to  us. 

Dur.  Now  for  you.  Madam; - He,  he,  he  ! 

I’m  fo  pleas’d  to  think  I  lhall  be  reveng’d  of  one 

Woman  before  I  die - Well,  Miftrefs  Snap-dragon , 

which  of  thefe  honourable  Gentlemen  is  fo  happy  to 
call. you  Wife. 

1  Bra.  Sir,  Ihe  Ihou’d  have  been  mine  to-night, 
’caufe  Sampre  here  had  her  lall  Night.  Sir,  Ihe’s  very 
true  to  us  all  four. 

Dur.  Take  ’em  to  Juftice.  [The  Guards  carry 

off  the  Bravoes. 

Enter  Old  Mirabel,  Dugard,  Bifarre. 

Old  M.  Robin,  Robin,  where’s  Bob  ?  where’s  my 

Boy  ? - I - 


What, 
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What  is  this  Lady,  a  pretty  Whore,  faith  ! - — 

Heark’e  Child,  becaufe  my  Son  was  fo  civil  as  to  ob¬ 
lige  you  with  a  Coach,  I’ll  treat  you  with  a  Cart, 
indeed  I  will. 

Dur.  Ay,  Madam, - and  you  Ihal!  have  a  Twing¬ 

ing  Equipage,  three  or  four  thoui'and  Footmen  at 
your  Heels  at  lead. 

Dur.  No  lei's  becomes  her  Quality. 

Bif.  Faugh  the  Monfter  ! 

Dur.  Mon  Her  1  ay,  you’re  all  a  little  monltrous, 
let  me  tell  you. 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Old M.  Ah,  my  dear  Bob,  art  thou  fafe,  Man  ? 

Mir.  No,  no,  Sir,  I  am  ruin’d,  the  Saver  of  my 
Life  is  loll. 

Old  M.  No,  no,  he  came  and  brought  us  the  News.- 

Mir.  But  where  is  he  : - [ Enter  Oriana.]  Ha  ! 

[*  uns  and  embraces  her.  ]*My  dear  Preferver,  what 

Ihall  I  do  to  recompence  your  trull.  - ——Father, 

Friend,  Gentlemen,  behold  the  Youth  that  has  re¬ 
liev’d  me  from  the  mcll  ignominious  Death,  from 
the  fcandalous  Poniards  of  thefe  bloody  Ruffians, 
where  to  have  fall’n,  wou’d  have  defam’d  my  Me¬ 
mory  with  vile  Reproach.— —My  Life,  Ellate,  my 
All,  is  due  tofucha  Favour.— —  Command  me.  Child, 
before  -you  all,  before  my  late,  fo  kind  indulgent 
Stars,  I  fwear,  to  grant  whate'er  you  alk. 

Ori.  To  the  fame  Stars  indulgent  now  to  me,  I 
will  appeal  as  to  tne  Jullice  of  my  Claim,  I  lhall  de¬ 
mand  but  what  was  mine  before — ■ — *the  juft  Perfor¬ 
mance  of  your  Contract  to  Oriana. 

\D  if  covering  h  erf  elf. 

Om.  Oriana! 

Ori.  In  this  D;  ’  '  refolv’d  to  follow  you  a- 

broad,  counterfeits J  „  /;  Letter^that  got  me  into 
your  Service;  and  ft,,  by  this  ftrange  turn  of  Fate, 
I  became  the  Inllrument  of  your  Prefervation  ;  few 
common  Servants  wou’d$shave  had  fuch  cunning : 
My  Love  infpir’d  mevvitEthe  meaning  of  .j^ur  Mef- 
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fage,  ’caufe  my  Concern  for  your  Safety  made  me 
fulpeft  ycur  Company. 

Dur.  Mirabel ,  you’re  caught.  • 

Mir.  Caught !  I  fcorn  the  thought  of  Impofition, 
the  Tricks  and  artful  Cunning  of  the  Sex  I  have  de- 
fpis’d,  and  broke  thro’  all  Contrivance.  Caught  ! 
No,  ’tis  my  voluntary  Aft ;  this  was  no  human  Stra¬ 
tagem,  but  by  my  providential  Stars,  defign’d  to 
fhew  the  Dangers  wandring  Yout  h  incurs  by  the  pur- 
fuit  of  an  un  awful  Love,  to  plunge  me  headlong  in 
the  Snares  of  Vice.,  and  then  to  free  me  by  the  Hands 
of  Virtue here,  on  my  Knees,  I  humbly  beg  my 
fair  Preferver’s  pardon ;  my  Thanks  are  needlefs, 
formyfelfl  owe:  And  now  for  ever  do  proteft  me 
yours. 

GUM.  Tail,  all  di  dall.  [Sings.~\  Kifs  me  Daugh¬ 
ter - no,  you  fhall  kifs  me  firit,  [To  Lamorce,] 

For  you’re  ti  caufe  on’t.  Well,  Bijarre,  what  fay 
you  to  the  Captain  ? 

i Si/.  I  like,  the  Beall  well  enough,  but  I  don’t  un¬ 
derhand  hu  Paces  fo  well  as  to  venture  him  in  a 
flrange  Road. 

Old  '  1.  But  Marriage  is  fo  beaten  a  Path,  that  you 
j  can’t  go  wrong. 

BiJ.  Ay,  ’tis  fo  beaten  that  the  Way  is  fpoil’d. 

Dur.  T:iere  is  but  one  thing  Ihou’d  make  me  thy 

Hulband. - 1  cou’d  marry  thee  to-day  for  the  Pri- 

I  vilege  of  beating  thee  to-morrow. 

Old  M.  Come,  come,  you  may  agree  for  all  this  : 
Mr.  Dugard,  are  not  you  pleas’d  with  this  ? 

Dug.  So  pleas’?,  that  if  I  thought  it  might  fecure 
your  Son’s  Affeftion  to  my  Sifter,  I  wou’d  double 
hemFortune. 

Mir.  Fortune!  has  not  fhe  given  me  mine?  my 
Life,  Ellate,  my  Ail,  and  what  is  more,  her  virtu¬ 
ous  ielf. Virtu*, Hn  this  fo  advantageous  Light, 

has  her  own  fparkling  Charms,  more  tempting  far 
than  glittering  Gold  or  Glory.  Behold  the  Foil 
[Pointing  to  Lamorce]  that  Hts  this  Brightnefs  off; 
[To  Orian^jj  Here  view  the  Pfide  [To  Oriana]  and 
m  '  Scandal 
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Scandal  of  the  Sex.  [To  Lam.]  There  [To  Lam.]  th< 
falfe  Meteor,  whofe  deluding  Light  leads  Mankinc 
to  Definition.  Here  [To  Oriana]  the  bright  fhi 
ning  Star  that  guides  to  a  Security  of  Happinefs,  £ 
Garden  and  a  lingle  She  [To  Oriana.]  was  our  £rf 
Father’s  Blifs;  the  Tempter  [To  Lam.]  and  to  warn 
der  was  his  Curfe. 

What  Liberty  can  be  fo  tempting  there,  [To  Lam. 

As  a  foft,  < virtuous ,  amorous  Bondage  here  ?  [To  Oriana 

The  End  of  the  ffth  ACT. 


S  O  N  G:  By  Mr.  0 — r. 
Set  by  Mr.  T^aniel  Turcell. 
i. 

Since,  Celia,  'tis  not  in  our  power 

To  tell  honu  long  our  Lives  may  lajl, 

Begin  to  love  this  very  Hour, 

You've  loft  too  much  in  what  ispaft. 

II. 

For  ftnee  the  Power  we  all  obey,  , 

Has  inyour  Breaft  my  Heart  conftn  d. 

Let  me  my  Body  to  it  lay,  _  _ 

In  vain  you  d  part  what  Nature  join  d. 


finis. 
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HENRY  BRETT  Efq; 

'J’HE  Commons  gf  England  have  a  Right  of  Petitioning  ; 

and fence  by  your  Place  in  the  Senate,  you  are  oblig'd  to 
hear  and  redrefs  the  Subject,  I  prefume  upon  the  Privilege 
of  the  People,  to  give  you  the  following  Trouble. 

As  P  rologues  introduce  Plays  on  the  Stage,  fo  Dedications 
ujher  them  into  the  great  Theatre  of  the  World ;  and  as 
we  chufe  feme  feanch  Alitor  to  addrefs  the  Audience,  Jo 
we  pitch  upon  feme  Gentleman  of  undifputed  Ingenuity  to 
recommend  us  to  the  Reader.  Books,  like  Metals,  require 
to  be  ftampt  with  feme  valuable  Effigies  before  they y  be¬ 
come  popular  and  current. 

To  efeape  the  Cri  ticks,  I  refelv  d  to  take  S an  Jl  it  ary  with 
one  of  the  befl ;  one  who  differs  from  the  Fraternity  ir; 
this,  That  his  Good-nature  is  ever  predominant :  can 
difeover  an  Author  s  fmallefe  Faults,  and  pardon  the 
greatefl. 

Your  generous  Approbation,  Sir,  has  done  this  Play  fir  - 
vice,  but  has  injur'd  the  Author  ;  for  it  has  made  him 
in  fuff er  ably  vain,  and  he  thinks  himfelf  authoriz'd  to 
ftand  up  for  the  Merit  of  his  Performance,  when  fe  great 
a  Mafler  of  Wit  has  declar'd  in  his  Favour. 

The  Mufes  are  the  moft  Coqueti/h  of  their  Sex,  fond  of 
being  admir'd,  and  always  putting  on  their  befe  Airs  to 
the fineft  Gentleman:  But  alas,  Sir!  Their  Addreffes  are 
fiale,  and  their  fine  things  but  Repetition ;  for  there  is 
nothing  new  in  Wit,  but  what  is  found  in  your  own  Con- 
verfation. 

Coil  d  I  write  by  the  help  of  Study,  as  you  talk  with¬ 
out  it,  I  wou'd  venture  to  fay  femething  in  the  ufual 
Strain  of  Dedication ;  but  as  you  have  too  much  Wit  to 
fuffer  it,  and  I  too  little  to  undertake  it,  1  hope  the 
World  will  excufe  my  Deficiency ,  and  you  will  pardon  the 
Prefumption  of, 

S  I  R,' 

December  Your  moft  Oblig’d,  and 

23,1702,  moft  Humble  Servant, 

G.  Farquhar; 


THE 


PREFACE. 


HE  Succefs  and  Countenance  that  Debauchery 


1  has  met  with  in  Plays,  was  the  molt  fevere  and 
reafonable  Charge  againll  their  Authors  in  Mr.  Collier's 
Short  View  ;  and  indeed  this  Gentleman  had  done  the 
Drama  confiderable  Service,  had  he  arraign’d  the  Stage 
only  to  punilh  its  Misdemeanours,  and  not  to  take  a- 
vvay  its  Life.  But  there  is  an  Advantage  to  be  made 
Sometimes  of  the  Advice  of  an  Enemy,  and  the  only 
way  to  difappoint  his  Defigns,  is  to  improve  upon 
his  Inveftives,  and  to  make  the  Stage  fiourifh,  by  the 
Virtue  of  that  Satyr  by  which  he  thought  to  fup- 
prefs  it. 

I  have  therefore  in  this  Piece  endeavour’d  to  Ihew, 
that  an  Englijb  Comedy  may  anfwer  the  ftriftnefs  of 
Poetical  Juftice :  bat  indeed  the  greater  Share  of  the 
Engl  ip  Audience,  (I  mean  that  part  which  is  no  far¬ 
ther  read  than  in  Plays  of  their  own  Language)  have 
imbib’d  other  Principles,  and  Hand  up  as  vigoroufly 
for  the  old  Poetick  Licence,  as  they  do  for  the  Li¬ 
berty  of  the  Subject.  They  take  all  Innovations, 
for  Grievances ;  and  let  a  Project  be  never  fo  well 
laid  for  their  Advantage,  yet  the  Undertaker  is  very 
likely  to  fuffer  by’t.  A  Play  without  a  Beau,  Cully, 
Cuckold,  or  Coquet,  is  as  poor  an  Entertainment 
to  lome  Palates,  as  their  Sundays  Dinner  v/ou’d  be 
without  Beef  and  Pudding.  And  this  I  take  to  be  one 
Reafon  that  the  Galleries  were  fo  thin  during  the 
Run  of  this  Play.  I  thought  indeed  to  have  footh’d 
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the  fplenetick  Zeal  of  the  City,  by  making  a  Gentleman 

a  Knave,  and  punilhing  their  great  Grievance - -A 

Wboremajier ;  but  a  certain  Virtuofo  of  that  Fraternity 
has  told  me  fince,  that  the  Citizens  were  never  more 
difappointed  in  any  Entertainment,  for  ( [aid  he )  how¬ 
ever  pious  we  may  appear  to  be  at  home,  yet  we  ne¬ 
ver  go  to  that  end  of  the  Town  but  with  an  Intention  to 
be  leud. 

There  was  an  Odium  call  upon  this  Play,  before  it 
appear’d,  by  fome  Perfons  who  thought  it  their  In- 
tereft  to  have  it  fupprefs’d.  The  Ladies  were  frighted 
from  feeing  it,  by  formidable  Stories  of  a  Midwife, 
and  were  told,  no  doubt,  that  they  muft  expeft  no 
lefs  than  a  Labour  upon  the  Stage  ;  but  I  hope  the  exa- 
j  mining  into  that  Afperfion  will  be  enough  to  wipe  it 
off,  fince  the  Character  of  the  Midwife  is  only  fo  far 
touch’d  as  is  neceffary  for  carrying  on  the  Plot, 
flie  being  principally  decypher’d  in  her  procuring  Ca¬ 
pacity  ;  and  I  dare  not  affront  the  Ladies  fo  far,  as 
;  to  imagine  they  cou’d  be  offended  at  the  expofing  of  a 
I  Baud. 

Some  Criticks  tomplain,  that  the  Defign  is  defec¬ 
tive  for  want  of  Clelia' s  Appearance  in  the  Scene ; 
but  I  had  rather  they  fhould  find  this  Fault,  than  1 
forfeit  my  Regard  to  the  Fair,  by  fhewing  a  Lady  of 
Figure  under  a  Misfortune  ;  for  which  Reafon  I  made 
her  only  Nominal,  and  chofe  to  expofe  the  Perfon 
that  injur’d  her  :  and  if  the  Ladies  don’t  agree  that 
I  have  done  her  Juftice  in  the  end,  I’m  very  forry 
!  for’t. 

Some  People  are  apt  to  fay.  That  the  Cha  rafter  of 
Richmore  points  at  a  particular  Perfon;  tho’  I  muft 
confefs,  I  fee  nothing  but  what  is  very  general  in 
I  his  Charafter,  except  his  marrying  his  own  Miftrefs  ; 
which  by  the  way  he  never  did,  for  he  was  no  foon- 
er  off  the  Stage,  but  he  chang’d  his  mind,  and  the 
poor  Lady  is  kill  in  Statu  Quo  :  But  upon  the  whole 
Matter,  ’tis  Application  only  makes  the  Afs  ,  and 
Characters  in  Plays,  are  like  Long-lane  Clothes,  not 
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hung  out  for  the  Ufe  of  any  particular  People,  but  to 
be  bought  by  only  tliofe  they  happen  to  fit. 

The  mod  material  Objection  againft  this  Play  is 
the  Importance  of  the  Subject,  which  neceft'arily  leads 
into  Sentiments  too  great  for  Diverfion,  and  fuppofes 
V ices  too  great  for  Comedy  to  punilh.  ’Tis  laid,  I  muft 
own,  that  the  Bufinefs  of  Comedy  is  chiefly  to  ridi¬ 
cule  Folly,  and  that  the  Punilhment  of  Vice  falls  rather 
into  the  Province  of  Tragedy  ;  but  if  there  be  a  mid¬ 
dle  fort  of  Wickeanefs,  too  high  for  the  Sock,  and  too  low 
for  the  Bufcin,  is  there  any  Reafcn  that  it  Ihou’d  go  un- 
punilh’d  ?  What  are  more  obnoxious  to  human  Society, 
than  the  Villanies  expos’d  in  this  Play,  the  Frauds, 
Plots,  and  Contrivances  upon  the  Fortunes  of  Men,  and 
the  Virtue  of  Women?  but  the  Perfons  are  too  mean 
for  Heroick  ;  then  what  mull  we  do  with  them  ?  Why, 
they  muft  of  neceffity  drop  into  Comedy  :  For  it  is  un- 
reafonable  to  imagine  that  the  Law-givers  in  Poetry 
wou’d  tie  themfelves  up  from  executing  that  Juftice 
which  is  the  Foundation  of  their  Conftitution  ;  or  to 
fey,  that  expofing  Vice  is  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Dra¬ 
ma,  "  and  yet  maice  Rules  to  fereen  it  from  Perfe- 
cutiqp. 

Some  have  a  Ik’d  the  Queftion,  Why  the  Elder 
Wou'dbe,  in  the  Fourth  Aft,  Ihou’d  counterfeit  Mad- 
nefs  in  his  Confinement?  Don’t  miftake,  there  was  no 
fuch  thing  in  his  Head ;  and  the  Judicious  cou’d  ea- 
fily  perceive,  that  it  was  only  a  ftart  of  Humour  put 
Gn  to  divert  his  Melancholy ;  and  when  Gaiety  is 
ftrain’d  to  cover  Misfortune,  it  may  very  naturally  be 
overdone,  and  rife  to  a  Semblance  of  Madnefs,  fuffi- 
cient  to  impofe  on  the  Conftable,  and  perhaps  on  fome 
of  the  Audience  ;  who  taking  every  thing  at  fight, 
impute  that  as  a  Fault,  which  I  am  bold  to  ft  and  up 
for,  as  one  of  the  moft  Mafterly  Strokes  of  the  whole 
Piece. 

This  I  think  fufficient  -to  obviate  what  Objeftions 
I  have  heard  made  ;  but  there  was  no  great  Occa- 
fion  for  making  this  Defence,  having  had  the  Opinion 
of  fome  of  the  ereateft  Perfons  in  England,  both  for 
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Quality  and  Parts,  that  the  Play  has  Merit  enough  to 
hide  more  Faults  than  have  been  found ;  and  I  think 
their  Approbation  fufficient  to  excufe  fome  Pride  that 
may  be  incident  to  the  Author  upon  this  Performance. 

.1  mull  own  myfelf  oblig’d  to  Mr.  Ldkgueville  for 
fome  Lines  in  the  Part  of  Teague,  and  fomething  of 
the  Lawyer;  but  above  all  for  his  Flint  of  the  Twins, 
upon  which  I  form’d  my  Plot :  But  having  paid  him 
all  due  Satisfaction  and  Acknowledgment,  I  mull  do 
myfelf  the  Juftice  to  believe,  that  few  of  our  modem 
Writers  have  been  lefs  beholden  to  foreign  AlMance 
in  their  Plays,  than  I  have  been  in  the  following 
cen  es. 
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PROLOGUE: 

By  Mr.  MOTTEUX. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  WILKS. 

An  ALARM  founded. 


J/pr l  ^  H  Drums  and  Trumpets  in  this  warring  Age, 
A  Martial  Prologue  Jhou  d  alarm  the  Stage. 

Hew  Plays - e'er  Acted,  a  full  Audience  near , 

Seem  Towns  in-vefled,  when  a  Siege  they  fear. 

Prologues  are  like  a  Forelorn-Hope  fent  out 
Before  the  Play.,  to  Skirmi/h  and  to.  Scout : 

Our  dreadful  Foes,  the  Ct  i ticks,  when  they  fpy. 

They  cock,  they  charge,  they  fre, - then  hack  they  fly. 

The  Siege  is  laid - their  gallant  Chiefs  abound, 

Here~Foes  intrench'd,  there — glittering  Troops  around , 
And  the  loud  Bat' ries  roar — from  yonder  rifing  Ground. 
In  the  Firf  Alt,  brijk  Sallies,  (mifs  or  hit ) 

With  Vollies  of  Small-Shot,  or  Snip-fnap  Wit, 

Attack,  and  gall  the  Trenches  of  the  Pit. 

The  next - the  Fire  continues,  but  at  length 

Grows  lefs,  and  fackens  like  a  Bridegroom  s  Strength. 
The  Third,  Feints,  Mines,  and  Countermines  abound. 
Your  Critick  Engineers  fafe  under-ground. 

Blow  up  our  Works,  and  all  our  Art  confound. 

The  Fourth - - brings  on  mof  Action,  and ' tis  Jharp , 

Frefh  Foes  croud  on,  at  your  Remijfnefs  carp. 

And  defp'rate,  tho'  unjkill'd,  injult  our  Counterfcarp. 
Then  comes  the  laf ;  the  Gen'ral  Storm  is  near. 

The  Poet -Governor  now  quakes  for  fear ; 


i! 

! 
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Run:  wildly  up  and  down ,  forgets  to  huff. 

And  wou'd  give  all  bias  plunder'd ■■  ■  to  get  off. 

So - Don,  and  Monfieur*  ■■  ■  Bluff,  before  the  Siege, 

Were  quickly  tam'd-  at  Venlo,  and  at  Liege  : 
'Twas  Viva  Spagnia !  Vive  France?  before'. 

Now,  Quartier :  Monfieur !  Quartier !  Ah !  Senar ! 
But  what  your  Refolution  can  wit hf  and 
You  mafler  all,  and  awe  the  Sea  and  Land. 

In  War - your  Valour  makes  the  Strong  fubmit ; 

Your  Judgment  humbles  all  Attempts  in  Wit . 

What  Play,  what  Fort,  what  Beauty  can  endure 
All  fierce  Affaults,  and  always  be  fecure  ! 

Then  grant  'em  gen'rons  Terms  who  dare  to  write. 

Since  now . that  feems  as  defy' rate  as  to  fight: 

If  we  muft  yield— —yet  e'er  the  Day  be  fix'd. 

Let  us  hold  out  the  Third— and,  if  we  may,  the  Sixth. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 


Elder  Woii die. 

Mr.  Wilks . 

Young  Woudbe, 

Mr.  Cibber. 

Rich  more. 

Mr.  Hujband. 

Trueman, 

Mr.  Mills. 

Sub  tie  man. 

Mr.  Pinkethman. 

B  alder dajh,  ~i 
and  > 

Alderman ,  j 

Air.  John/on. 

Clear- Account,  a  Steward, 

Mr.  Fairbank. 

Fair-bank ,  a  Goldfmith, 

Mr.  Minns. 

Teague, 

Mr.  Bowen. 

WOMEN. 

Conjlance, 

Mrs.  "Rogers. 

Aurelia, 

Mrs.  Hook. 

"Midnight, 

Mr.  Bullock. 

Steward's  Wife, 

Mrs.  Moor . 

C  callable. 

Watch,  XAc. 

SCENE, 

LONDON. 

THE 

TWIN-RI 


L  S. 


A  C  T  I. 


SCENE,  Lodging!. 

The  Curtain  drawn  up,  difco-vers  Toung*^  ovl  dbe  a  dref- 
fing,  and  his  V diet  buckling  his  Shoes , 

ERE  is  fuch  a  Plague  every  Morning, 
with  buckling  Shoes,  gartering,  comb¬ 
ing,  and  powdering - Pfhaw!  ceafe 

thy  Impertinence,  I’ll  drefs  no  more  to¬ 
day.— —Were  I  an  honeft  Brute,  that 
rifes  from  his  Litter,  lhakes  himfelf,  and 
fo  is  drefs’d,  I  cou’d  bear  it. 

Enter  Richmore. 

Rich.  No  ferther  yet,  Wou'dbe  ?  ’Tis  a  knoll  One. 

y.  w. 
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Y.  SF-.  Then  blame  the  Clock-makers,  they  made 

it  fo ;  . Prithee,  what  have  we  to  do  with  Time  ? 

Can’t  we  let  it  alone  as  Nature  made  it  ?  Can’t  a  Man 
eat  when  he’s  hungry,  go  to  bed  when  he’s  fleepy,  rife 
when  he  wakes,  drefs  when  he  pleafes,  without  the 
Confinement  of  Hours  to  enflave  him  ? 

Rich.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  I  underhand  your  Stoicifm 
.-You  have  loft  your  Money  laft  Night. 

Y.  W.  No,  no.  Fortune  took  care  of  me  there — -I 
had  none  to  lofe. 

Rich.  ’Tis  that  gives  you  the  Spleen. 

Y.  TV.  Yes,  I  have  got  the  Spleen  and  fomething  elfe 
>■'  — Heark’e - -  [ TVhifpers . 

Rich.  How! 

Y.  TV.  Pofitively.  The  Lady’s  kind  Reception  was 
the  moft  fevere  Ufage  I  ever  met  with.— — Sha’ n’t  I 
break  her  Windows - Richmore  ? 

Rich.  A  mighty  Revenge  truly:  Let  me  tell  you. 
Friend,  that  breaking  the  Windows  of  fuch  Houfes 
are  no  more  than  writing  over  a  Vintner’s  Door,  as  they 

do  in  Holland.  . —Vin  te  koop.  ’Tis  no  more  than  a 

Bufh  to  the  Tavern,  a  Decoy- to  the  Trade,  and  to  draw 
in  Cuftomers ;  but  upon  the  whole  matter,  I  think, 
a  Gentleman  fhou’d  put  up  an  Affront  got  in  fuch 
ftttle  Company ;  for  the  Pleafure,  the  Pain,  and  the 
Refentment,  are  all  alike  fcandalous. 

Y.  TV.  Have  you  forgot,  Richmore,  how  I  found  you 
©ne  Morning  with  the  Flying-Poji  in  your  hand,  hunting 
for  Phyfical  Advertifements  ? 

Rich.  That  was  in  the  Days  of  Dad,  my  Friend, 
in  the  Days  of  dirty  Linnen,  Pit-Mafks,  Hedge-Taverns, 
and  Beef-Steaks  :  but  now  I  fly  at  nobler  Game,  the 
Ring,  the  Court,  Pawled s  and  the  Park.  I  defpife 
all  Women  that  I  apprehend  any  Danger  from,  lefs 
than  the  having  my  Throat  cut ;  and  ihou’d  fcniple 
to  converfe  even  with  a  Lady  of  Fortune,  unlefs  her 
Virtue  were  loud  enough  to  give  me  Pride  in  expofing 
it————  -Here’s  a  Letter  I  receiv’d  this  Morning ; 
you  may  read  it.  [Gives  a  Letter. 

Y.  TV. 
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Y.  W.  [Reads] 

J  F  there  be  Solemnity  in  Protections,  JuJlice  in  Hea¬ 
ven,  or  Fidelity  on  Earth ,  I  may  fill  depend  on  the 
Faith  of  my  Richmore  ■? ho'  I  may  conceal  my  Love , 

I  no  longer  can  hide  the  Effeils  orlt  from  the  World  ■  - 
Be  careful  of  my  Honour,  remember  your  Vovjs,  and  fly  to 
the  Relief  of  the  Difconfolate 

,  .  Clelia. 

The  Fair,  the  Courted,  Blooming  Clelia  ? 

Rich.  The  credulous,  troublefome,  foolilh  Clelia . 
Did  you  ever  read  fuch  a  fulfome  Harangne— — — 
Lard,  Sir,  I  am  near  my  Time,  and  want  your  Af- 
fiftance— — —  Does  the  filly  Creature  imagine  that  any 
Man  wou’d  come  near  her  in  thofe  Circumftances 
unlefs  it  were  Dodlor  Chamber  lain— —You  may  keep 
the  Letter. 

Y.  W.  But  why  wou’d  you  trail  it  with  me?  You 
know  I  can’t  keep  a  Secret  that  has  any  Scandal  in’t.  - 
Rich.  For  that  Reafon  I  communicate  it.  I  know 
thou  art'  a  perfect  Gazette,  and  will  fpread  the  News 
all  over  the  Town  :  For  you  mull  underltand  that  I  am 
now  befieging  another ;  and  I  would  have  the  Fame  of 
my  Conquefl  upon  the  Wing,  that  the  Town  may  fur- 
render  the  fooner. 

Y.  W.  But  if  the  Report  of  your  Cruelty  goes  along 
with  that  of  your  Valour,  you’ll  find  no  Garrifon  of 
any  Strength  will  open  their  Gates  to  you. 

Rich.  No,  no.  Women  are  Cowards,  the  Terror  pre¬ 
vails  upon  them  more  than  Clemency  :  My  bell  Pretence 
to  my  Succefs  with  the  Fair,  is  my  ufing  ’em  ill ;  ’tis 
turning  their  own  Guns  upon  ’em,  and  I  have  always 
found  it  the  moll  fuccefsful  Battery  to  affail  one  Re¬ 
putation  by  facriiicing  another. 

Y.  W.  I  cou’d  love  thee  for  thy  Mifchief,  did  not  I 
envy  thee  for  thy  Succefs  in’t. 

Rich.  You  never  attempt  a  Woman  of  Figure. 

Y.  W.  How  can  I  ?  This  confounded  Hump  of 
mine  is  fuch  a  Burthen  at  my  Back,  that  it  prefies  me 
down  here  in  the  Dirt  and  Difeafes  of  Covent-Gar - 

den„ 
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den,  the  low  Suburbs  of  Pleafure - Curft  Fortune  7 

I  am  a  younger  Brother,  and  yet  cruelly  depriv’d  of 
my  Birth-right,  a  handfome  Perfon ;  feven  thoufand 
a  Year  in  a  direft  Line,  wou’d  have  ftraiten’d  my  Back 
to  fome  purpofe— — — — But  I  look  in  my  prefen  t 
Circumiiances,  like  -a  Branch  of  another  kind,  graft¬ 
ed  only  upon  the  Stock,  which  makes  me  grow  fo 
crooked. 

Rich.  Come,  come,  ’tis  no  Misfortune,  your  Father 
is  fo  as  well  as  you. 

Y .  W.  Then  why  Ihou’d  not  I  be  a  Lord  as  well  as 
hel  Had  I  the  fame  Title  to  the  Deformity,  I-cou’d 
bear  it. 

Rich.  But  how  does  my  Lord  bear  the  Abfence  of 
your  Twin-Brother  ? 

Y.  TV.  My  Twin-Brother!  Ay,  ’twas  his  crouding 
me  that  fpoil’d  my  ihape,  and  his  coming  half  an 
Hour  before  me  that  ruin’d  my  Fortune - My  Fa¬ 

ther  expell’d  me  his  Houfe  about  two  Years  ago,  be- 
caufe  I  would  have  perfuaded  him  that  my  Twin- Bro¬ 
ther  was  a  Ballard - - He  gave  me  my  Portion, 

which  was  about  fifteen  hundred  Pound,  and  I  have 
fpent  two  thoufand  of  it  already.  As  for  my  Brother, 
he  don’t  care  a  Farthing  for  me. 

Rich.  Why  fo  pray  ? 

Y.  TV.  A  very  odd  Reafon - Becaufe  I  hate  him. 

Rich.  How  fhould  he  know  that? 

Y.  W.  Becaufe  he  thinks  it  reafonable  it  fhou’d  be 
fo. 

Rich.  But  did  your  Actions  ever  exprefs  any  Malice 
to  him  ? 

Y.  TV.  Yes:  I  wou’d  fain  have  kept  him  company ; 
but  being  aware  of  my  Kindnefs,  he  went  abroad : 
He  has  travell’d  thefe  five  Years,  and  I’m  told,  is  a 
grave,  fober  Fellow,  and  in  danger  of  living  a  great 
while  ;  all  my  hope  is,  that  when  he  gets  into  his 
Honour  and  Ellate,  the  Nobility  will  foon  kill  him 

by  drinking  him  up  to  his  Dignity.- . —But  come, 

Frank,  I  have  but  two  Eye-fores  in  the  World,  a 
Brother  before  me,  and  a  Hump  behind  me,  and 

thou 
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thou  art  ftill  laying  ’em  in  my  way :  Let  us  afliime  an 

Argument  of  lefs  Severity. .  Can’ll  thou  lend  me  a 

Brace  of  hundred  Pounds  ? 

Rich.  What  wou’d  you  do  with  ’em  ? 

Y.  W.  Do  with  ’em? - There’s  a  Queftion  indeed! 

—Do  you  think  I  wou’d  eat  ’em  ? 

Rich.  Yes,  o’  my  troth  wou’d  you,  and  drink  ’em 

together. - -Look’e,  Mr.  Woudhe,  whilft  you' kept 

well  with  your  Father,  I  cou’d  have  ventur’d  to  have 

lent  you  five  Guineas. - —But  as  the  cafe  Hands,  I 

can  allure,  you,  I  have  lately  paid  off  my  Sifters  For¬ 
tunes,  and - 

Y.  W.  Sir,  this  Put-off  looks  like  an  Affront,  when 
you  know  I  don’t  ufe  to  take  fuch  things. 

Rich.  Sir,  your  Demand  is  rather  an  Affront,  when 
you  know  I  don’t  ufe  to  give  fuch  things. 

Y.  W.  Sir,  I’ll  pawn  my  Honour. 

Rich.  That’s  mortgag’d  already  for  more  than  it  is 
worth  ;  you  had  better  pawn  your  Sword  there,  ’twill 
bring  you  forty  Shillings. 

Y.  ffl.  ’Sdeath,  Sir - [Takes  his  Sword  off  the  Table. 

Rich.  Hold,  Mr .Woudbe, - fuppofe  I  put  an  end- 

to  your  Misfortunes  all  at  once. 

Y.  W.  How,  Sir  ? 

Rich.  Why,  go  to  a  Magiftrate,  and Twear  you  wou’d 

have  robb’d  me  of  two  hundred  Pounds - Look’e, 

Sir,  you  have  been  often  told,  that  your  Extravagance 
wou’d  fome  time  or  other  be  the  ruin  of  you ;  and  it  will 
go  a  great  way  in  your  Indictment,  to  have  turn’d  the 
Pad  upon  your  Friend. 

Y.  W.  This  Ufage  is  the  heighth  of  Ingratitude  from 
you,  in  whofe  Company  I  have  fpent  my  Fortune. 

Rich.  I’m  therefore  a  Witnefs,  that  it  was  very  ill 

fpent - Why  wou’d  you  keep  Company,  be  at  equal 

Expences  with  me  that  have  fifty  times  your  Eftate  ? 
W  hat  was  Gallantry  in  me,  was  Prodigality  in  you ; 
mine  was  my  Health,  becaufe  I  cou’d  pay  for’ti  yours 
a  Difeafe,  becaufe  you  cou’d  not. 

Y.  W.  And. is  this  all  I  mull  expect  from  our  Friend- 
flu  p  ? 

Rich . 
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Rich.  Friendfhip !  Sir,  there  can  be  no  fuch  thing, 
without  an  Equality. 

Y.  W.  That  is,  there  can  be  no  fuch  thing  when  there 
is  occafion  for’t. 

Rich.  Right,  Sir,— ——-our  Friendfhip  wak  over  a 
Bottle  only ;  and  whilft  you  can  pay  your  Club  of 
Friendfhip,  I’m  that  way  your  humble  Servant ;  but 
when  once  you  come  borrowing,  I’m  this  way  — 
your  humble  Servant.  [Exit. 

Y.  W.  Rich,  big,  proud,  arrogant  Villain  !  I  have 
been  twice  his  Second,  thrice  lick  of  the  fame  Love, 
and  thrice  cur’d  by  the  fame  Phyfick,  and  now  he 

drops  me  for  a  Trifle-- . —That  an  honeft  Fellow  in 

his  Cups,  fhou’d  be  fuch  a  Rogue  when  he’s  fober ! 
- —  -The  narrow-hearted  Rafcal  has  been  drinking 

Coffee  this  Morning.  Well,  thou  dear  folitary  Half- 

Crown,  adieu! - Here,  jack ,  [ Enter JSer-vant\  take 

this,  pay  for  a  Bottle  of  Wine,  and  bid  Balderdajh 
bring  it  himfelf.  [Exit  Servant. ]  How  melancholy 

are  my  poor  Breeches;  not  one  chink! - Thou 

art  a  villainous  Hand,  for  thou  haft  pick’d  my  Pocket. 

■This  Vintner  now  has  all  the  Marks  of  an  ho¬ 
neft  Fellow,  a  broad  Face,  a  copious  Look,  a  ftrut- 
ting  Belly,  and  a  jolly  Mien.  I  have  brought  him 
above  three  Pound  a  Night  for  thefe  two  Years  fuccef- 
fively.  The  Rogue  has  Money,  I’m  fure,  if -he  will 
but  lend  it. 

Enter  Balderdafh  with  a  Bottle  and  Glafs. 

Oh,  Mr.  Balderdajh ,  Good-morrow. 

Bald.  Noble  Mr.  Woudbe,  I’m  your  mod  humble 

Servant. - 1  have  brought  you  a  Whetting-Glafs, 

the  beft  Old-Hock  in  Europe  ;  I  know  ’tis  your  Drink  in 
a  Morning. 

Y.  W.  I’ll  pledge  you,  Mr.  Balderdajh. 

Bald.  Your  Health,  Sir.  [Drinks. 

Y.  W.  Pray,  Mr.  Balderdajh,  tell  me  one  thing,  but 
firft  fit  down :  Now  tell  me  plainly  what  you  think 
of  me  ? 


Bald. 
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Bald.  Think  of  you.  Sir !  I  think  that  you  are  the 
hbnefteft,  nobleft  Gentleman,  that  ever  drank  a  Glafs 
of  Wine ;  and  the  belt  Cuilomer  that  ever  came  into 
my  Houfe. 

Y.  W.  And  you  really  think  as  you  fpeak? 

Bald.  May  this  Wine  be  my  Poifon,  Sir,  if  I  don’t 
fpeak  from  the  bottom  of  my  Heart.  [ Drinks . 

Y.  W.  And  how  much  Money  do  you  think  I  have 
fpent  in  your  Houfe  ? 

Bald.  Why  truly.  Sir,  by  a  moderate  Computation, 

I -do  believe,  that  I  have  handled  of  your  Money  the 
belt  part  of  Five  hundred  Pounds  within  thefe  two 
Years. 

Y.  W.  Very  well !  and  do  you  think  that  you  lie  under 
any  Obligaiion  for  the  Trade  I  have  promoted  to  your 
advantage  ? 

'•  Bald.  Yes,  Sir;  and  if  I  can  ferve  you  in  any  re- 
fpeft,  pray  command  me  to  the  utmoft  of  my  Abi¬ 
lity. 

Y.  W.  Well !  thanks  to  my  Stars,  there  is  (till  fome 
Honefty  in  Wine.  Mr.  Balderdafb ,  I  embrace  you  and 
your  Kindnefs :  I  am  at  prefent  a  little  low  in  Cafti, 
and  muft  beg  you  to  lend  me  a  hundred  Pieces. 

Bald.  Why  truly,  Mr.  Woudbe ,  I  was  afraid  it  would 
come  to  this  ;  I  have  had  it  in  my  Head  feveral  times  to 
caution  you  upon  your  Expences :  but  you  were  fo  very 
genteel  in  my  Houfe,  and  your  Liberality  became  you 
fo  very  well,  that  I  was  unwilling  to  fay  any  thing  that 
might  check  your  Difpofition ;  but  truly.  Sir,  I  can 
forbear  no  longer  to  tell  you,  that  you  have  been  a  little 
too  extravagant. 

Y.  W.  But  fince  you  reap’d  the  Benefit  of  my  Extra¬ 
vagance,  you  will,  I  hope,  confider  my  Neceffity. 

Bald.  Confider  your  Neceffity  !  I  do  with  all  my 
Heart,  and  mull  tell  you,  moreover,  that  I  will  be  no 
longer  acceffary  to  it:  I  defire  you,  Sir,  to  frequent 
my  Houfe  no  more. 

Y.  W.  How,  Sir ! 

Bald.  I  fay,  Sir,  that  I  have  an  Honour  for  my 
good  Lord  your  Father,  and  will  not  fuffer  his  Son 

t* 
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to  run  into  any  Inconvenience  :  Sir,  I  lhall  order  my 

Drawers  not  to  ferve  you  with  a  drop  of  Wine. - - 

Wcu’d  you  have  me  connive  at  a  Gentleman’s  De- 
ftruftion  ? 

Y.  W.  But  methinks,  Sir,  that  a  Perfon  of  your  nice 
Conference  fhould  have  caution’d  me  before. 

Bald.  Alas!  Sir,  it  was  none  of  my  Bufmefs:  Wou’d 
you  have  me  be  faucy  to  a  Gentleman  that  was  my 
bed  Cuflomer  ?  Lackaday,  Sir,  had  you  Money  to  hold 
it  out  frill,  I  had  been  hang’d  rather  than  be  rude  to 

you— - -But  truly.  Sir,  when  a  Man’s  ruin’d,  ’tis 

but  .the  Duty  of  a  Chriftian  to  tell  him  of  it. 

Y.  W.  Will  you  lend  me  the  Money,  Sir  ? 

Bald.  Will  you  pay  me  this  Bill,  Sir? 

Y.  W.  Lend  me  the  hundred  Pounds,  and  I’ll  pay  the 
Bill. - 

Bald.  Pay  me  the  Bill,  and  I  will - not  lend  you  the 

hundred  Pound,  Sir. - But  pray  confider  with 

yourfelf,  now.  Sir ;  wou’d  not  you  think  me  an  errant 
Coxcomb,  to  truft  a  Perfon  with  Money  that  has  al¬ 
ways  been  fo  extravagant  under  my  Eye  ?  whole  Pro- 
fufenefs  I  have  feen,  I  have  felt,  I  have  handled  ? 
Have  not  I  known  you.  Sir,  throw  away  ten  Pound 
of  a  Night  upon  a  Covey  of  Pit-Partridges,  and  a  Set¬ 
ting-Dog  ?  Sir ,  you  have  made  my  Houfe  an  ill 
Houfe :  my  very  Chairs  will  bear  you  no  longer  ■ 

In  Ihort,  Sir,  I  defire  you  to  frequent  the  Crown  no 
more,  Sir. 

Y.  W.  Thou  fophifticated  Tun  of  Iniquity  ;  have  I 
fatned  your  Carcafs,  and  fwell’d  your  Bags  with  my 
vital  Blood  ?  Have  I  made  you  my  Companion  to  be 
thus  faucy  to  me  ?  But  now  I  will  keep  you  at  your 
due  Diftance.  .  [Kicks  him. 

Ser.  Welcome,  Sir  ! 

Y.  W.  Well  faid.  Jack.  [ Kicks  him  again. 

Ser.  Very  welcome.  Sir  !  I  hope  we  fhall  have  your 
Company  another  time.  Welcome,  Sir. 

[He's  kick'd  off. 

Y.  W.  Pray,  wait  on  him  down  Stairs,  and  give  him 
a  Welcome  at  the  Door  too.  [Exit  Servant. 

This 
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This  is  the  Punlihment  of  Hell ;  the  very  Devil  that 
tempted  me  to  fin,  now  upbraids  me  with  the  Crime. 
———I  have  villainoufly  murder’d  my  Fortune,  and 
now  its  Ghoft,  in  the  lank  Ihape  of  Poverty,  haunts  me,: 
Is  there  no  Charm  to  conjure  down  the  Fiend  ? 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Oh,  Sir,  here’s  fad  News. 

Y.  W.  Then  keep  it  to  thyfelf,  I  have  enough  of 
that  already. 

Ser.  Sir,  you  will  hear  it  too  foon. 

Y.  W.  What !  is  Broad  below  ? 

Ser.  No,  no.  Sir ;  better  twenty  fuch  as  he  were 
hang’d.  Sir,  your  Father’s  dead. 

Y.  W.  My  Father! - Good-night,  my  Lord:  has 

he  left  me  any  thing  ? 

Ser.  I  heard  nothing  of  that.  Sir. 

Y.  W.  Then  I  believe  you  heard  all  there  was  of  it. 
Let  me  fee,- - My  Father  dead  !  and  my  elder  Bro¬ 
ther  abroad ! - If  Neceflity  be  the  Mother  of  In¬ 

vention,  (he  was  never  more  pregnant  than  with  me. 
[Paufes.']  Here,  Sirrah,  run  to  Mrs.  Midnight  ;  and 
bid  her  come  hither  prefently.  [ Exit  Servant.]  That 
Woman  was  my  Mother’s  Midwife,  when  I  was  born, 
and  has  been  my  Baud  thefe  ten  Years.  I  have  had 
her  Endeavours  to  corrupt  my  Brother’s  Miftrefs ; 
and  now  her  Affiftance  will  be  neceffary  to  cheat  him 
of  his  Eftate ;  for  {he’s  famous  for  underftanding  the 
right-fide  of  a  Woman,  and  the  wrong-fide  of  the 
Law.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Midnight’/  Houfe. 

Midnight  and  Maid. 

Mid.  Who’s  there? 

Maid.  Madam. 

Mid.  Has  any  Meflage  been  left  for  me  to-day  ? 

Maid.  Y es.  Madam ;  here  has  been  one  from  my 
Lady  Stilborn,  that  defir’d  you  not  to  be  out  of  the  way, 
for  Ihe  expetted  to  cry  out  every  minute. 

Midi 
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Mid.  How!  every  minute! - Let  me  fee-—-  -■ 

[Takes  out  her  Pocket-Book.\  Stilborn "  -  Ay - ihe 

reckons  with  her  Hufband,  from  the  firft  of  April ; 

and  with  Sir  James,  from  the  firft  of  March. - Ay, 

Ihe’s  always  a  Month  before  her  time.  [ Knocking  at  the 
Door. ]  Go  fee  who’s  at  the  Door. 

Maid.  Yes,  Madam.  [ Exit  Maid. 

Mid.  Well !  certainly  there  is  not  a  Woman  in  the 
World  fo  willing  to  oblige  Mankind  as  myfelf ;  and 
really  I  have  been  fo  ever  fince  the  Age  of  Twelve,  as 

I  can  remember. - 1  have  deliver’d  as  many  Women 

of  great  Bellies,  and  help’d  as  many  to  ’em  as  any  Per- 
fon  in  England ;  but  my  Watching  and  Cares  have  bro¬ 
ken  me  quite.  I  am  not  the  fame  Woman  I  was  forty 
years  ago. 

Enter  Richmore. 

Oh,  Mr.  Richmore!  you’re  a  fad  Man,  a  barbarous  Man, 

fo  you  are - What  will  become  of  poor  Cielia,  Mr. 

Richmore  ?  The  poor  Creature  is  fo  big  with  her  Mif- 
fortunes,  that  they  are  not  to  be  born.  [Weeps. 

Rich.  You,  Mrs.  Midnight ,  are  the  fitteft  Perfon  in 
the  World  to  eafe  her  of ’em. 

Mid.  And  won’t  you  marry  her,  Mr.  Richmore  ? 

Rich.  My  Confcience  won’t  allow  it ;  for  I  have  fwom 
fince  to  marry  another. 

Mid.  And  will  you  break  your  Vows  to  Cielia  ? 

Rich.  Why  not,  when  fhe  has  broke  hers  to  me  ? 

Mid.  How’s  that,  Sir  ?, 

Rich.  Why,  fhe  fwore  a  hundred  times  never  to  grant 
me  the  Favour,  and  yet,  you  know,  Ihe  broke  her 
Word. 

Mid.  But  fhe  lov’d  Mr.  Richmore ,  and  that  was  the 
reafon  fhe  forgot  her  Oath. 

Rich.  And  I  love  Mr.  Richmore,  and  that’s  the  reafon 

I  forgot  mine - - — -Why  fhou’d  fhe  be  angry  that  I 

follow  her  own  Example,  by  doing  the  very  fame  thing 
from  the  very  fame  Motive? 
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Mid.  Well,  well!  take  my  Word,  you’ll  never 

thrive. - 1  wonder  how  you  can  have  the  Face  to 

come  near  me,  that  am  the  vvitnefs  of  your  horrid 
Oaths  and  Imprecations !  Are  not  you  afraid  that  the 
guitty  Chamber  above-ftairs  fhou’d  fall  down  upon 
your  Head  —  Yes,  yes,  I  was  acceflary,  I  was  fo ! 

but  if  ever  you  involve  my  Honour  in  fuch  a  Villainy 

the  fecond  time. - Ah  poor  Clelia!  I  lov’d  her  as  I 

did  my  own  Daughter - you  feducing  Man - 

[Weeps. 

Rich.  Hey,  ho  !  my  Aurelia. 

Mid.  Hey,  ho  !  lhe’s  very  pretty. 

Rich.  Doft  thou  know  her,  my  dear  Midnight  ? 

Mid.  Hey,  ho !  (he’s  very  pretty. - Ah,  you’re  a. 

fad  Man.— —Poor  Clelia  was  handfome,  but  indeed. 
Breeding,  Pukeing,  and  Longing  has  broken  her 

much. - ’Tis  a  hard  cafe,  Mr.  Richmore,  for  a  young 

Lady  to  fee  a  thoufand  things,  and  long  for  a  thou- 
fand  things,  and  yet  not  dare  own  that  fhe  longs 

for  one. - She  had  like  to  have  mifcarried  t’other  day 

for  the  Pith  of  a  Loin  of  Veal. - Ah,  you  barbarous 

Man ! 

Rich.  But,  my  Aurelia!  confirm  me  that  you  know 
her,  and  I’ll  adore  thee. 

Mid.  You  wou’d  fling  five  hundred  Guineas  at  my 
Head,  that  you  knew  as  much  of  her  as  I  do  :  Why, 
Sir,  I  brought  her  into  the  World;  I  have  had  her 
fprawling  in  my  Lap.  Ah  !  Ihe  was  plump  as  a  Puffin, 
Sir. 

Rich.  I  think  fhe  has  no  great  Portion  to  value  her- 
felf  upon  ;  her  Reputation  only  will  keep  up  the  Mar¬ 
ket.  We  muft  firft  make  that  cheap,  by  crying  it 
down,  and  then  fhe’ll  part  with  it  at  an  eafy  rate. 

Mid.  But  won’t  you  provide  for  poor  Clelia  ? 

Rich.  Provide !  Why  han’t  I  taught  her  a  Trade  ? 
Let  her  fet  up  when  fhe  will.  I’ll  engage  her  Cufto- 
raers  enough,  becaufe  I  can  anfwer  for  the  goodnefs 
©f  her  Ware.  * 


24  *Ehi  Twin- Rivals. 

Mid.  Nay  but  you  ought  to  fet  her  up  with  Cre¬ 
dit,  and  take  a  Shop  ;  that  is,  get  her  a  Hufband. - ■ 

Have  you  no  pretty  Gentleman  your  Relation  now, 
that  wants  a  young  virtuous  Lady  with  a  handfome 
Fortune?  No  young  Te?npler  that  has  fpent  his  Eliate 
in  the  Study  of  the  Law,  and  ftarves  by  the  Praftice  ? 
No  fpruce  Officer  that  wants  a  handfome  Wife  to  make 
Court  for  him  among  the  Major-Generals?  Have  you 
none  of  thefe.  Sir  ? 

Rich.  Pho,  pho,  Madam - you  have  tirld  me  upon 

that  Subjeft.  Do  you  think  a  Lady  that  gave  me  fo 
much  trouble  before  Poffelfion,  fhall  ever  give  me  any 
after  it  No,  no,  had  fhe  been  more  obliging  to 

me  when  I  was  in  her  power,  I  fhou’d  be  more  civil 
to  her  now  fhe’s  in  mine:  My  Affiduity  before-hand 
was  an  over-price  ;  had  fhe  made  a  Merit  of  the  mat-  ' 
ter,  Ihe  fhould  have  yielded  focner. 

Mid.  Nay,  nay,  Sir ;  tho’  you  have  no  regard  to  1 
her  Honour,  yet  you  fhall  prSteft  mine :  How  d’ye  J 
think  1  have  fecur’d  my  Reputation  fo  long  among  the 
People  of  the  beft  Figure,  but  by  keeping  all  Mouths  | 

ftopt?  Sir,  I’ll  have  no  Clamours  at  me. - Heavens 

help  me,  I  have  Clamours  enough  at  my  door  early  . 
and  late  in  my  t’other  Capacity  :  In  fhort,  Sir,  a  Hui-  ! 
band  for  Clelia,  or  I  banifh  you  my  Prefence  for  e-  i 
ver. 

Rich.  Thou  art  a  neceflary  Devil,  and  I  can’t  want  i 
thee.  [Rfide. 

Mid.  Lcok’e,  Sir,  ’tis  your  own  Advantage ;  ’tis  i 
only  making  over  your  Eliate  into  the  Hands  of  a  t 
Truilee  ;  and  tho’  you  don’t  abfolutely  command  the 
Premiffes,  yet  you  may  exafi  enough  out  of  ’em  for 
Neceffaries,  when  you  will.  ' 

Rich.  Patience  a  little,  Madam  1 - -I  have  a  young  j 

Nephew  that  is  a  Captain  of  Horfe  :  He  mortgag’d  1 
the  laft  morfel  of  his  Eliate  to  me,  to  make  up  his  L 
Equipage  for  the  lail  Campaign.  Perhaps  you  know  ^ 
him;  he’s  a  bri&  Fellow,  much  about  Court,  Captain 
' Truetnan .  1 

Mid.  ■  1 
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Mid.  Trueman!  Adfmylife,  he’s  one  of  my  Babies 
——I  can  tell  you  the  very  minute  he  was  born — — 
>recifely  at  three  a-clock  next  St.  George's  Day,  True- 
tan  w.ill  be  T wo  and  twenty  ;  a  Stripling,  the  prettied: 
;ood-natur’d  Child,  and  your  Nephew !  He  mull  be 
he  Man  ;  and  (hall  be  the  Man ;  I  have  a  kindnefs  for 


lm. 

Rich.  But  we  mull  have  a  care ;  the  Fellow  want* 
either  Senfe  nor  Courage. 

Mid.  Phu,  phu,  never  fear  her  part,  (he  fna’n’t  want 
nflrudlions;  and  then  for  her  Lying-in  a  little  abrupt- 
Y,  ’tis  my  Bufmefs  to  reconcile  Matters  there,  a  Fright 
r  a  Fall  excufes  that ;  Lard,  Sir,  I  do  thefe  things 
very  day. 

Rich.  ’Tis  pity  then  to  put  you  out  of  your  Road; 
nd  Clelia  (hall  have  a  Hulband. 

Mid.  Spoke  like  a  Man  of  Honour. - And  now 

'll  ferve  you  again.  This  Aurelia,  you  fay - — 

Rich.  O  Ihe  dillra&s  me !  Her  Beauty,  Family,  and 
hrtue  make  her  a  noble  Pleafure. 

Mid.  And  you  have  a  mind,  for  that  reafon,  to  get 
er  a  Hulband. 

Rich.  Yes,  Faith :  I  have  another  young  Relation 

Cambridge ,  he’s  jull  going  into  Orders ;  and  1  think 
ch  a  fine  Woman  with  fifteen  hundred  Pound,  is  a 
etter  Prefentation  than  any  living  in  my  Gift  ;  and 
rhy  Ihou’d  he  like  the  Cure  the  worfe,  that  an  Incum- 
ent  was  there  before  ? 

Mid.  Thou  art  a  pretty  Fellow-  . . —  At  the  fame 

loment  you  wou’d  perfuade  me  that  you  love  a  Woman 
*  Madnefs,  you  are  contriving  how  to  part  with 
:r? 


Rich.  If  I  lov’d  her  not  to  Madnefs,  I  Ihou’d  not  run 
to  thefe  Contradictions - Here  my  dear  Mother, 

[  Offering  her  Money. 


urelia's  the  Word- 


Mid.  Pardon  me.  Sir;  [  Refit Jing  the  Money]  Did  you 

fer  know  me  mercenary ?— - No,  no.  Sir;  Virtue 

its  own  Reward. 

Rich.  Nay,  but  Madam,  I  owe  you  for  the  Teeth- 
jwder  you  fern  me. 

B  Aft'4 
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Mid.  O,  that’s  another  matter,  Sir;  [ Takes  the 
Money.']  I  hope  you  like  it.  Sir? 

Rich.  Extremely,  Madam,  But  it  was  fcmewhat 
dear  of  twenty  Guineas.  [Ajide. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  here  is  Mr.  Wou'dbd s  Footman  below 
with  a  Meffage  from  his  Maker. 

Mid.  I’ll  come  to  him  prefently  :  Do  you  know  that 
Woudhe  loves  Aurelia  %  Coufin  and  Companion,  Mrs. 
Conjiance  with  the  great  Fortune,  and  that  I  follicit 
for  him  ? 

Rich.  Why  lhe’s  engag’d  to  his  elder  Brother :  Be- 
fides,  Young  Wotidbe  has  no  Money  to  profecute  an 

Affair  of  luch  Confequence - You  can  have  no 

hopes  of  Succefs  there,  I’m  fure. 

Mid.  Truly,  I  have  no  great  hopes ;  but  an  induflri- 
®us  Body,  you  know,  wou’d  do  any  thing  rather  than 
be  idle  ;  The  Aunt  is  very  near  her  time,  and  I  have 
accefs  to  the  Family  when  I  pleafe. 

Rich.  Now  I  think  on’t ;  prithee,  get  the  Letter 
from  Wmfd.be  that  I  gave  him  juft  now;  it  wou’d  be 
proper  to  our  Defigns  upon  Eruemany  that  it  Ihou’d 
not  be  expos’d. 

Mid.  And  you  fhew’d  Clelia' s  Letter  to  Woudbe? 

Rich.  Yes. 

Mid.  Eh,  you  barbarous  Man - -Who  the  Devil 

wou’d  oblige  you  ■— -What  Pleafure  can  you  take 

in  expofing  the  poor  Creature  ?  Dear  little  Child,  ’tis 
pity,  indeed  it  is. 

Rich.  Madam,  the  Meffenger  waits  below ;  fo  I’ll 
take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

.  Mid.  Ah,  you’re  a  fad  Man.  [Exit. 


Eke  End  of  the  Firf  A  C  T. 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE,  The  Park . 

Conftance  and  Aurelia. 

Aur.  T)  Rithee,  Coufin  Conjlanee,  be  chearful ;  let  the 
*  _  JT  dead  Lord  deep  in  Peace,  and  look  up  to  the 
living;  take  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper,  and  write  immedi¬ 
ately  to  your  Lover,  that  he  is  now  a  Baron  of  Eng¬ 
land,  and  you  long  to  be  a  Baronels. 

Con.  Nay,  Aurelia ,  there  is  fome  regard  due  to  the 
Memory  of  the  Father,  for  theRefpeft  I  bear  the  Son  ; 
befides,  I  don’t  know  how,  I  cou’d  wifh  my  young 
Lord  were  at  home  in  this  Jun&ure:  This  Brother  of 

his -  'Some  Mifchief  will  happen - 1  had  a  very 

ugly  Dream  laft  Night - In  ihort,  I  am  eaten  up 

with  the  Spleen,  my  Dear. 

'  Aur.  Come,  come,  walk  about  and  divert  it;  the 
i  Air  will  do  you  good  ;  think  of  other  People’s  Affairs 
a  little — —When  did  you  fee  Clelia  ? 

Con.  I’m  glad  you  mention’d  her ;  don’t  you  obferve 
her  Gayety  to  be  much  more  forc’d  than  formerly,  her 
Humour  don’t  fit  fo  eafy  upon  her. 

Aur.  No,  nor  her  Stays  neither,  I  canaffure  you. 

Con.  Did  you  obferve  how  file  devour’d  the  Pome¬ 
granates  yefterday  ? 

Aur.  She  talks  of  vifiting  a  Relation  in  Leicejler- 
\Jbire.  J 

;  Can.  She  fainted  away  in  the  Country-Dance  t’other 
Night. 

Aur.  Rid? more  fiiunn’d  her  in  the  Walk  laft  Week. 

Con.  And  his  Footman  laugh’d. 
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Aur.  She  takes  Laudanum  to  make  her  deep  a 
Nights. 

Con.  Ah,  poor  delta !  What  will  (he  do,  Coufm? 

Aur.  Do  !  Why  nothing  till  the  nine  Months  be  up. 

C*n.  That’s  cruel,  Aurelia,  how  can  you  make  mer¬ 
ry  with  her  Misfortunes?  I  am  pofitive  Ihe  was  no 
eafy  Conqueftj  fome  fingular  Villany  has  been  pradtis’d 
upon  her. 

Aur.  Yes,  yes,  the  Fellow  would  be  p radii fing  upon 
me  too,  I  thank  him. 

Con.  Have  a  care,  Coufin,  he  has  a  promifing  Per¬ 
fon. 

Aur.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  his  promifing  Perfon 
may  as  foon  be  broke  as  his  promifing  Vows :  Nature 
indeed  has  made  him  a  Giant,  and  he  wars  with  H*a- 
ven  like  the  Giants  of  old - - 

Con.  Then  why  will  you  admit  his  Vifits  ? 

Aur.  I  never  did — -But  all  the  Servants  are  more 
his  than  our  own ;  he  has  a  Golden  Key  to  every 
Door  in  the  Houfe;  befides,  he  makes  my  Uncle  be¬ 
lieve  that  his  Intentions  are  honourable ;  and  indeed  he 

has  faid  nothing  yet  to  difprove  it. - -  --.But  Cou- 

fin,  do  you  fee  who  comes  yonder.  Hiding  along  the 
Mall?  _  . 

Con.  Captain  Tnieman+  I  proteft ;  the  Campaign  has 
improv’d  him,  he  makes  a  very  clean  well-finifh’d  Fi¬ 
gure. 

Aur.  Youthful,  eafy,  and  good-natur’d ;  I  could 
wilh  he  would  know  us. 

Con.  Are  you  fure  he’s  well-bred  ? 

Aur.  I  tell  you  he’s  good-natur’d,  and  I  take  good 
Manners  to  be  nothing  but  a  .natural  Defire  to  be  eafy 
and  agreeable  to  whatever  Converfation  we  fall  into: 
and  a  Porter  with  thfejs  mannerly  in  his  way ;  and  a 
Duke  without  it  has  but  the  Breeding  of  a  Dancing- 
Mailer. 

Con.  I  like  him  for  his  Affedlion  to  my  young 
Lord. 

Aur.  And  I  like  him  for  his  Affedlion  to  my  young 
Perfon. 

Con- 
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Con.  How,  how,  Coufin  ?  You  never  told  me  that. 

Aur.  How  fhou’d  I  ?  He  never  told  it  me,  but  I 
have  difcover’d  it  by  a  great  many  Signs  and  Tokens, 
that  are  better  Security  for  his  Heart  than  ten  thoufand 
Vows  and  Promifes. 

Con.  He’s  Richmore's  Nephew. 

Aur.  Ah !  Wou’d  he  were  his  Heir  too  ■  ■  He’s  A 
pretty  Fellow— ——But  then  he’s  a  Soldier,  and  mu il 
fhare  his  time  with  his  Miftrefs,  Honour,  in  Flanders. 

-  —No,  no,  I’m  refolv’d  againft  a  Man  thatdifap- 
pears  all  the  Summer  like  a  Woodcock. 

[As  thefe  Words  are  fpoken,  Trueman  enters  behind 
them,  as  faffing  over  the  Stage. 

* True .  That’s  for  me,  whoever  fpoke  it.  Aurelia! 

\  furpriz'd  ] 
[The  Ladies  turn  about. 

Con.  What,  Captain,  you’re  afraid  of  every  thing 
but  the  Enemy. 

True.  . 1  have  reafon,  Ladies,  to  be  moft  apprehen- 
five  where  there  is  moft  danger :  the  Enemy  is  fa- 
tisfied  with  a  Leg  or  an  Arm,  but  here  I’m  in  hazard 
of  lofing  my  Heart. 

Aur.  None  in  the  World,  Sir,  no  body  here  deftgns 
to  attack  it. 

True.  But  fuppofe  it  be  affaulted,  and  taken  already, 
Madam  r 

Aur.  Then  we’ll  return  it  without  Ranfom. 

True.  But  fuppofe,  Madam,  the  Prifonerchufetoftay 
where  it  is. 

Aur.  That  were  to  turn  Deferter,  and  you  know. 
Captain,  what  fuch  deferve. 

True.  The  Pnniihment  it  undergoes  this  Moment; — 
Shot  to  Death  - - ■■■ 

Con.  Nay,  then,  ’tis  time  for  me  to  put  in — -Pray, 
Sir,  have  you  heard  the  News  of  my  Lord  Wou'dbe's 
Death  ? 

True.  People  mind  not  the  Death  of  others.  Madam, 
that  are  expiring  themfelves.  [To  Conftance.]  Do  yoa 
confider.  Madam,  the  Penalty  of  wounding  a  Man  in 
the  Park  ?  [To  Aurel. 
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Aur.  Hey  day  !  Why,  Captain,  d’ye  intend  to  make 
a  Vigo  Bufmefs  of  it,  and  break  the  Boom  at  once? 
■Sir,  if  you  only  rally,  pray  let  my  Coufin  have  her 
fhare ;  or  if  yon  wou’d  be  particular,  pray  be  more 
refpe&ful;  not  fo  much  upon  the  Declaration,  I  be- 
feech  you.  Sir. 

‘Trite.  I  have  been,  fair  Creature,  a  perfect  Coward 
in  my  Pailion ;  I  have  had  hard  ftrugglings  with  my 
Fear  before  I  duril  engage,  and  now  perhaps  behaVe 
but  too  defperately. 

Aur.  Sir,  l  am  very  forry  you  have  faia  fo  much ; 
for  I  mull  punilh  you  fork,  tho’  it  be  contrary  to  my 
Inclination - Come  Coufin,  will  you  walk  ? 

Con.  Servant,  Sir.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

True.  Charming  Creature ! - - -  I  >nuji  pttnijb  you 

fort ,  tho'  it  be  contrary  to  my  Inclination - -  Hope  and 

Delpair  in  a  Breath.  But  I’ll  think  the  beft.  [£*#. 

SCENE  changes  to  Young  Wou’dbe’r  Lodgings. 

Young  Wou’dbe  and  Midnight  meeting. 

Y.  TV.  Thou  Life  and  Soul  of  fecret  Dealings,  wel¬ 
come. 

Mid  My  dear  Child,  blefs  thee-— —Who  vvou’d 
have  imagin'd  that  I  brought  this  great  Rogue  into  the 
World  ?  He  makes  me  an  old  Woman,  I  proteft— — ■ 
But  adfo,  my  Child,  I  forgot ;  I’m  forry  for  the  lofs 
of  your  Father,  forry  at  my  Heart,  poor  Man,  [JVeeps.~\ 
Mr.  Woudbe,  have  you  got  a  Drop  of  Brandy  in  your 
CJofet  ?  I  a’n’t  very  well  to-day. 

YJV.  That  you  lha’n’t  want:  but  be  pleas’d  to  fit, 

my  dear  Mother - Here,  Jack,  the  Brandy-Bottle 

• - Now,  Madam - 1  have  occafion  to  ufe  you  in 

drefling  up  a  handfome  Cheat  for  me. 

Mid.  I  defy  any  Chamber-Maid  in  England  to  do  it 

better - 1  have  drefied  up  a  hundred  and  fifty  Cheats 

In  my  time.  [ Enter  Jack  ’with  the  Brandy-Bottle .] 

Here,  Boy,  this  Glafs  is  too  big,  carry  it  away.  I’ll 
take  a  Sup  out  of  the  Bottle. 


Y.W. 
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Y .w.  Right  Madam - And  my  Bufinefs  being 

very  urgent  —In  three  Words,  ’tis  this— — 

Mid.  Hold,  Sir,  ’dll  I  take  Advice  of  my  Council. 

[ Drinks  ]  There  is  nothing  more  comfortable  to  a 
poor  Creature,  and  fitter  to  r  wive  walling  Spirits,  than 
a  little  plain  Brandy ;  I  a’n’i  for  your  hot  Spirits,  your 
Ro/a  Solis,  your  Ratifies  s,  your  Orange -Waters,  and 

the  like - - — —A  moderate  Glafs  of  cool  Kants  is 

the  belt  thing-  - . 

Y .IV.  But  to  our  Bufinefs,  Madam- - My  Father 

is  dead,  and  I  'have  a  mind  to  inherit  his  Eftate. 

Mid.  You  put  the  Cafe  very  well. 

Y  W.  One  of  two  things  I  muft  chufe - Either  to 

be  a  Lord  or  a  Beggar. 

Mid.  Be  a  Lord  to  chufe - Tho’  I  have  known 

fome  that  have  chofen  both. 

Y W  I  have  a  Brother  that  I  love  very  well ;  but 
fince  one  of  us  mull  want,  I  had  rather  he  Ihou’d 
ftarve  than  I. 

Mid.  Upon  my  Confcience,  dear  Heart,  you’re  in 
the  right  on’t. 

Y  .IV.  Now  your  Advice  upon  thefe  Heads. 

Mid.  They  be  Matters  of  Weight,  and  I  mull  con* 
fider,  [Drinks.]  Is  there  a  Will  in  the  Cafe  ? 

Y.JV.  There  is;  which  excludes  me  from  every 
Foot  of  the  Eftate. 

Mid.  That’s  bad— —Where’s yonr  Brother? 

Y .W.  He’s  now  in  Germany,  in  his  way  to  England, 
and  is  expefled  very  foon. 

Mid.  How  foon  ? 

Y.JV.  In  a  Month,  or  lefs. 

Mid.  O  ho  !  A  Month  is  a  great  while  1  our  Bufinefs 

muft  be  done  in  an  hour  or  two - - - We  muft  fup- 

pofe  your  Brother  to  be  dead  ;  nay,  he  lhall  be  a&ually 

dead-"  -  --and  my  Lord,  my  humble  Service  t’ye - 

[Drinks. 

Y .JV.  O  Madam,  I’m  your  Ladylhip’s  moft  devoted 

—Make  your  Words  good,  and  I’ll - 

Mid.  Say  no  more,  Sir  ;  you  lhall  have  it,  you  lhall 
have  it. 

B  4  ,  Y.JV. 
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Y.W-  Ay,  but  how,  dear  Mrs.  Midnight? 

Mid.  Mrs.  Midnight f  Is  that  ail? . -  Why  not 

Mother,  Aunt,  Grandmother?  Sir,  I  have  done  more 
.  for  you  this  Moment,  than  ail  the  Relations  you  have 
in  the  World. 

.  Y \W.  Let  roe  hear  it. 

t  Mid.  By  the  Strength  of  this  potent  Infpiration,  I 
have  made  you  a  Peer  of  England,  with  feven  thou¬ 
sand  Pound  a  year - -  My  Lord,  I  wilh  you  Joy. 

[Drinks. 

Y.W,  The  Woman’s  mad,  I  believe. 

Mid.  Quick,  quick,  my  Lord !  -counterfeit  a  Letter 
prefently  from  Germany,  that  your  Brother  is  kill’d  in 
a  Duel :  Let  it  be  directed  to  your  Father,  and  fall  into 
the  Hands  of  the  Steward  when  you  are  by.  What 
fort  of  Fellow  is  the  Steward  ? 

Y.W.  Why  a  timorous  half-honeft'Man,  thatalit- 

fle  Perfuafion  will  make  a  whole  Knave - He  wants 

Courage  to  be  thoroughly  Juft,  or  entirely  a  Villain— - 
but  good  backing  will  make  him  either. 

Mid.  And  he  lha’n’t  want  that!  I  tell  you  the  Let¬ 
ter  muft  come  into  his  hands  when  you  are  by ;  up¬ 
on  this  you  muft  take  immediate  PolTeffion,  and  fo  you 
have  the  beft  part  of  the  Law  of  your  fide. 

Y.W.  But  luppofe  my  Brother  comes  in  the  mean 
time  ? 

Mid.  This  muft  be  done  this  very  moment:  Let 
him  come  when  you’re  in  Poffeffion,  I’ll  warrant  we’ll 
find  a  way  to  keep  him  out——— 

Y.W.  But  how,  my  dear  Contriver? 

Mid.  By  your  Father’s  Will,  Man,  your  Father’s 

Will  - —That  is,  one  that  your  Father  might  have 

made,  and  which  we  will  make  for  him - I’ll  fend 

you  a  Nephew  of  my  own,  a  Lawyer,  that  (hall  do 
the  Bufinels ;  go,  get  into  Poffeffion,  Poffeffion,  I 
fay;  let  us  have  but  the  Eftate  to  back  the  Suit,  and 
you’ll  find  the  Law  too  ftrong  for  Juftice,  I  warrant 
you. 

Y.W.  My  Oracle!  How  (hall  we  revel  in  Delight 
when  this  great  Prediction  is  accomplilh’d— But  one 

thing 
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thing  yet  remains,  niv  Brother’s  Miilrefs,  the  charm¬ 
ing  Conjlance——  Let  her  be  mine - - - 

Mid.  Pho,  pho,  fhe’s  your  s  o’  courfe;  (lie's  contrac-  - 
ted  to  you ;  for  (he’s  engag’d  to  marry  no  Man  but  my 
Lord  Wou'dbe'  s  Son  and  Heir ;  now  you  being  the  Per- 
fon,  (he’s  recoverable  by  Law. 

Y.  W.  Marry  her  !  No,  no,  lhe’s  contrafied  to  him, 
’twere  Injuftice  to  rob  a  Brother  of  his  Wife,  an  eafier 
Favour  will  fatisfy  me.  *  '  sv*! 

Mid.  Why,  truly,  as  you  fay,  that  Favour  is  fo  eafy, 

that  I  wonder  they  make  fuch  a  Bultle  about  it  -■  - - 

But  get  you  gone  and  mind  your  Affairs,  I  mull  about 

mine  ■  Oh - 1  had  forgot-— ———Where’s 

that  foolilh  Letter  you  had  this  Morning  from  'Rich- 
more  ?  has  ,v>t’  •  oj  beibnh  ed  li  3x1  bod  o 

•  Y.  W.  I  have* polled  it  up  in  the  Chocolate-Houfe. 

Mid.  Yaw,  [Shrieks. I  (hall  fall  into  Fits;  hold 

me - -  eooromi  W  Y, 

Y .tV.  No,  no,  I  did  butjeft^  here  itis^— ^Sutbe 
affur’d.  Madam,  I  wanted  only  time  to  have  expos’d 
it.  .ludrb  mid  sasm  Ifiw  goijbsc!  boog  rod 

Mid.  Ah!  you  barbarous  Man,  why  fot 
Y.  W.  Becaufe  when  Knaves  of  our  Sex,  and  Fools 
-of  yours  meet,  they  makd  the  beft  Jed  in  the  Worlde 
Mid.  Sir,  ■’the  World' -has -’better  fhai&*irr  the  Jeil 
when' we  are  the  Knafet  and’ you  the  FoolS-S — — -i’Sut 
lopk’e,  Sir,  if  ever  you  open  your  Mouth  a  bout -this 
:Trick- - I’ll  difcover  ahyocr  Tricks !  therefore  Si¬ 

lence  and  Safety  on  bbth-fiti&l  oc'uo't.nsilw  s.r.c::  .rid 
Y.  W.  Madamy  youyneed  not  do®h4  my(Sv)enoeoat 
grefent,  becaufe-  ftvd  ■O'wh  lAlfair.m  w itb 4mpioyYndTuf- 
■'nclently  ;  fd thefs’^ yettF’Y.ettdftl ttfi  M/V.] 
And  now  to  wftti  ftVy  Otvn;  -mo  ,zi  jeriT— — --  -[EMri. 

Mid.  Adieu,  my  Lofdr-a— Rus'Let-rdfe  fee?  -[Opens  the 
Letter  and'  reads!]  hf  there  he  •  SoL'?nnity  in  Protefa-, 

tions —  -  That’s  fOolifh,  very  fooiifh - -—.Why 

(hould  fhe'  expert  Solemnity  in  PrOteflations  ?  Urn, 
um,  um.  1  may  ftiil  depend  on  the  Faith  of  my  Rich- 

more - Ah,  poor  Cldia ! - Um,  um,  um.  I  can 

no  longer  hide  the  E feels-  or' t from  the  World.  -  — — - 
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The  Effects  on’t !  How  modeftly  is  that  expreft  ?  Wei!, 

..’tis  a  pretty  Letter,  and  I’ll  keep  it, - 

[Puts  the  Letter  in  her  Pocket ,  and  Exit. 

SCENE,  LordWou'dbt'sHoufe. 

Enter  Steward  and  his  Wife. 

Wife.  You  are  to  blame,  you  are  much  to  blame, 
Hufband,  in  being  fo  fcrupulous. 

Stew.  ’Tis  true  :  This  fbolifh  Confcience  of  mine  has 
been  the  greateft  Bar  to  my  Fortune. 

Wife.  And  will  ever  be  fo.  Tell  me  but  one  that 
thrives,  and  I’ll  fhew  you  a  hundred  that  ftarve  by  it. 
——Do  you  think  ’tis  fourfcore  Found  a  Year  makes 
my  Lord  Gouty  s  Steward’s  Wife  live  at  the  rate  of  four 
hundred  ?  Upon  my  Word,  my  Dear,  I’m  as  good 
a  Gentlewoman  as  fire,  and  I  expedl  to  be  maintain’d 
accordingly:  ’Tis  Confcience,  I  warrant,  that  buys 
her  the  Point-Heads,  and  Diamond  Necklace  ? 

- Was  it  Confcience  that  bought  her  the  fine 

Houfe  in  J ermain-freet  ?  Is  it  Confcience  that  ena¬ 
bles  the  Steward  to  buy  when  the  Lord  is  forced  to 
fell  ? 

Stew.  But  what  wou’d  you  have  me  do  ? 

Wife .  Do!  now’s  your  time ;  that  fmall  Morfel  of 
an  Eftate  your  Lord  bought  lately,  a  thing  not  worth 
mentioning ;  take  it  towards  your  Daughter  Molly's 

Portion-^ - What’s  two  hundred  a  Year  ?  ’twill  never 

be  mifs’d. 

Stew.  ’Tis  but  a  fmall  matter,  I  mull  confefs ;  and 
is  a  Reward  for  my  pad  faithful  Service,  I  think  it 
but  reafona’ole  I  fhould  cheat  a  little  now. 

Wife.  Reafonable !  All  the  reafon  that  can  be ; 
if  the  ungrateful  World  won’t  reward  an  honeft  Man, 

why  let  an  honeft  Man  reward  himfelf - There’s 

five  hundred  Pounds  you  receiv’d  but  two  Days  ago, 

Jay  them  afide- — - you  may  eafily  fink  it  in  the 

Charge  of  the  Funeral — * — Do  my  Dear  now,  kifs  me, 
and  do  it. 
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Stew.  Well,  you  have  fuch  a  winning  way  with 
you !  But,  my  Dear,  I’m  fo  much  afraid  of  my 
young  Lord’s  coming  home ;  he’s  a  cunning  clofe 
Man,  they  fay,  and  will  examine  my  Accounts  very 
narrowly. 

Wife.  Ay,  my  Dear,  wou’d  you  had  the  younger 
Brother  to  deal  with ;  you  might  manage  him  as  you 
pleas’d  ■  ■  I  fee  him  coming.  Let  us  weep,  let 

us  weep. 

[They  pull  out  their  Handkerchiefs,  and  feem  to  mourn. 

Enter  Young  Wou’dbe. 

Stew.  Ah,  Sir,  we  have  loft  a  Father,  a  Friend, 
and  a  Supporter. 

Y.W.  Ay,  Mr.  Steward,  we  muft  fubmit  to  Fate, 
as  he  has  done.  And  it  is  no  fmall  Addition  to  my 
Grief,  honeft  Mr.  Clear  account ,  that  it  is  not  in  my 
power  to  fupply  my  Father’s  place  to  you  and  yours. 

- Your  Sincerity  and  Juftice  to  the  Dead,  merits 

the  greateft  Regard  from  thofe  that  furvive  him - 

Had  I  but  my  Brother’s  Ability,  or  he  my  Inclinations 
r  I’ 11  affure  you,  Mrs.  Clear  account,  you  fhould 
.not  have  fuch  caufe  to  mourn,. 

Wife.  Ah,  good  noble  Sir  ! 

Stew.  Your  Brother,  Sir,  I  hear  is  a  very  feyere 
Man. 

Y.W.  hie  is  what  the  World  calls  a  prudent  Man, 
Mr.  Steward:  I  have. often  heard  him  very  fevere 
upon  Men  of  your  Bufinefs ;  and  has  declar’d,  That 
for  Form’s  fake  indeed  he  wo'u’d  keep  a  Steward, 
but  that  he  would  infpect  into  all  his.  Accounts  him- 
felf. 

Wife.  Aye,  Mr.  Wou'dbe,  you  have  more  Senfe  than 
to  do  thofe  things  ;  you  have  more  Honour  than  to 
trouble  your  Head  with  your  own  Affairs — wou’d  to 
Heavens  we  were  to  ferve  you. 

Y.W.  Wou’d  I  cou’d  ferve  ycu,  Madam, — -with¬ 
out  Injuftice  to  my  Brother. 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  A  Letter  for  my  Lord  Woudbe. 

~  Stew.  It  comes  too  late,  alas !  for  his  Perufal ;  let  me 
fee  it.  [Opens,  and  reads. 

Frankfort,  Odlob.  io.  New  Style. 

Frankfort  l  Where’s  Frankfort,  Sir? 

Y.  W.  In  Germany!  This  Letter  mull  be  from  my 
Brother!  I  fuppofe  he’s  coming  home. 

Stew.  ’Tis  none  of  his  Hand.  Let  me  fee. 

[Reads. 

My  Lord, 

J  Am  troubled  at  this  unhappy  Occafon  of  fending  to  your 

Lordjhip ;  your  braise  Son,  and  my  dear  Friend,  was 
yep.erday  unfortunately  kill’d  in  a  Duel  by  a  German 
Count 

I  (hall  love  a  German  Count  as  long  as  I  live.  — 

My  Lord,  my  Lord,  now  f  may  call  you  fo,  fince  your 
cider  Brother’s - dead. 

Y.  W.  and'  mfe..  How! 

Stew.  Read  there. 

[Gives  the  Letter ,  Wou’db t  perufes  it. 

Y.  W.  Oh,  my  Fate!  a^Father  and  a  Brother  in  one 
Day!  Heavens!  ’Tis  too  much  --Where  is  the 

fatal  Meffenger  ? 

Ser.  A  Gentleman,  Sir,  who  faid  he  came  Pod  on 
■purpofe.  He  was  afraid  the  Contents  of  the  Letter 
wou’d  unqualify  my  Lord  for  Company ;  fo  he  would 
lake  another  time  to  wait  on  him. 

Y.  W.  Nay,  then  'tis  true;  and  there  is  Truth  in 
Dreams.  Lall  Night  I  dreamt - 

Wife.  Nay,  my  Lord,  I  dreamt  too;  I  dreamt  I 
faw  your  Erother  drels’d  in  a  long  Minifter’s  Gown, 
(Lord  blefs  us !)  with  a  Book  in  his  Hand,  walking 
before  a  dead  Body  to  the  Grave. 

Y.  W.  Well  Mr.  Clear  account,  get  Mourning  ready. 

Stew.  Will  your  Lordlhip  have  the  old  Coach  cover’d, 
cr  a  new  one  made  ? 


‘  Y.W. 
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Y.  W.  A  new  one - The  old  Coach,  with  the 

Grey  Horfes,  I  give  to  Mrs.  Cl  ear  account  here ;  ’tis 
not  fit  Ihe  Ihou’d  walk  the  Streets. 

Wife.  Heav’ns  blefs  the  German  Count,  I  fay.— 
But,  my  Lord—  .ns  ' 

Y.  W.  No  Reply,  Madam,  you  fhall  have  it — — 
And  receive  it  but  as  the  Earned,  txf  my  ,Favow?«r*— 
Mr.  Clear  account,  I  double  your  Salary,  r*nd;*il  the 
Servant’s  Wages,  to  moderate  their  Griff  for  otir  great 
Loffss — Pray,  Sir,  take  order  about  thefe  Affairs.. 

Stew.  I  fhall,  my  Lord.  [Exeunt  Stew,  and  Wife. 

Y.  W.  So!  I  have  got  Poflellion  of  the  Cafi,le»  and 
if  I  had  but  a  little  Law  to  fortify  me  now,  I  bblieye 
we  might  hold  it  out  a  great  while.  0,h  !  -here  comes 

'my  Attorney. - Mr.  Subtle  man,  your  Servant^-: 

— - tsav'.i 

Enter  Subtleman. 

'  1 

Sub.  My  Lord,  I  wifh  you  Joy  ;  my  Aunt  Midnight 
has  fent  me  to  receive  your  Commands. 

Y.  W.  Has  Ihe  told  you  any  thing  of  they\ffair  l 

Sub.  Not  a  Word,  my  Lord. 

Y  W.  Why  then - come  nearer.— Can  you  make 

a  Man  right  Heir  to  an  Eilate  during  the  Life  of  an 
Elder  Brother?  "  •  ; 

Sub.  I  thought  you  had  been  the  elcelt. 

Y.  W.  That  we  are  not  yet  agreed  upon;  for  you 
muft  know,  there  is  an  impertinent  Fellow  that  takes 
a  fancy  to  difpute  the  Seniority  with  me — For  look’e. 
Sir,  my  Mother  has  unluckily  fow’d  Difcord  in  the  Fa¬ 
mily,  by  bringing  forth  Twins:  My  Brother,  ’tis  true, 
was  firlt  born;  but,  I  believe  from  the  bottom  of  my 
Heart,  I  was  the  firft  begotten. 

Sub.  I  underhand - you  are  come  to  an  Eilate 

and  Dignity,  that  by  Jullice  indeed  is  your  own,  but 
by  Law  it  falls  to  your  Brother. 

Y.  W.  I  had  rather,  Mr.  Subtleman ,  it  were  his  by 
Jufiice,  and  mine  by  Law;  for  I  wou’d  have  the 
itrongeft  Title,  if  pofiible. 
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Sub.  I  am  very  forry  there  fhould  happen  any 

Breach  between  Brethren - fo  I  think  it  wou’d  be 

but  a  Chriftian  and  Charitable  Aft  to  take  away  all 
farther  Difputes,  by  making  you  true  Heir  to  the 

Eftate  by  the  laft  Will  of  your  Father. - Look’e  I’ll 

divide  Stakes  - - — you  ihall  yield  the  Elderlhip  and 

Honour  to  him,  and  he  fhall  quit  his  Eftate  to  you. 

Y.  W.  Why,  as  you  fay,  I  don't  much  care  if  I  do 
grant  him  the  Eldeft,  half  an  Hour  is  but  a  T rifle  :  But 
how  fhall  we  do  about  his  W ill  ?  Who  fhall  we  get  to 
prove  it? 

Sub.  Never  trouble  your  felf  for  that:  I  expect  a 
Cargo  of  WritnefTes  and  Ufquebaugh  by  the  firft  fair 
Wind. 

Y.  W.  But  we  can’t  flay  for  them ;  it  mull  be  done 
immediately. 

Sub.  Well,  well ;  we’ll  find  fome  body,  I  warrant 
you,  to  make  Oath  of  his  laft  Words. 

Y.  JV.  That’s  impofftble  ;  for  my  Father  died  of  an 
Apoplexy,  and  did  not  fpeak  at  all. 

Sub.  That’s  nothing.  Sir;  he’s  not  the  firft  dead  Man 
that  I  have  made  to  fpeak. 

Y.  W.  You’re  a  great  Mailer  of  Speech,  I  don’t 
queftion,  Sir ;  and  I  can  affure  you  there  will  be  ten 
Guineas  for  every  Word  you  extort  from  him  in  my 
favour. 

Sub.  O  Sir,  that’s  enough  to  make  your  Great 
Grandfather  fpeak. 

Y.  W.  Come  then.  I'll  carry  you  to  my  Steward ; 
he  fhall  give  you  the  Names  of  the  Marilors ;  and  the 
true  Titles  and  Denominations  cf  the  Euate,  and  then 
you  fhall  go  to  work.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Tarh. 

Richmore  and  Trueman  mectim. 

o 

Rich.  O  brave  Cuz!  you’re  very  happy  with  the 
Fair,  I  find.  Pray,  which  of  thefe  two  Ladies  you 
encounter’d  juft  now  has  your  Adoration  ? 


j 


True. 
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True.  She  that  commands  by  forbidding  it :  And 
fince  I  had  Courage  to  declare  to  herfelf,  I  dare  now 
own  it  to  the  World:  Aurelia,  Sir,  is  my  Angel. 

Rich.  Ha!  [ Along  Pau/e.]  Sir,  I  find  you’re  of 
every  body’s  Religion  ;  but  methinks  you  make  a 
bold  Flight  at  firft :  Do  you  think  your  Captain’s  Pay 
will  flake  againft  fo  high  a  Gamefler  ? 

True.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Rich.  Mean!  Blefs  me,  Sir,  mean! - You’re  a 

Man  of  mighty  Honour,  we  all  know. - But  I’ll 

tell  you  a  Secret. - The  thing  is  publick  already. 

True.  I  fhou’d  be  proud  that  all  Mankind  were,  ac¬ 
quainted  with  it;  I  lhou’d  defpife  the  Paffion  that 
con’d  make  me  either  afliam’d,  or  afraid  to  own  it 
Rich.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Prithee,  dear  Captain,  no  more 
of  thefe  Rhodomontado’s ;  you  may  as  foon  put  a 
Standing-Army  upon  us. - I’ll  tell  you  another  Se¬ 

cret— ——Five  hundred  Pound  is  the  leak  Penny. 

True.  Nay,  to  my  knowledge,  fhe  has  fifteen  hun¬ 
dred 

Rich.  Nay,  to  my  knowledge,  fhe  took  five. 

True.  Took  five  !  How  !  Where  ? 

Rich.  In  her  Lap,  in  her  Lap,  Captain;  where 
fhou’d  it  be  ? 

True.  I’m  amaz’d ! 

Rich.  So  am  I,  that  fire  cou’d  be  fo  unreafonable— . 
Fifteen  hundred  Pound!  ’Sdeath  !  had  lhe  that  Price 
from  you  ? 

True.  ’Sdeath,  I  meant  her  Portion. 

Rich.  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  with  her  Por¬ 
tion  ? 

True.  I  lov’d  her  up  to  Marriage,  by  this  Light. 
Rich.  Marriage!  Ha,  ha,  ha;  I  love  the  Gipfey  for 

her  Cunning - A  young,  eafy,  amorous,  credulous 

Fellow  of  Two  and  twenty,  was  juft  the  Game  fire 
wanted ;  I  find  fhe  prefently  fingled  you  out  from  the 
Herd. 

True.  You  diftraft  me  ! 

Rich.  .A  Soldier  too,  that  muft  follow  the  Wars 
abroad,  and  leave  her  to  Engagements  at  home. 

True. 
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True.  Death  and  Furies!  I’ll  be  reveng’d. 

Rich.  Why  ?  What  can  you  do  ?  You’ll  challenge  her, 
will  you  ? 

True.  Her  Reputation  was  fpotlefs  when  I  went 
over. 

Rich.  So  was  the  Reputation  of  Mareichal  BoujjUrs ; 
but  dy’e  think,  that  while  you  were  beating  the  French 

abroad,  that  we  were  idle  at  home? - No,  no,  we 

have  had  out  Sieges,  our  Capitulations,  and  Surren- 

dries,  and  all  that. - We  have  cut  our  felves  out  good 

Winter-Quarters  as  well  as  you. 

True.  And  are  you  billetted  there  ? 

Rich.  Look’e,  Trueman ,  you  ought  to  be  very  trufty 

to  a  Secret,  that  has  fav’d  you  from  Deftrutlion. - - 

In  plain  terms,  I  have  buried  Five  hundred  Pounds  in 
that  little  Spot,  and  I  fiiou’d  think  it  very  hard,  if  you 
took  it  over  my  Held.  - 

True.  Not  by  a  Leafe  for  Life,  I  can  allure  you  : 
But  I  fhall  ■ . .  ■  - 

Rich.  What  1  you  ha’n’t  five  hundred  Pounds  to  give. 
Look’e,  finite  you  can  make  no  Sport,  fpoil  none.  In 
a  year  or  two  (he  dwindles  to  a  perfeft  Baflet-Bank  ; 
every  body  may  p'ay  at  it  that  pkafes,  and  then  you 
may  put  in  for  a  Piece  or  two. 

True.  Dear  Sir,  I  coifd'worfhip  you  for  this. 

Rich.  Not  for  this.  Nephew- ;  for  I  did  not  intend 
it,  but  I  cam^jro  feek  you  upon  another  Affair.  —  — 
Were  you  norf  at  Court  laid  N  ight  ? 

True.  I  \Va$:  -  •  •  \ 

Rich.  Did  yon  not  talk  to  Cklia,  my  Lady  Taper's 
Niece?  -  > 

Tue.  A  fine  Wdfnan  ! 

Rich.  Weil ;  I  met  her  upon  the  Stairs ;  and  hand¬ 
ing  her  to  the  Coach,  (he  aked  me,  if  yon  were 
not  my  Nephew  ?  and  laid  two  or  three  warm  things, 
that  perfuade  me  Ihe  likes  you:  Her  Relations  have 
Intereil  at  Court,  and  fhe  has  Money  in  her  Pocket. 

True.  But - - — this  Devil  Aurelia  ilill  flicks  with 

E^. 
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H  I  1  ttw'l  riifisQ  aura?  - 

Rich.  What  then!  The  way  to.  love  in  one  Place 

with  Succefs,  is  to  marry  in  another  with  Conveni¬ 
ence.  Clelia  has  Four  thoufand  Pound ;  this  applied 
to  your  reigning  Ambition,  whether  Love,  or  Advance¬ 
ment,  will  go  a  great  way  .  And  for  her  Virtue,  and 
Conduit,  be  allur'd  that  nobody  can  give  a  better  Ac¬ 
count  of  it  than  myfelf.  eibi  mow  imfi  ,  hamds 

True.  I  am  willing  to  believe  from  this  late  Acci-. 
dent,  that  you  confult  my  Honour  and  Intereft  in 
what  youpropofe;  and  therefore  I  am  fatisfied  to  be 
govern’d. 

Rich.  I  fee  the  very  Lady  in  the  Walk. - We’ll 

about  it. 

True.  I  wait  on  you.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  Ei  changes  to  Lord  Wou’dbeV  Houfe . 

Y.  Wou’dbe,  Subtleman,  and  Steward. 

Y.  W.  Well,  Mr.  Subtleman,  are  you  fure  the  Will 
is  firm  and  good  in  Law  ? 

Sub.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord:  And  for  the  laft 

Words  to  prove  it,  here  they  are. - Look’e  Mr. 

Clearaccount - - Yes - that  is  an  Anfwer  to  the 

Queflion  that  was  put  to  him,  (you  know)  by  thofe 

about  him  when  he  was  a  dying - ——Yes,  or  No, 

he  mu  ft  have  faid  ;  fo  we  have  chofenYes  ■  1  “ 

Yes,  I  ha-ue  made  my  Will ,  as  it  may  be  found  in  the 
Cuftody  of  Mr.  Clearaccount  my  Steward ;  and  1  dcfire 
it  may  fland  as  my  Laji  Will  and  Tejlament 
Did  you  ever  hear  a  dying  Man’s  Words  more  to  the 
purpofe?  An  Apople::y  !  I’ll  tell  you,  my  Lord  had  In¬ 
tervals  to  the  laft. 

Stew.  Ay,  but  how  flia.ll  thefe  W ords  be  prov’d  i 

Sub.  My  Lord  fhall  fpeak  ’em  now. 

Y.  W.  Shall  he,  faith  ! 

Sub.  Ay,  now.— — rif  the  Corps  ben’t  bury’d*  ■  “ 
Look’e  Sir,  thefe  Words  mull  be  put  into  his  Mouth, 
and  drawn  out  again  before  us  all :  and  if  they  won’t 
be  his  laft  Words  then - I’ll  be  perjur’d 


Y.  W. 
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Y.W.  What!  violate  the  Dead  f  it  mail  not  be,  Mr. 

Subtleman. 

Sub.  With  all  m j  heart,  Sir !  But  I  think  you  had 
better  violate  the  Dead  of  a  Tooth  or  fo,  than  violate' 
the  Living  of  feven  thoufand  Pound  a  Year. 

Y.  W.  But  is  there  no  other  way  ? 

Sub.  No,  Sir:  Why,  d’ye  think  Mr.  Clear  account 
here  will  hazard  Soul  and  Body  to  fwear  they  are  his 
laft  Words,  unlefs  they  be  made  his  laft  Words  ?  For  my 
part,  Sir,  I’ll  fwear  to  nothing  but  what  I  fee  with  my 
Eyes  come  out  of  a  Man’s  Mouth. 

Y.  W.  But  it  looks  fo  unnatural. 

Sub.  What!  to  open  a  Man’s  Mouth,  and  put  in  a 
bit  of  Paper !  * - this  is  all. 

Y.  W.  But  the  Body  is  cold,  and  his  Teeth  can’t  be 
got  afunder. 

Sub.  But  what  Qccafion  has  your  Father  for  Teeth 

now  ?  I  tell  you  what, - 1  knew  a  Gentleman,  three 

Days  buried,  taken  out  of  his  Grave,  and  his  dead  Hand 
fet  to  his  Laft  Will,  (unlefs  fome  body  made  him  fign 
another  afterwards,)  and  I  know  the  Eftate  to  be  held  by 
that  Tenure  to  this  Day :  and  a  firm  Tenure  it  is ;  for  a 
dead  Hand  holds  fafteft ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  dead  T eeth 
will  fallen  as  hard. 

Y.  W.  Well,  well,  ufe  your  Pleafure,  you  underftand 

the  Law  beft.  . . .  ■■  [Exit  Subtleman  and  Steward. 

What  a  mighty  Confufion  is  brought  in  Families  by 
fudden  Death  r  Men  lhould  do  well  to  fettle  their  Affairs 
in  time - Had  my  Father  done  this  before  he  was  ta¬ 

ken  ill,  what  a  trouble  had  he  fav’d  us  ?  But  he  was 
taken  fuddenly,  poor  Man  ! 

Re-enter  Subtleman. 

Sub.  Your  Father  Hill  bears  you  the  old  Grudge,  I 
find !  it  was  with  much  Struggling  he  confented  ;  I  ne¬ 
ver  knew  a  Man  fo  loth  to-  fpeak  in  my  Life. 

Y.  W.  He  was  always  a  Man  of  few  Words. 

Sub.  Now  I  may  fafely  bear  Witnefs  my'felf,  as  the 

Scrivener  there  prefent : - 1  love  to  do  things  with  a 

clear  Confcience.  [ Subfcribes ^ 

Y.W, $ 
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Y.  W.  But  the  Law  requites  three  WitneiTes. 

Sub.  O !  I  {hall  pick  a  Couple  more,  that  perhaps 

nay  take  my  Word  fork'.- - ’-But  is  not  Mr.  Clear - 

iccount  in  your  Intereft  ? 

Y.  W.  1  hope  fo. 

Sub.  Then  he  {hall  be  one  j  a  Witne/s  in  the  Fa- 
nily  goes  a  great  way !  befides,  thefe  foreign  Evidence 
ire  rifen  confoundedly  fince  the  Wars.  I  hope,  if  mine 
sfcape  the  Privateers,  to  make  an  hundred  Pound  an  Ear 

if  every  Head  of ’em - But  the  Steward  is  an  honeft 

Man,  and  {hall  fave  you  the  Charges.  -  [Exit. 

Y.  W.  Solus.]  The  Pride  of  Birth,  the  Heats  of  Ap¬ 
petite,  and  Fear  of  Want,  are  ftrong  Temptations  to 

[njuftice. - But  why  Injuftice? - The  World  hath 

aroke  all  Civilities  with  me,  and  left  me  in  the  eldeft 
State  of  Nature,  Wild,  where  Force,  or  Cunning  .firft 
created  Right.  I  cannot  fay  I  ever  knew  a  Father:— 
T’xs  true,  I  was  begotten  in  his  Life-time,  but  I  was 
pofthumous  born,  and  liv’d  not  till  he  died — My  Hours 
indeed  I  numbred,  but  ne’er  enjoy’d  ’em,  ’till  this  Mo¬ 
ment.— —My  Brother!  what  is  Brother  ?  We  are  all 

fo ;  and  the  firft  two  were  Enemies. - He  Hands  before 

me  in  the  Road  of  Life  to  rob  me  of  my  Pleafures.  — — 
My  Senfes,  form’d  by  Nature  for  Delight,  are  all  a- 

larm’d. - My  Sight,  my  Hearing,  Talte  and  Touch, 

call  loudly  on  me  for  their  Objedts,  and  they  fhall  be 
fatisfy’d.  [Exit. 

The  End  of  the  Second  ACT. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE,  A  Levee. 

Young  Wou’dbe  dr  effing,  and  fever  al  Gentlemen  vjhifper- 
ing  him  by  turns. 

Y.  ^.OUrely  the  greateft  Ornament  of  Quality  is  a 
clean  and  a  numerous  Levee  fuch  a  Croud 

of 
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©f  Attendants  for  the  cheap  Reward  of  Words  and 
Promifes,  diftinguifhes  the  Nobility  from  thofe  that 
pay  Wages  to  their  Servants. 

\_A  Gentleman  nvhifpers .] 

Sir,  I  ftiall  fpeak  to  the  Commiffioners,  and  ufe  all 
my  Intereft,  I  can  affure  you.  Sir. 

\_Another  nvhifpers .] 

Sir,  I  fhall  meetfome  of  your  Board  this  Evening;  let 
me  fee  you  to-morrow. 

[  A  ‘Third  nvhifpers .  J 

Sir,  I’ll  confider  ofit. — —That  Fellow’s  Breath  ftinks 
of  Tobacco.  \_AfideT\  O,  Mr.  Comick ,  your  Servant. 

Com.  My  Lord,  I  wifh  you  Joy ;  I  have  fomething 
to  Ihew  your  Lordfnip. 

Y.  W.  What  is  it,  pray,  Sir? 

Com.  I  have  an  Elegy  upon  the  dead  Lord,  and  a 
Panegyrick  upon  the  living  one  :  In  utrumcpue  paratus , 
my  Lord. 

Y.  W.  Ha,  ha,  very  pretty,  Mr.  Comick. — But  pray,' 
Mr.  Comick,  why  don’t  you  write  Plays  ?  it  wou’d  give 
one  an  Opportunity  of  ferving  you. 

Com.  My  Lord,  I  have  writ  one. 
y.  W.  Was  it  ever  afted  ? 

Com.  No,  my  Lord  j  but  it  has  been  a  rehearftng 
thefe  three  Years  and  a  half. 

Y.  W.  A  long  time.  There  muil  be  a  great  deal  of 
Bufinefs  in  it  furely. 

Com.  No,  my  Lord,  noneat  all. - 1  have  another 

Play  j  uft  finifh’d,  but  that  I  want  a  Plot  for’t. 

Y.  W.  A  Plot !  you  fhou’d  read  the  Italian  and  Spa- 

nifb  Plays,  Mr.  Comick - 1  like  your  Verfes  here 

mightily.— ——Here,  Mr.  Clearaccount . 

Com.  Now  for 'five  Guineas  at  leaft.  \_Afide._ 

Y.  W.  Here,  give  Mr.  Comick ,  give  him - give 

him  the  Spanifh  Play  that  lies  in  the  Clofet  Window., 
—Captain,  can  I  do  you  any  Service  ? 

Cap.  Pray,  my  Lord,  ufe  your  Intereft  with  the  Ge¬ 
neral  Lor  that  vacant  Commiffion  :  I  hope,  my  Lord, 
the  Blood  I  have  already  loft,  may  intitle  me  to  fpill 
the  Remainder  in  my  Country’s  Caufe. 

Y  .W. 
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Y .  W.  All  the  reafon  in  the  World.— ———Cap¬ 
tain,  you  may  depend  upon  me  far  all  the  Service  I 
can.  » 

Gen.  I  hope  your  Lordihip  won’t  forget  to  fpeak 
to  the  General  about  that  vacant  Commiffion :  altho’ 

I  have  never  made  a  Campaign  ;  yet  my  Lord,  my 
Intereft  in  the  Country  can  raife  me  Men,  which, 

I  think,  ftiou’d  prefer  me  to  that  Gentleman ,  whofe 
Bloody  Difpofition  frightens  the  poor  People  from 
lifting- 

Y.  W.  All  the  reafon  in  the  World,  .  Sir  j  you  may 
depend  upon  me  for  all  the  Service  in,  my  power.— 
Captain,  I’ll  do  your  Bufmefs,  for  you-.  ....Sir,  I’ll 
fpeak  to  the  General,  I  mail  fee  him  at  the  Houfe  — 

.i  ["Ttf  t.HAdentlemen, 

r,  fens  [brol  b&h  avad  I 

A  ;  itro  jsnml  srf:  noqu  jbnysansH 

Oh,  Mr.  Alderman,— —y our  Servant - Gentlemen 

all,  . I  beg  your  pardon.-  ..  \Exetwt  Levee. 

Mr.  Alderman,  have  you  any  Service  to  command 

me?  *  ,pcv  *nr'«71o  yjirmnoqqQ  ne  ena 

Aid.  Your  Lordfhip’s  humble  Servant.— -r*— I,  have 
a  Favour  to  beg.  You  mylt-know,-,  I  have,  a  gracelefs 
Sun,  a  Fellow  .that  drinks  and  fw.ears  eternally,  ke§ps 
a  Whore  in  every  corner  of  the  ^wn^Jt?  flfatt>  he’s- 
fit  for  no  kind  qf  thing  but  a  Soldier— — — I’m  fa  tir’d 
of  him,  that  I  intend  to  throw  him  info,  the  Army,  let 
the  Fellow  be  ruin’d,  if  he  will.  (mqj  vm  .oVT 

Y  Jp’.  I  Commend  youi^paternal  C^re^,  $ir !— Can  I 
do you.afiy..Seryice. in  this  Affair?  v  ;  joift  A  'A  ' 

Aid..  Yes,  my  Lord:  there  is-^a-uavantCompany  in 
Colonel  Whatd’yecalumls  Regiment,  and  if  your  Lord¬ 
ihip  wou’d  but  (peak  to  the  General— 

Y .W.  Has  your  Son  ever  feiiv’d  l 

Al(l.  Serv’d!  yes,  my  Lord,  he’s  an  Enfign  in  th« 
Train-Bands  now. 

Y.  fV.  Has  he  ever  fignaiiz’d  his  Courage  ? 

Aid.  Often,  often,  my  Lord}  but  one  Day  parti¬ 
cularly,  you  rauft  know,  his  Captain  was  fa  bufy 
Supping  off  a  Cargo  of  Cheefe,  that  he  left  my  Son 

to 
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to  command  in  his  Place* * - Wou’d  you  believe 

it,  my  Lord,  he  charg’d  up  Cheapfide  in  the  Front  of 
the  Buff-Coats,  with  fuch  Bravery  and  Courage,  that 
I  could  not  forbear  wilhing  in  the  Loyalty  of  my 
Heart,  for  ten  thoufand  fuch  Officers  upon  the  Rhine. 

= - Ah!  my  Lord,  we  muff  employ  fuch  Fellows 

as  him,  or  we  ffiali  never  humble  the  French  King - 

Now,  my  Lord,  if  you  cou’d  find  a  Convenient  time  to 
hint  thefe  things  to  the  General.  - - 

Y.  W.  All  the  reafon  in  the  World,  Mr.  Alderman ,  I’ll 
do  you  all  the  Service  I  can. 

Aid.  You  may  tell  him,  he’s  a  Man  of  Courage, 
fit  for  the  Service;  and  then  he  loves  Hardlhip. 

— - He  fleeps  every  other  Night  in  the  Round- 

houfe. 

Y.  W.  I’ll  do  you  all  the.  Service  I  can - 

Aid.  Then,  my  Lord,  he  falutes  with  his  Pike  fo 
very  handfomely,  it  went  to  his  Miftrefs’s  Heart  t’other 
Day - and  he  heats  a  Drum  like  an  Angel. 

Y.  W .  Sir,  I’ll  do  you  all  the  Service  I  can—— 
[Not  taking  the  leafl  Notice  of  the  Alderman  all 
this  while,  hut  dreffing  himfelf  in  the  Glafs. 

Aid.  But,  my  Lord,  the  hurry  of  your  Lordlhip’s 
Affairs  may  put  my  Bufinefs  out  of  your  Head ;  there¬ 
fore,  my  Lord,  I’ll  prefume  to  leave  you  fome  Me¬ 
morandum. 

Y.  fN.  I’ll  do  you  all  the  Service  I  can. 

£  Not  minding  him. 

Aid.  Pray,  my  Lord,  [ Pulling  him  by  the  Sleeve.] 
give  me  leave  for  a  Memorandum  ;  my  Glove,  I  fup- 
pofe,  will  do :  Here,  my  Lord,  pray  remember  me. 

• - -  [  Lays  his  Glove  upon  the  Fable,  and  Exit. 

Y.  W.  I’ll  do  you  all  the  Service  I  can - What,  is 

he  gone?  ’Tis  the  moll  rude  familiar  Fellow — Faugh, 

what  a  greafy  Gauntlet  is  here - [A  Purfe  drops  out 

of  the  Glove.]  Oh  !  no,  the  Glove  is  a  clean  well- 
made  Glove,  and  the  Owner  of  it  is  the  moll  refpeft- 
ful  Perfon  I  have  feen  this  Morning,  he  knows  what 
diftance  [ Chinking  the  Purfe']  is  due  to  a  Man  of 
Quality,-  -'...jujrbut  what  mull  I  do  for  this  ?  Frifure  [To 
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his  Valet,]  do  you  remember  what  the  Alderman  faid 
to  me? 

Frtf  No,  my  Lord,  I  thought  your  Lordfhip  had. 

Y.  W.  This  Blockhead  thinks  a  Man  of  Quality  can 
mind  what  People  fay — -when  they  do  fomething,  ’tis 
another  cafe.  Here,  call  him  back.  ’  [ Exit  Frifure.] 
He  talk’d  fomething  of  the  General,  and  his  Son,  and 
Train-bands,  I  know  not  what  Stuff. 

Re-enter  Aid.  and  Frifure. 

Oh,  Mr.  Alderman,  I  have  put  your  Memorandum 
in  my  Pocket. 

Aid.  O,  my  Lord,  you  do  me  too  much  Honour. 

Y.  W.  But,  Mr.  Alderman,  the  Bufmefs  you  were 
talking  of,  it  fhall  be  done  ;  but  if  you  gave  a  fhort 
.Note  of  it  to  my  Secretary,  it  would  not  be  amifs 
- — -but,  Mr.  Alderman,  han’t  ycm.  the  Fellow  to  this 
Glove,  it  fits  me  mighty  well,  [ Putting  on  the  Glove.} 
it  looks  fo  like  a  Challenge  to  give  a  Man  an  odd  Glove 

- - and  I  would  have  nothing  that  looks  like  Enmity 

between  you  and  I,  Mr.  Alderman. 

Aid.  Truly,  my  Lord,  I  intended  the  other  Glove  for 
a  Memorandum  to  the  Colonel,  but  fince  your  Lord¬ 
fhip  has  a  mind  to’t— — —  [Gives  the  Glove. 

Y.  W.  Here,  Frifure ,  lead  this  Gentleman  to  my  Se¬ 
cretary,  and  bid  him  take  a  Note  of  his  Bufmefs. 

Aid.  But,  my  Lord,  dodt  do  me  all  the  Service  you 
can  do. 

Y.  W.  Well,  I  won't  do  you  all  the  Service  I  can— • 
-thefe  Citizens  havea  ftrange  Capacity  offolicitingfome- 
times.  [Exit  Aid. 

Enter  Steward . 

Stew.  My  Lord,  here  are  your  Taylor,  your  Vint¬ 
ner,  your  Bookfeiler,  and  half  a  -dozen  more  with 
their  Bills  at  the  Door,  and  they  defire  their  Mo¬ 
ney. 

Y .  W.  T ell  ’em,  Mr.  Clearaccount ,  that  when  I  was 
a  private  Gentleman,  I  had  nothing  elfe  to  do  but  to 

run 
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run  in  Debt,  and  now  that  I  have  got  into  a  higher  Rank, 
I’m  To  very  bufy  I  can’t  pay  it. - As  for  that  clamo¬ 

rous  Rogue  of  a  Taylor,  fpeak  him  fair  till  he  has 

made  up  my  Liveries - then  about  a  Year  and  a 

half  hence,  I  ihall  be  at  leifure  to  put  him  off  for  a  Year 
and  a  half  longer. 

Stew.  My  Lord,  there’s  a  Gentleman  below’calls  him- 
felf  Mr.  BaJJet,  hefays  that  your  Lordlhip  owes  him  fifty 
Guineas  that  he  won  of  you  at  Cards. 

Y.W.  Look’e,  Sir - the  Gentleman’s  Money  is  a 

Debt  of  Honour,  and  mull  be  paid  immediately. 

Stew.  Your  Father  thought  otherwife,  my  Lord,  he 
always  took  care  to  have  the  poor  Tradefmen  fatisfy’d, 
whofe  only  Subfiftence  lay  in  the  Ufe  of  their  Money, 
and  was  ufed  to  fay,  T  hat  nothing  was  honourable  but 
what  was  honeft. 

y.  W.  My  Father  might  fay  what  he  pleas’d,  he  was 
a  Nobleman  of  very  fingular  Humours — — ■ — but  in 
my  Notion,  there  are  not  two  things  in  Nature  more 
different  than  Honour  and  Honefty  — — now  your 
Honefty  is  a  lktle  Mechanick  Quality,  well  enough 
among  Citizens,  People  that  do  nothing  but  pitiful 
mean  Actions  according  to  Law - but  your  Ho¬ 

nour  flies  a  much  higher  Pitch,  and  will  do  any  thing 
that’s  free  and  fpontaneous,  but  fcorns  to  level  icfelf  to 
what  is  only  juft. 

Stew.  But  I  think  it  is  a  little  hard  to  have  thefe  poor 
People  ftarve  for  want  of  their  Money,  and  yet  pay  this 
fliarping  Rafcal  fifty  Guineas. 

Y.  W.  Sharping  Rafcal !  What  a  Barbarifm  that  is  ? 
Why  he  wears  as  good  Wigs,  as  fineLinnen,  and  keeps 
as  good  Company  as  any  at  White  s ;  and  between  you 
and  I,  Sir,  this  fliarping  Rafcal,  as  you  are  pleafed  to 
call  him,  fhall  make  more  Intereft  among  the  Nobility 
with  his  Cards  and  Counters,  than  a  Soldier  (hall  with 
his  Sword  and  Piftol.  Pray  let  him  have  fifty  Guinea* 
immediately.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 

r. 

A 
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SCENE  the  Street-,  Elder  Wou'dbe  r writing  in  m 
Pocket-Book,  in  a  Riding-Habit. 

E.  Monday  the  ~i^.th  ©/"December,  1702,  I  ar~ 
rin  d  fafe  in  London,  and  J  concluding  my  Travels  — — * 

[Putting  up  bis  Book, 

Now  welcome  Country,  Father,  Friends, 

My  Brother  too,  (if  Brothers  can  be  Friend* :) 

But  above  all,  my  charming  Fair,  my  Conjunct. 
Through  all  the  Mazes  of  my  wandring  Steps, 
Through  all  the  various  Climes  that  I  have  run  ; 

Her  Love  has  been  the  Loaditone  of  my  Courle, 

Her  Eyes  the  Stars  that  pointed  me  the  Way. 

Had  not  her  Charms  my  Heart  entire  pod'efs’d. 

Who  knows  what  Circe  s  artful  Voice  and  Look 
Might  have  enfnared  my  travelling  Youth, 

And  fixt  me  to  Enchantment  ? 

Enter  Teague  « nth  a  Port-Manteau.  He  throws  it 
down ,  and  Jts  on  it. 

Here  comes  my  Fellow-Traveller.  What  makes  you 
fit  uppn  the  Port-Manteau,  Teague !  you’ll  rumple  the 
things.  r 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoule,  Mailhter,,  I  did  carry  the  Pert- 
Mantel  til  it  tir’d  me ;  and  now  the  Port-Mantel  fha.ll 
carry  me  till  I  tire  him. 

E.  IV.  And  how  d  ye  like  London,  Teague,  after  cur 

Travels? 

Tea.  Fet,  dear  Joy,  his  the  braved  Plaafe  I  have 
uieen  in  my  Peregrinations,  exfiieptipg  my  novvn  brave 

ohitty  0,  Carick-V ergus - -Uf,  uf,  dere  ifli  a  very 

lragrant  Shmell  hereabouts - Mailhter,  Ihall  I  run 

to  that  Pailhtery-Cook’s  tor  thix  Pennyworths  of  boil’d 
Beef? 

E.  W.  Tho’  this  Fellow  travell’d  the  World  over,  he 

would  never  loie  his  Brogue  nor  his  Stcmach. - — • 

Why,  you  Cormorant !  lo  hungry  and  fo  early  ? 

Tea, 
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‘Tea.  Early!  Deel  tauke  me  Mailhter,  ’cifli  a  great 
deal  more  than  almoft  pafht  twelve  a-C!ock. 

E.  W.  Thou  art  never  happy  unlefs  thy  Guts  be  ftuft 
up  to  thy  Eyes. 

Tea.  Oh  Mailhter,  dere  ilh  a  dam  way  of  diftance,and 
the  deel  a  bit  between.  , 

Enter  Young  Wou’dbe  in  a  Chair,  with  four  or  five  Foot - 
men  before  him,  and  pajfes  over  the  Stage. 

E.  W.  Hey-day  - - who  comes  here ?  With  one 

two,  three,  four,  five  Footmen  !  Some  young  Fellow 

juft  tailing  the  fweet  Vanity  of  Fortune. - Run, 

Teague,  inquire  who  that  is. 

Tea.  Yes,  Mailhter.  [Runs  to  one  of  the  Footmen.']  Sir, 
will  you  give  my  humble  Shervice  to  your  Mailhter, 
and  tell  him  to  fend  me  word  fat  Naam  ilh  upon 
him  ? 

Foot.  You  wou’d  know  fat  Naam  ilh  upon  him? 

Tea.  Yelh,  fet  wou’d  I. 

Foot.  Why,  what  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoul,  I  am  a  Shentleman  bred  and  born, 
and  dere  ilh  my  Mailhter. 

Foot.  Then  your  Mailer  would  know  it? 

Tea.  Arah,  you  Fool,  ilh  it  not  the  faam  ting? 

Foot.  Then  tell  your  Mailer  ’tis  the  young  Lord 
Woudhe,  juft  come  to  his  Ellate  by  the  Death  of  his 
Father  and  elder  Brother.  [Exit  Footman. 

E.  W.  What  do  I  hear? 

Tea.  You  hear  that  you  are  dead,  Mailhter ;  fere  vil 
you  pleafe  to  be  buried  ? 

E.  W.  But  art  thou  fure  it  was  my  Brother? 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoul  it  was  him  liown  felfj  I  know’d: 
him  very  well,  after  his  Man  told  me. 

E.  W.  The  Bufinefs  requires  that  I  be  convinc’d  with 
my  own  Eyes ;  I’ll  follow  him,  and  know  the  bottom 
or.’t  ■  ■  ■  -Stay  here  till  I  return. 

Tea.  Dear  Mailhter,  have  a  care  upon  your  Ihelf  ' 
Now  they  know  you  are  dead,  by  my  Ihoul  they  may 
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E.  W.  Don’t  fear;  none  of  his  Servants  know  inc, 
and  I’ll  take  care  to  keep  my  Face  from  his  Sight.  It 
concerns  me  to  conceal  myfelf,  till  I  know  the  En- 

gines  of  this  Contrivance.- - Be  lure  you  itay  till  I 

come  to  you ;  and  let  no  body  know  whom  you  be¬ 
long  to. 

Tea.  Oh,  ho,  hone,  poor  Teague  is  left  a'one. 

[SlVr  on  the  Port-Mantcau. 

Enter  Subtleman  and  Steward. 

Sub.  And  you  won’t  fwear  to  the  Will  ? 

Stew.  My  Confcience  tells  me  I  dare  not  do’t  with 
Safety. 

Sub.  But  if  we  make  it  lawful,  what  flrou’d  we  fear  ? 
We  now  think  nothing  againlt  Confcience,  kill  the 
Caufe  be  thrown  out  of  Court. 

Stew.  In  you,  Sir,  ’tis  no  Sin,  becaufe  ’tis  the  Prin¬ 
ciple  of  your  Profeffion  :  But  in  me.  Sir,  ’tis  downtircht 
Perjury  indeed.  — — You  can’t  want  Witneffes  enough, 

flnee  Money  won’t  be  wanting— . and  you  Emit 

lofe  no  time ;  for  I  heard  juft  now,  that  the  true  Lord 
Woudbe  was  feen  in  Town,  or  his  Ghoft. 

Sub.  It  was  his  Ghoft,  to  be  fure;  for  a  Nobleman 

without  an  Eflate,  is  but  the  Shadow  of  a  Lord- - 

Well;  take  no  care:  Leave  me  to  my  felf;  I’m 
near  the  Friers,  and  ten  to  one  fhall  pick  up  an  Evi¬ 
dence. 

|  Stew.  Speed  you  well.  Sir.  [Exit. 

Sub.  There’s  a  Fellow  that  has  Hunger  and  the  Gal- 
j lows  pictur’d  in  his  Face,  and  looks  like  one  for  my 

Purpole - How  now,  honeft  Friend,  what  have  you 

got  under  you  there  ? 

Tea.  Noting,  dear  Joy. 

Sub.  Nothing  !  Is  it  not  a  Port-Manteau  ? 

Tea..  That  is  noting  to  you. 

Sub.  The  Fellow’s  a  Wit. 

Tea.  Fait  am  I  !  My  Grandfader  was  an  Irijh  Poet 

- He  did  write  a  great  Book  of  Verfes  concerning  the 

Vars  between  St.  Patrick  and  the  Wolf-Dogs. 

w 
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Sub.  Then  thou  art  poor,  I'm  afraid? 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoule,  my  foie  Generation  ifh  fo.— -I 
have  noting  but  thifh  Port-Manteau,  and  dat  it  fhelf  ifh 
not  my  own. 

Sub.  Why,  who  does  it  belong  to-? 

Tea.  To  my  Maifhter,  dear  Joy. 

Sub.  Then  you  have  a  Matter? 

Tea.  Fait  I  have,  but  he’s  dead. 

Sub.  Right ! - —  And  how  do  you  intend  to 

live  ? 

Tea.  By  eating,  dear  Joy,  fen  I  can  get  it,  and  by 

fteeping  fen  I  can  get  none - 'Tilh  the  Fafhicn  of 

Ireland. 

Sub.  What  was  your  Matter’s  Name,  pray  ? 

Tea.  [ AJide .]  I  will  tell  a  Lee  now ;  but  it  fhall  be  a 

true  one.— - •  I-Iacfadin,  dear  Joy,  washisNaam. 

He  vent  over  vith  King  J amijh  into  France - - 

He  was  my  Matter  once. - Deere  iih  de  true  Lee ; 

noo.  £ Afide t 

Sub.  What  Employment  had  he? 

Tea.  J e  ne  fay  pas. 

Sub.  What,  can  you  fpeak  French  ? 

Tea.  Ouy  Monfieur , - 1  did  travel  France  and  Spain, 

and  Italy, - Dear  Joy,  I  did  kith  the  Pope’s  Toe, 

and  dat  will  excufe  me  all  the  Sins  of  my  Life ;  and 
fen  I  am  dead,  St.  Patrick  will  excufe  the  reft. 

Sub.  A  rare  Fellow  for  my  purpole.  [Afidel\  Thou 
lock’ft  like  an  honeft  Fellow  ;  and  if  you’ll  go  with  me 
to  the  next  Tavern,  I’il  give  thee  a  Dinner  and  a  Glafs 
of  Wine. 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoule  ’tis  dat  I  wanted,  dear  Joy ;  come 
along,  I  will  follow  you. 

[Runs  cut  before  Subtleman  nseith  the  Port-Manteau  on 
his  Back.  Exit  Subtleman. 

Enter  Elder  Wcu’dbe. 

E.  W.  My  Father  dead  !  my  Birth-right  loft  !  How 
have  my  drcufy  Star's  flept  over  my  Fortune?  Ha 
\Lnking  about ]  my  Servant  gone  !  The  fimple,  poor, 
ungratefuFWretch  has  left  me.— ———I  took  him  Bp 

froat 
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rom  Poverty  and  Want;  and  now  he  leaves  me  juft 
as  I  found  him.  ■  My  Clothes  and  Money  too  ? 

— —  ■  ■  But  why  (hould  I  repine  ?  Let  Man  but  view 
the  Dangers  he  has  paft,  and  few  will  fear  what  Ha¬ 
zards  are  to  come.  That  Providence  that  has  fecur’d 
my  Life  from  Robbers,  Shipwreck,  and  from  Sicknefs, 

is  ftill  the  fame;  ftill  kind  whilft  I  am  juft. - -My 

Death,  I  find,  is  firmly  believed  ;  but  how  it  gain’d  fo 

univerfal  Credit,  I  fain  wou’d  learn - Who  comes 

here? - honeft  Mr  .Fairbanks  My  Father’s  Gold- 

fmith,  a  Man  of  Subltance  and  Integrity.  The  Al¬ 
teration  of  five  Years  Abfsnce,  with  the  Report  of 
my  Death,  may  lhade  me  from  his  Knowledge,  till  I 
enquire  fome  News.  [Enter  Fairbank.]  Sir,  your  hum¬ 
ble  Servant. 

Fair.  Sir,  I  don’t  know  you.  [Shunning  him. 

E.  IV.  I  intend  you  no  harm,  Sir  ;  but  feeing  you 
come  from  my  Lord  Wou'dbe' s  Houfe,  I  would  alk  you 

a  Queftion  or  two - Pray  what  Diftemper  did  my 

Lord  die  of  ? 

Fair.  I  am  told  it  was  an  Apoplexy. 

E.  TV.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  does  the  World  fay  ?  Is 
his  Death  lamented  ? 

Fair.  Lamented  !  My  Eyes  that  Queftion  Ihou’d  re- 

folve Friend, - Thou  knew’lt  him  not;  elfe  thy 

own  Heart  had  anfwer’d  thee. 

E.  TV.  His  Grief,  methinks,  chides  my  Defedl  of  Fi¬ 
lial  Duty.  [AJick.~\  But  I  hope.  Sir,  his  Lofs  is  partly 
recompens’d  in  the  Merits  of  his  SuccefTor. 

Fair.  It  might  have  been  ;  but  his  eldeft  Son,  Heir 
to  his  Virtue  and  his  Honour,  was  lately  and  unfortu¬ 
nately  kill’d  in  Germany. 

E.  TV.  How  unfortunately,  Sir? 

Fair.  Unfortunately  for  him,  and  us—— —I  do  re- 

i  member  him.  - He  was  the  mildeft,  humbleft, 

fweetelt  Youth. 

E.  W.  Happy  indeed  had  been  my  Part  in  Life,  if 
I  had  left  this  Human  Stage,  whilft  this  fo  fpot’efi, 
and  fo  fair  Applaufe,  had  crown’d  pry  going  off.  [ A - 
fide.\  W»U,  Sir. 
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Fair.  But  thofe  that  favv  him  in  his  Travels,  tcld 
fuch  Wonders  of  his  Improvement,  that  the  Report 
recall'd  his  Father’s  Years;  and  with. the  Joy  to  hear 
j.i .  Hermes  prais’d,  he  oft  wou’d  break  the  Chains  of 
Gout  and  Age ;  and  leaping  up  with  Strength  of 
greeneft  Youth,  cry,  My  Hermes  is  my  feif ;  Me- 
:  \s  I  ll've  my  fprigktly  Days  again,  and  1  am  young  in 

him. 

F.  W.  Spite  of  all  Modefty,  a  Man  mull  own  a  Plea- 
fsre  in  the  hearing  of  his  Praife.  [  Afide. 

Fair.  You’re  thoughtful.  Sir— — Kad  you  any  Re¬ 
lation  to  the  Family  we  talk  of? 

E,  W.  None,  Sir,  beyond  my  private  Concern  in  the 

]  -Pick  Lcfs - But  pray.  Sir,  what  Character  does 

the  prefen;  Lord  bear  ? 

Fair.  Your  Pardon,  Sir.  As  for  the  Dead,  their 
Memories  are  left  unregarded,  and  Tongues  may  touch 
t:.tm  freely :  But  for  the  Living,  they  have  provided 
for  the  Safety  of  their  Names  by  a  ftrong  Inclofure  of 
the  Law.  There’s  a  thing  call’d  Scandalum  Magna- 
tarn,  Sir. 

E.  W.  I  commend  your  Caution,  Sir;  but  be  allur'd 
I  intend  not  to  entrap  you — ——I  am  a  poor  Gentle¬ 
man  ;  and  having  heard  much  of  the  Charity  of  the  old 
Lord  Woube ,  I  had  a  mind  to  apply  to  his  Son  ;  and 
therefore  enquir’d  his  Charatter. 

Fair.  Alas !  Sir,  things  are  chang’d :  That  Houfe 
was  once  what  Poverty  might  go  a  Pilgrimage  to 

feek,  and  have  its  Pains  rewarded - The  noble 

Lord,  the  truly  ncble  Lord,  held  his  Eilate,  his  Ho¬ 
nour,  and  his  Houfe,  as  if  they  were  only  lent  upon 
the  Interefl  of  doing  gocd  to  others.  He  kept  a  Por¬ 
ter,  not  to  exclude,  but  ferve  the  Poor.  N  o  Credi¬ 
tor  was  feen  to  guard  his  going  out,  or  watch  his 
coming  in  :  No  craving  Eyes,  but  Looks  of  imiling 
Gratitude.  ■  -But  now,  that  Family,  which  like 

a  Garden  fairly  kept,  invited  every  Stranger  to  its 
Fruit  and  Shade,  is  now  run  o’er  with  Weeds :  — — 
Nothing  but  Wine  and  Revelling  within,  a  Croud  of 
noify  Creditors  without,  a.  Train  of  Servants  infclendy 

»•  prcud. 
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proud  ■  ■■■■  Wou’d  you  believe  it,  Sir,  as  I  offer’d 
to  go  in  juft  now,  the  rude  Porter  puih’d  me  back  with 
his  Staff- - 1  am  at  this  prefent  (thanks  to  Provi¬ 

dence  and  my  Induftryf  worth  twenty  thoufand  Pounds. 

I  pay  the  fifth  Part  of  this  to  maintain  the  Liberty  of 
the  Nation ;  and  yet  this  Slave,  this  impudent  Swi/s 
Slave  offer’d  to  ftrike  me. 

E.  W.  ’Twas  hard.  Sir,  very  hard :  —  And  if  they 
us’d  a  Man  of  your  Subflance  fo  roughly,  how  will  they 
manage  me,  that  am  not  worth  a  Groat  ? 

Fair.  I  wou’d  not  willingly  defraud  your  Hopes  of 
what  may  happen.-— ——If  you  can  drink  and  fwear, 
perhaps - 

E.  W.  I  fhall  not  pay  that  Price  for  his  Lordfhip’s 

Bounty,  wou’d  it  extend  to  half  he’s  worth.- - Sir, 

I  give  you  thanks  for  your  Caution,  and  fhall  fleer  ano¬ 
ther  Courfe. 

Fair.  Sir,  you  look  like  an  honeft,  modeft  Gentle¬ 
man.  Come  home  with  me ;  I  am  as  able  to  give 
you  a  Dinner  as  my  Lord  ;  and  you  fhall  be  yery  wel¬ 
come  to  eat  at  my  T able  every  Day  till  you  are  better 
provided,  ‘ 

E.  IF.  Good  Man.  [Afide. J  Sir,  I  mull  beg  you  to 
excufe  me  to-day  :  But  I  fhall  find  a  time  to  accept  of 
your  Favours,  or  at  leaf!  to  thank  you  for  ’em. 

Fair.  Sir,  you  fhall  be  very  welcome  whenever  you 
ple'afe.  [Exit. 

E.  W.  Gramercy,  Citizen!  Surely,  if  Juftice  were  an 
Herald,  fhe  would  give  this  Tradefman  a  nobler  Coat 

of  Arms  than  my  Brother——— - -But  I  delay  :  I 

long  to  vindicate  the  Honour  of  my  Station,  and  to  dif- 

place  this  bold  Ufurper :  — - But  one  Concern,  me- 

thinks,  is  nearer  ftill,  my  Confiancel  Shou’d  fhe,  upon 
the  Rumour  of  my  Death,  have  fix’d  her  Heart  jelfe- 

where, - then  T  were  dead  indeed;  but  If  file  ftill 1 

prove  true, - -Brother,  fit  fall: 

I'll  Jhake your  Strength,  all  Objlaclet  remove, 

Sujlaind  by  JujUce,  and  infpi/d  by  Love.  [Exit.*- 


SCENE- 
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SCENE  an  Apartment.  Conftance,  Aurelia. 

Con.  For  Heav’n’s  fake,  Coufin,  ceafe  your  imper¬ 
tinent  Confolation :  It  but  makes  me  angry,  and  raifes 
two  Paflions  in  me  inftead  of  one.  You  fee  I  commit 
no  Extravagance,  my  Grief  is  filent  enough  :  my  Tears 
make  no  Noife  to  difturb  any  body.  I  defire  no  Com¬ 
panion  in  my  Sorrows;  leave  me  to  my  felf,  and  you 
comfort  me.  —  • 

Aur.  But,  Coufin,  have  you  no  regard  to  your  Re¬ 
putation?  this  immoderate  Concern  for  a  young  Fel¬ 
low.  What  will  the  World  fay  ?  You  lament  him  like 
a  Hufband. - 

Bon.  No ;  you  miftake :  I  have  no  Rule  nor  Method 
for  my  Grief ;  no  Pomp  of  black  and  darkned  Rooms ; 
no  formal  Month  for  Yifits  on  my  Bed.  I  am  content 
with  the  flight  Mourning  of  a  broken  Heart ;  and  aft 
my  Form  is  Tears. 

Enter  Midnight. 

Mid.  Madam  Aurelia,  Madam,  don’t  difturb  her. 
— —  ——Every  thing  mull  have  its  vent.  ’Tis  a  hard 
Cafe  to  be  crofs’d  in  one’s  firft  Love — But  you  ftiou’d 
conftder.  Madam  [To  Conftance}  that  we  are  all  bora 
to  die,  fome  young,  fome  old. 

Con.  Better  we  all  dy’d  young,  than  to  be  plagu’d 
with  Age,  as  I  am.  I  find  other  Folks  Years  are  as 
troubleiome  to  us  as  our  own. 

Mid.  You  have  Reafbn,  you  have  Caufe  to  mourn. 
He  was  the  handfomeft  Man,  and  the  fweeteft  Babe, 
that  I  know;  tho’  I  mull  confefs  too,  that  Ben  had 
much  the  finer  Complexion  when  he  was  born :  But 
then  Hermes,  yes  Hermes  had  the  Shape,  that  he  had 

- But  of  all  the  Infants  that  I  ever  beheld  with 

•  my  Eyes,  I  think  Ben  had  thefineft  Ear,  Wax-work, 
perfeft  Wax-work;  and  then  he  did  fo  fputter  at  the 

Break! - HisNurfe  was  a  hale,  weil-complexion- 

ed,  fprightly  Jade,  as  ever  I  law ;  but  her  Milk  was  a 

•  little 
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a  little  too  flale  ;  tho’  at  the  fame  time,  ’twas  as  blue 
and  clear  as  a  Cambrick. 

Aur.  Do  you  intend  all  this,  Madam,  for  a  Confo- 
lation  to  my  Coufin  ? 

Mid.  No,  no,  Madam,  that’s  to  come. - — -I  tell 

you,  fair  Lady,  you  have  only  loft  the  Man  ;  the  Eftate 
and  Title  are  ftiil  your  own;  and  this  very  moment  I 
wou’d  falute  you  Lady  TVoudbe,  if  you  pleas’d. 

Con.  Dear  Madam,  your  Propofal  is  very  tempting, 
let  me  but  confider  till  to-morrow,  and  I’ll  give  you 
an  Anfwer. 

Mid.  I  knew  it,  I  knew  it ;  I  faid,  when  you 
were  born  you  wou’d  be  a  Lady  ;  1  knew  it.  To¬ 
morrow,  you  fay.  My  Lord  fnall  know  it  immedi¬ 
ately.  [Exit. 

Aur.  What  d’ye  intend  to  do,  Coufin  ? 

Con.  To  go  into  the  Country  this  moment,  to  be 
free  from  the  Impertinence  of  Condolance,  the  Perfe¬ 
ction  of  that  Monfter  of  a  Man  and  that  Devil  of  a 

Woman. - O  Aurelia,  I  long  to  be  alone.  I 

am  become  fo  fond  of  Grief,  that  I  would  fly  where 
I  might  enjoy  it  all,  and  have  no  Interruption  in  my 
darling  Sorrow. 

Enter  Elder  Wou’dbe  unpercci’v  d. 

E.  W.  In  Tears!  perhaps  for  me  !  I’lLtry — — . 

[Drops  a  Picture,  and  goes  back  to  the  Entrance , 
and  lijlens . 

Aur.  If  there  be  aught  in  Grief  delightful,  don’t 
grudge  me  a  fhare. 

Con.  No,  my  dear  Aurelia,  I’ll  er.grofs  it  all.  I 
lov’d  him  fo,  methinks  I  fnou’d  be  jealous  if  any 
mourned  his  Death  befides  my  felf.  V/ hat’s  here  1 
[Takes  up  the  Pitlure.']  Ha!  fee  Coufin — the  very  Face' 
and  Features  of  the  Man  !  Sure  fame  officious  Angel 
has  brought  me  this  for  a  Companion  in  my  Solitude 

- Now  I’m  fitted  out  for  Sorrow.  With  this  I’ll 

figh,  with  this  converfe,  gaze  on  his  Image  till  I  grow 
blind  with  Weeping. 
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Aur.  Tm  amaz’d  !  how  came  it  here  ? 

Con.  Whether  by  Miracle  or  humane  Chance,  Stis 
all  alike;  I  have 'it  here:  Nor  (hall  it  ever  feparate 

from  my  Bread - it’s  the  only  thing  cou’d  give  me 

Joy,  becaufe  it  will  encreafe  my  Grief; 

.  E.  W.  [Tintring:']  Moil  glorious  Woman  !  now  I  am- 
fond  of  Life. 

Aur.  Ha  !  What’s  this  ?  Your  Bufmefs,  pray  Sir  r 

E.  W.  With  this  Lady.  [Goes  to  Ccndance,  takes 
her  Hand,  and  Kneels . ]  Here  let  me  worlhip  that  Per¬ 
fection,  whofe  Virtue  might  attradl  the  lidning  An- 
~ -gels,  and  make  ’em  fmile  to  -  fee- inch  Purity,  io  like 
themfelves  in  humane  Shape. 

Con.  Hermes] 

E.  W.  Your  living,  Hermes ,  who  {hall  die  yours  too— 

Con.  Now  Paflion,  powerful  Pafiion  would  bear  me 
dke.a  Whirlwind  to  his  Arms — *-But  my  Sex  has 
founds - ’l’is  wondrous,  Sir! 

E.W.  Mod  wondrous  are  the  Works  of  Fate  for 
Alarj,  and  mod  clofely  laid,  is  the  Serpentine  Line  that 

guides  him  into  Happinefs !-- - —that  hidden  Power 

which  did  permit  thofe  Arts  to  cheat  me  of  my  Birtfo 
right,  had.  this  Surprife  of  Happinefs  in  {lore,  well 
knowing  that  Grief  is  the  bed  Preparative  for  Joy. 

Con.  I  never  found  the  true  Sweets  of  Love,  ’till  this 
Romftntkk  Turn  j  dead  and  alive!  my  Stars  are  po¬ 
etics.].-  For  Heaven’s  fake,  Sir,  unriddle  your  For¬ 
tune. 

E.  TV.  That  my  dear  Brother  mud  do;  for  he  made 
the  ABnigma.  • 

Aur.  Methinks  Fdand  here  like  a  Fool  all  this  while:, 
'.vou’d  I  had'  fomebody  or  other  to  fay  a  fine  thing  .or 

.wo  to  me. 

E.  IT!  Madam,  I  Beg  ten  thoufand  Pardons :  I  have 
my  Excufe  in  my  hand. 

Aur.  My  Lord,  Lwidi  you  Joy. 

E  TV.  Pray,  Madam,  don’t  trouble  me  with  a  Title 
’till  J  am  better  equipt  for  it.  My  Peerage  wou’dloofc 
a  Unit  foabby  in  chafe  Robes, 
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Con.  You  have  a  good  Excufe,  my  Lord  ;  you  can 
wear  better  when  you  pleafe.  „ 

E.  W.  I  have  a  better  Excufe,  Madam.— -—Thele 

are  the  beft  I  have. 

Con.  How,  my  Lord? 

E.  W.  Very  true.  Madam,  I  am  at  prefent,  1  believe, 
the  pooreft  Peer  in  England.  "  'Hark  e  Aurelia,  pri¬ 
thee  lend  me  a  Piece  or  two. 

Aur.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  a  poor  Peer  indeed !  he  wants  a 
Guinea. 

Con.  I’m  glad  on’t  with  all  my  heart. 

E  IV.  Why  fo,  Madam?  ' 

Con.  Becaufe  I  can  furnilh  you  withfive  thoufand.- 
E.  W.  Generous  Woman! 

.  v;  ,  |  .  >Y  '  * 

Enter  T rneman. 

Ha,  my  Friend  too !  ,  :  TT  , 

True.  I’m  glad  to  find  you  here,  my  Lord  :  Fleresa. 
current  Rejport  about  Town  that  you  were  kill  d.  I. 
was  afraid  it  might  reach  this  Family  ;  fo  I  come  to 
dkprove  the  Story .  by  your  Letter  to  me  by  the  Ials 

Pott.  .... 

Aur.  I’m  glad  he’s  come;  now  it  will  be  my  t,urn, 

Goufip.j'  idi  5VLjmr.gsTl 'fled  ti  VjhO  Sfcrfj 

Trite.  Now,  my  Lord,  I  wifh  ypu  Joy;  and  .1  ex¬ 
pert  the  fame  from  vou. 

E.  W.  With  ail  my  heart;  but  upon  what  Score  ?  • 
True.  The  old  Score,  Marriage, 

E.  W.  To  whom? 

True.  To  a  Neighbour  Lady  here. 

[Looking  at  Aurelia. 

Aur.  Impudence!  [AJlde.~\  The  Lady  maynt  be  fo 
near  as  you  imagine.  Sir. 

True.  The  Lady  mayn’t  be  fo  near  as  you  imagine. 

Madam.  •  '  .r  , 

Aur.  Don’t  miftake  me,  Sin:  I  did  rot  cave  it  the 

-Lady  were  in  Mexico.-  .  ■  : 

True-  Nor  I  neither,  Madam.  -  (  * 

Aur.  You’re  very  fhort, , Sir,  ..  .  ,  h>  ■■ 

C(t  %rue 
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’[rue.  The  Ihorteft  Pleafures  are  the  fweeteft,  you 
fknow. 

§  Aur.  Sir,  you  appear  very  different  to  me,  from 
c  what  you  were  lately. 

^  Ns.  True.  Madam,  you  appear,  very  different  to  me,  to 
%hat  you  were  lately. 

Aur.  Strange  ! 

[This  while  Conftance  andW ou’dbe  entertain  one 
another  in  dumb  Shew. 

'True.  Miraculous? 

Aur.  I  could  never  have  believ’d  it. 

True.  Nor  I,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav’d. 

Aur.  HI  Manners ! 

‘True.  Worfe. 

Aur.  How  have  I  deferv’d  it.  Sir  ? 

‘True.  How  have  I  deferv’d  it,  Madam  ? 

Apr.  What? 

‘Tr,ue.  You. 

Aur.  Riddles!' 

True.  Women! - My  Lord,  you’ll  hear  of  meat 

White's.  Farewel.  [Runs  off. 

E.  W.  What,  Trueman  gone  ! 

Aur.  Yes.  [Walks  about  in  diforder. 

Con.  Blefs  me  ;  what’s  the  matter,  Coufin? 

Aur.  Nothing. 

'  Con.  Why  are -you  uneafy  ? 

Aur.  Nothing. 

Con.  What  ails  you  then  ? 

Aur.  Nothing, - 1  don’t  love  the  Fellow' - 

yet  to  be  affronted, .  -I  can’t  bear  it. 

[Burjis  out  a  crying ,  and  mins  off. 
Con.  Your  Friend,  my  Lord,  has  affronted  Aurelia. 
E.  W.  Impoffible  !  His  regard  to  me  were  fufficient 
Security  for  his  good  Behaviour  here,  tho’  it  were  in 
his  Nature  to  be  rude  elfewhere. - She  has  cer¬ 

tainly  us’d  him  ill. 

Con.  Too  well  rather. 

E.  W.  Too  well !  have  a  care.  Madam  ; — that,,  with 
fame  Men,  is  the  grcateft  Provocation  to  a  Slight. 


Con. 
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Con.  Don't  mi  flake,  my  Lord,  her  Ufage  never  went 
farther  than  mine  to  you ;  and  I  Ihould  take  it  very  ill 
to  be  abus’d  for  it. 

E.  W.  I’ll  follow  him,  and  know  the  Caufe  of  it. 


Con.  No,  my  Lord,  I’ll  follow  her,  and  know  it: 
Befides,  your  own  Affairs  with  your  Brother  require 
you  at  prefent.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  Lord  Wou’dbe’i  Houfe. 

Young  Wou’dbe  and  Subtleman. 


Y.  JT.T V  Eturn’d  !  Who  faw  him  ?  Who  fpoke  with 
him  ?  He  can’t  be  return’d. 

Sub.  My  Lord,  he’s  below  at  the  Gate  parleying  with 
the  Porter,  who  has  private  Orders  from  me  to  admit 
no  body  till  you  fend  him  word,,  that  we  may  have  the 
more  time  to  fettle  our  Affairs. 

Y.  W.  ’Tis  a  hard  Cafe,  Mr.  Subtleman,  that  a  Man 
can’t  enjoy  his  Right  without  all  this  Trouble. 

Sub.  Ah,  my  Lord,  you  fee  the  Benefit  of  Law 
now,  what  an  Advantage  it  is  to  the  Publick  for  fe- 

curing  of  Property. - Had  you.  not  the  Law  o’ 

your  fide,  who  knows  what  Devices  might  be  prac¬ 
tis’d  to  defraud  you  of  your  Right - But  I  have 

fecur’d  all — — — The  Will  is  in  true  form  ;  and  you 
have  two  Witnefies  already  to  fwear  to  the  laft  Words 
of  your  Father. 

Y.  W.  Then  you  havp  got  another. 

Sub.  Yes,  yes,  a  right  one; - and  I  ihall  pick 

up  another  time  enough  before  the  Term; — -—And 
I  have  planted  three  or  four  Conftables  in  the  next 
Room,  to  take  care  of  your  Brother  if  he  Ihou’d  be 
boifterous. 

Y.  W.  Then  you  think  we  are  fecure. 
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Sub.  Ay,  ay,  let  him  come  now  when  he  pleafes  ’ 
■■■  -—I’ll  go  down,  and  give  Orders  for  his  Admit¬ 
tance. 

Y.  W.  Unkind  Brother !  to  difturb  me  thus,  jufc  in 
the  fwing  and  liretch  of  my  full  Fortune!  Where  is  the 
Tye  of  Blood  andNature,  when  Brothers  will  do  this  ? 
Had  he  but  ftaid  till  Conjlance  had  been  mine,  his  Pre¬ 
fence  or  his  Abfeace  had  been  then  indifferent. 

Enter  Midnight. 

Mid.  Well,  my  Lord,  [Pants  as  cut  of  Breath^  you’ll 
ne’er  be  fatisfied  -till  you  have  broke  my  poor  Heart.  I 
have  had  fuch  ado  yonder  about  you  with  Madam  Con¬ 
jlance - but  Lie’s  your  own. 

Y. W.  How!  my  own!  Ah,  my  dear  Helpmate, 
Pm  afraid  we  are  routed  in  that  Quarter:  my  Bro¬ 
ther’s  come  home. 

Mid.  Your  Brother  come  heme;  then  I’ll  go  tra¬ 
vel.  [Going. 

Y.  W.  Held,  hold.  Madam,  we  are  allfecure;  w  e 
have  provided  for  his  Reception  ;  your  Nephew  Sub- 
tleman  has-ftopt  up  all  Paffages  to  the  Eilate, 

Mid.  Ay,  Subtleman  is  a  pretty  thriving  ingeni¬ 
ous  Boy.  Little  do  you  think  who  is  the  Father  of 
him.  I’ll  tell  you ;  Mr.  Moabite  the  rich  je~ui  in  Lom¬ 
bard- (l  reet  . 

Y.  W.  Moabite  the  Jc<vj. 

Mid.  You  ihall  hear,  my  Lord:*— ——One  Even¬ 
ing,  as  I  was  very  grave  in  my  own  Houfe,  reading 

the— - Weekly  Preparation  : - Ay,  it  was  the 

Weekly  Preparation,  1  do  remember  particularly  well. 
——What  hears  ms  I— —but  pat,  pat,  pat,  very 
fofely  at  the  Do:r.  Come  in,  cries  I,  and  prefently 
enters  Ms.  Moabite,  follow’d  [by  a  fnug  Cnair,  the 
Windows  dole  drawn,  and  in  it  was  a  fine  Young  Vir-’ 

gin  juft  upon  the  point  of  being  deliver’d - We 

were  all  in  a  great  hurly-burly  fra  while,  to  be  fure  ; 

out  cur  Produdion  wa:  a  fine  Boy - 1  had  fifty 

Guineas  for  my  trouble,  the  Lady  was  wrapt  up  very 
warm,  plac’d  in  her  Chair,  and  re-con vey’d  to  the  place 
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ffie  came  from.  Who  fhe  was,  or  what  die  was,  p 
cou’d  never  learn,  tho’  my  Maid  laid  that  the  Chair 

went  thro’  the  Park - but  the  Child  Was  left 

with  me  - -—The  Father  wou’d  have  made  a  Jenv 

on’t  prefently,  but  I  fwore,  if  he  committed  fuch  a 

Barbarity  on  the  Infant,  that  I  would  dilcover  all _ _ 

So  I  had  him  brought  up  a  good  Chriltian-,  and  bound 
P-rentice  to  an  Attorney.  _  ;>  r 

Y.  IV.  Very  well. 

Midi  Ah,,  my  Lord,  there’s  many  a  pretty  Fellow 
in  London  that  knows  as  little  of  their  true  Father  and 
Mother  as  he  does :  I  have  had  feveral  fuch  Jobbs  in 

my  time; - there  was  one  Scotch  Nobleman  that 

brought  me  four  in  half  a  yean 

Y.  IV.  Four!  and  how  were  they  all  provided  for 

Mid.  Very  hand fomely  indeed ;  they  were  two  Sons- 
and  two  Daughters,  the  elded  Son  rides  in  the  fird 
Troop  of  Guards,  and  the  other  is  a  very  pretty  Fellow, 

*  and  hh  Father’s  Valet  de  Ckatnbi  e. 

Y.W.  And  what  is  become  of  the  Daughters, 
pray? 

Mid.  Why,  one  of  ’em  is  a  Manteau-Maker,  and 

the  youngefi  has  got  into  the  Play-Houfe. - Ay,  ay, 

my  Lord,  let  Sultlarmn  alone,  I’ll  warrant  he’ll  manage 
your  Brother.  Adimylife,  here’s  fomebody  coming,  I 
wou’d  not  be  feen. 

Y.  W.  ’Tis  my  Brother,  and  he’ll  meet  you  upon 
the  Stairs !  ’adfo,  get  into  this  Clofet  till  he  be  gone. 

,  [Shuts  her  into  the  CloJ'et . 

Enter  E.  Wou’dbe  and  Suhtleman, 

My  Brother!  deareft  Brother,  welcome! 

[Runs  and  emir  aces  him. 

E W.  I  can’t  diffemble,  Sir,  elfe  I  wou’d  return  your 
falfe  Embrace. 

Y.  IF.  Falfe  Embrace!  dill  fufpicious  of  me!  I. 
thought  that  five  years  abfence  might  have  cool’d  the 
unmanly  Heats  of  our  childifh  Days ;  that  I  am  over¬ 
joy’d  at  your  Return,,  let  this  teltify,  this  Moment 
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I  refign  all  Right  and  Title  to  your  Honour,  and  faliHe 
you.  Lord. 

E.  W.  I  want  not  your  Permiflion  toenjoy  my  Right ; 
here  I  am  Lord  and  Mafter  without  your  Reftgnation ; 
and  the  firft  ufe  I  make  of  my  Authority,  is,  to  difcard 
that  rude,  bull-fac’d  Fellow  at  the  Door.  Where  is 
my  Steward  ?  [ Enter  Clearaccount,]  Mr.  Clcaraccount, 
let  that  pamper’d  Centinel  below  this  Minute  be  dif- 

charg'd*— — —  — - Brother,  I  wonder  you  cou’d 

feed  fuch  a  fwarm  of  lazy,  idle  Drones  about  you, 
and  leave  the  poor  induftrious  Bees,  that  fed  you  from 

their  Hives,  to  ftarve  for  want.- - Steward, 

look  to’t ;  if  I  have  not  Difcharges  for  every  Farthing 
of  my  Father’s  Debts  upon  my  Toy  let  to-morrow 
Morning,  you  ihall  follow  the  Tipftaff,  I  can  allure 
you. 

Y.  W.  Hold,  hold,  my  Lord,  you  ufurp  too  large 
a  Power,  methinks,  o’er  my  Family. 

E.  W.  Your  Family  ! 

Y.  W.  Yes,  my  Family;  you  have  no  Title  to 
Lord  it  here. — -—.Mr.  Clearaccount,  you  know  your 
Mafter. 

E  .W.  How!  a  Combination  againft  me ! - Bro¬ 

ther,  take  heed  how  you  deal  with  one  that,  cautious 
of  your  Fallhood,  comes  prepar’d  to  meet  your  Arts, 
and  can  retort  your  Cunning  to  your  Infamy  :  Your 
black,  unnatural  Defigns  againft  my  Life,  before 
I  went  abroad,  my  Charity  can  pardon  ;  but  my  Pru¬ 
dence  mull:  remember  to  guard  me  from  your  Malice 
for  the  future. 

Y.  W.  Our  Father’s  weak  and  fond  Surmife  !  which 
he  upon  his  Death-bed  own'd  ;  and  to  reconrpenie  me 
for  that  injurious,  unnatural  Sufpicion,  ne  left  me  lole 
Heir  to  iris  Ellate- -  — Now,  my  Lord,  my  Houle 

and  Servants  are — at  your  Service. 

E.W.  Villany  beyond  Example!  liave  I  not  Letters 
from  my  Father,  of  fcarce  a  Fortnight’s  Date,  where 
he  repeats  his  Fears  for  my  Return,  left  it  Ihould  again 
expole  rne  to  your  Hatred. 
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Sub.  Well,  well,  thefe  are  no  Proofs,  no  Proofs,  my 
Lord ;  they  won’t  pafs  in  Court  againft  pofitive  Evi¬ 
dence:  Here  is  your  Father’s  Will,  Jignatum  & Jigil- 
latum,  befides  his  lalt  Words  to  confirm  it,  to  which 
I  can  take  my  pofitive  Oath  in  any  Court  of  Wejl- 
minfter. 

E.  W.  What  are  you.  Sir  ? 

Sub.  Of  Clifford's  Inn,  my  Lord,  I  belong  to  the 
Law. 

E.  W.  Thou  art  the  Worm  and  Maggot  of  the  Law, 
bred  in  the  bruis’d  and  rotten  Parts,  and  now  ara 
jiourifh’d  on  the  fame  Corruption  that  produc’d  thee. 
——.The  Englijh  Law,  as  planted  firft,  was  like 
the  Englijh  Oak,  (hooting  its  fpreading  Arms  around, 
to  ihelter  all  that  dwelt  beneath  its  Shade  : — but  now, 
whole  Swarms  of  Caterpillars,  like  you,  hang  in 
fuch  Clutters  upon  every  Branch,  that  the  once  thriv¬ 
ing  Tree  now  iheds  infeftious  Vermin  on  our  Heads. 

V.  W.  My  Lord,  I  have  fome  Company  above j  if 
your  Lordlhip  will  drink  a  Glafs  of  Wine,  we  (hall  1 
be  proud  of  the  Honour  !  if  not,  1  (hall  attend  you  at 
any  Court  of  Judicature,  whenever  you  pleafe  to  fum- 
monme.  [Going. 

E.  W.  Hold,  Sir,"—  ——Perhaps  my  Father’s  dying 
Weaknefs  was  impos’d  on,  and  he  has  left  him  Heir ; 
if  fo,  his  Will  (hall  freely  be  obey’d.  [Afide. ]— » 
Brother,  you  fay  you  have  a  Will. 

Sub.  Here  it  is.  [Shewing  a  Parchment 

E.  W.  Let  me  fee  it. 

Sub.  There’s  no  Precedent  for  that,  my  Lord. 

E.  TV.  Upon  my  Honour,  I’ll  reftore  it. 

Y.  W.  Upon  my  Honour,  but  you  fha’n’t- - — 

[Takes  it  from  Sub.  and  puts  it  in  his  Pocket. 

E.W.  This  Over-caution,  Brother,  is  fufpicious. 

Y.  JV.  Seven  .thoufand  Pound  a  Year  is  worth  look¬ 
ing  after. 

E.  TV.  Therefore  you  can’t  take  it  ill  that  I  am  alit- 

tle  inquifitive  about  it*—. - Have  you  Witneffes  to 

prove  my  Father’s  dying  Words?. 
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Y.  W.  A  Couple' in  the  Houfe. 

E.  TV,  Who  are  they? 

Sub.  Witnefies,  my  Lord !— — — — ’Tis  unwarranta¬ 
ble  to  enquire  into  the  Merits  of  the  Caufe  out  of 
Court;  — -———my  Client  fhall  anfwer  no  more  Que- 
ftions. 

E.  TV.  Perhaps,  Sir,  upon  a  fatisfa&ory  Account  of 
his  Title,  I  intend  to  leave  your  Client  to  the  quiet 
Enjoyment  of  his  Right,  without  troubling  any  Court 
with  the  Bufinefs;  I  therefore  defire  to  know  what 
kind  of  Perfons  are  thefe  Witnefies. 

Sub.  Oho,  he’s  a  coming  about.  [AfdeS]  I  told 
your  Lord  lhip  already,  that  I  am  one,  another  is  in  the 
Houfe,  one  of  my  Lord’s  Footmen. 

E.  W.  Where  is  this  Footman? 

Y.  TV.  Forth-coming, 

E.  TV.  Produce  him. 

Sub.  That  I  fhall  prefently. - The  Day’s  our  own. 

Sir;  [To  Y.  TV.]  but  you  lhall  engage  firih  to  alk  him 
no  crofs  Queftions.  [Exit  Sub. 

E .  TV.  I  am  not  {kill’d  in  fuch  :  But,  pray  Brother,, 
did  my  Father  quite  forget  me?  left  mo  nothing  ! 

Y.  TV.  Truly,  my  Lord,  nothing: - He  fpoke  but 

little,  left  no  Legacies. 

E.  TV.  ’Tis  ftrange ;  he  was  extremely  juft,  and  lov’d 
me  too; — —but  perhaps  -  — 

[Enter  Subtleman  with  Teague. 

Sub.  My  Lord,  here’s  another  Evidence. 

E.  TV.  Teague  f 

Y .  TV.  My  Brother’s  Servant  ! 

[They  all  four  fare  upon  one  another , 

Sub.  His  Servant ! 

Tea.  Mailhter  !  fee  here  Maiftiter,  I  did.  get  all  difh 
[Chinks  Money]  for  being  an  Evidenlh,  dear  Joy ;  an 
be  me  ftioule,  Twill  give  the  half  of  it  to  you,  if 
you  will  give  me  your  Permifiion  to  make  fvvear  againft 
you. 

E.  TV.  My  Wonder  is  divided  between  the  Villainy 
of  the  Fadt,  and  the  Amazement  of  the  Difcoveryi 
Teague!  my  very  Servant!  fure  I  dream. 

Tea. 


The  Twin- Rivals.  67 

Tea.  Fet,  dere  ifhno  dreaming  in  the  Cafn ;  I’m  Cure 
the  Croon  Pieceifh  are  awake,  for  I  have  been  taaking 
with  dem  diih  half  hour, 

Y.  W.  Ignorant,  unlucky  Man,  thou  haft  ruin’d  me ; 
why  had  not  I  a  fight  of  him  before  ? 

Sub.  I  thought  tne  Fellow  had  been  too  ignorant  to 
be  a  Knave. 

Tea.  Be  me  fhcuie  you  lee,  dear  Joy. - 1  can  be 

a  Knave  as  well  as  you,  fen  I  tink  it  conveniency. 

E  .IV.  Now  Brother!  Speechlels !  Your  Oracle  too 
filenc’d  !  Is  all  your  boafted  Fortune  funk  to  the  guilty 

Bluihing  for  a  Crime  ?  But  I  fcorn  to  infult. - Let 

Difappointment  be  your  Punishment  :  But  for  your 
Lawyer  there, - Teague,  lay  hold  of  him. 

Sub.  Let  none  dare  to  attach  me  without  a  legal 
Warrant. 

Tea.  Attach  !  no,  dear  Joy,  I  cannot  attach  you — > 
but  I  can  catch  you  by  the  Troat,  after  the  Fafhion  of 
Ireland.  [ Takes  Subtleman  by  the  Throat. 

Sub •  An  Affault !  an  Afiault  ! 

Tea.  No,  no,  ’tiih  noting  but  choaking,  noting  but 
choaking. 

E.  W.  Hold  him  fall,  Teague - Now,  Sir,  [To 

Y.  W.~\  becaufe  I  was  your  Brother,  you  wou’d  have 
betray’d  me;  and  becaufe  lam  your  Brother,  I  for¬ 
give  it ; - difpofe  yourfelf  as  you  think  lit. - I’ll 

order  Mr.  Clearaccount  to  give  you  a  thoufand  Pounds. 
Go  take  it,  and  pay  me  by  your  Abfence. 

Y.  W.  I  fcorn  your  beggarly  Benevolence  :  Had  my 
Defigns  fucceeded,  I  wou’d  not  have  allow’d  you  the 
Weight  of  a  Wafer,  and  therefore  will  accept  none. 

— . -As  for  that  Lawyer  hedefervesto  be  pillory’d, 

not  for  his  Cunning  in  deceiving  you,  but  for  his  Ig- 
norancein  betraying  me.' - The  Villain  has  defrau¬ 

ded  me  of  Seven  thoufand  Pounds  a  Year.  Farewel. 

Kg*  •HBwVajfeot  o)  noffliaroH  act  .  •  [Going. 
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Enter  Midnight  out  of  the  Clofet,  rum  to  Young  Woud’be, 
and  kneels. 

Mid .  My  Lord,  my  dear  Lord  Woudhe,  I  beg  you 
ten  thousand  Pardons. 

Y.  W.  What  Offence  haft  thou  done  to  me  ? 

Mid.  An  Offence  the  moft  injurious——  I  have 
hitherto  conceal’d  a  Secret  in  my  Breaft,  to  the  Offence 
of  Juftice,  and  the  defrauding  your  Lordfhip  of  your 
true  Right  and  Title.  You  Benjamin  Woudhe,  with 
the  crooked  Back,  are  the  eldeft  born,  and  true  Heir  to 
the  Ellate  and  Dignity. 

Om.  How  ! 

Yea.  Arah,  how  ? 

Mid.  None,  my  Lord,  can  tell  better  than  I,  who 

brought  you  both  into  the  World. - My  deceas’d 

Lord,  upon  the  fight  of  your  Deformity,  engag’d  me, 
by  a  conliderable  Reward,  to  fay  you  were  the  lalt 
born,  that  the  beautiful  Twin,  likely  to  be  the  greater 
Ornament  to  the  Family,  might  fucceed  him  in  his 

Honour. - This  Secret  my  Confcience  has  long 

ftruggled  with. - Upon  the  News  that  you  were 

left  Heir  to  the  Eftate,  I  thought  Juftice  was  fatisfy’d, 
and  I  was  refolv’d  to  keep  it  a  Secret  ftill ;  but  by 
ftrange  Chance,  over-hearing  what  pafs’d  juft  now,  my 
poor  Confcience  wras  rack’d,  and  I  was  forc’d  to  de¬ 
clare  the  Truth. 

Y.  W.  By  all  my  former  Hopes  I  cou’d  have.fworn 
it:  I  found  the  Spirit  ofElderfhip  in  my  Blood;  my 

Pulfes  beat,  and  fwell’d  for  Seniority. - Mr.  Hermes 

Wou'dbe, - I’m  your  moft  humble  Servant. 

[Foppifly. 

E.  W.  Hermes  is  my  Name,  my  Chrillian  Name ; 
of  which  I  am  prouder  than  of  all  Titles  that  Ho¬ 
nour  gives,  or  Flattery  beftows. - But  thou,  vain 

Bubble,  puft  up  with  the  empty  Breath  of  that  more 
empty  Woman;  to  let  thee  fee  how  I  defpife  thy 
Pride,  I’ll  call  thee  Lord,  drefs  thee  up  in  Titles  like 
a. King  at  Arms;  you  fhall  be  blazon’d  round,  like 
any  Church  in  Holla?idi  thy  Pageantry  (hall  exceed 
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the  Lord-Mayor’s ;  and  yet  this  Hermes ,  plain  Hermes, 
fhall  defpife  thee. 

Sub.  Well,  well,  this  is  nothing  to  the  purpofe _ _ 

Miftrefs,  will  you  make  an  Affidavit  of  what  you  have 
faid  before  a  Matter  in  Chancery  ? 

Mid.  That  I  can,  tho’  I  were  to  die  the  next  minute 
after  it. 

‘Tea.  Den,  dear  Joy,  you  wou’d  be  dam  the  »ex  mi¬ 
nute  after  dat. 

E.  W.  All  this  is  trifling:  I  mutt  purge  my  Houfe 
of  this  Neft-of  Villany  at  once ——— Here,  Teague, 
[Whifpers  Teague]  go,  make  hafte. 

Tea.  Dat  I  can - [  As  he  runs  out,  Y.  W.  fops  him. 

Y.  W.  Where  are  you  going,  Sir  ? 

Tea.  Only  for  a  Pot  of  Ale,  dear  Joy,  for  you  and  my 
Mailhter,  to  drink  Friends. 

Y.  IV.  You  lye,  Sirrah.  \Pufhes  him  lack. 

Tea.  Fet,  I  do  fo. 

E.  W.  What,  Violence  to  my  Servant !  Nay,  then  I'll 
force  him  a  Paffage. 

Sul.  An  Affault,  an  Affault  upon  the  Body  of  a  Peer. 
Within  there ! 

'Enter  three  or  four  Confables,  one  of 'em  with  a  Black 

Patch  on  his  Eye.  They  difarm  Elder  Wou’dbe,  and 

fecure  Teague. 

E.  W.  This  Plot  was  laid  for  my  Reception.  Unhand 
me,  Conttable. 

Y.  W.  Have  a  care,  Mr.  Conttable,  the  Man  is  mad  j 
he’s  poflfefs’d  with  an  odd  Frenzy,  that  he’s  my  Bro¬ 
ther,  and  my  elder  too  :  So,  becaufe  I  wou’d  not  very 
-willingly  refign  my  Houfe  and  Eftate,  he  attempted  to 
murder  me. 

Sub.  Gentlemen,  take  care  of  that  Fellow  :  He  made 
an  Affault  upon  my  Body,  <vi  Uf  armis. 

Tea.  Arah,  fat  is  dat  ivy  at  armifh  ? 

Sub.  No  matter,  Sirrah;  I  fhall  have  you  hang’d. 

Tea.  Hang’d !  dat  is  noting,  dear  Joy ; - We  are 

us’d  to’t. 

E  ,W.  Unhand  me.  Villains,  or  by  all.— . . 

Tea. 
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Tea.  Have  a  caar,  dear  Mai  fitter,  don’t  fwear  ;  we 
fliall  be  had  in  the  Croon-Offifh  :  You  know  dere  ifh 
Sharpers  about  us.  [  Looking  about  on  them  that  hold  him. 

Y.  W.  Mr.  Conitable,  you  know  your  Dire&ions  i 
away  with  ’'em. 

E.  W,  Hold - 

Conji  No,  no,  force  him  away  — — — — 

[They  all  hurry  him  off,  manent  T.  W.  and  Midnight. 

Y.  IV.  Now,  my  dear  Prophetefs,  my  Sibyl ;  by  all 
my  dear  Defires  and  Ambitions,  I  do  believe  you  have 
fpoken  the  truth. - 1  am  the  Elder. 

Mid.  No,  no,  Sir,  the  Devil  a  word  on’t  is  true.— 
I  wou’d  not  wrong  my  Confidence  neither:  For,  faith 
and  troth,  as  I  am  an  honeft  Woman,  you  were  born 

above  three  quarters  of  an  hour  after  him  ; - but  I 

don’t  much  care  if  I  do  fwear  that  you  are  the  eldeft. 

.  .—What  a  Bleffing  it  was, that  I  was  in  the  CIo- 

fet  at  that  pinch  !  Had  I  not  come  out  that  moment, 
you  wou’d  have  fneakt  off ;  your  Brother  had  been  in 
Pofleftion,  and  then  we  had  loft  all ;  but  now  you  are 
eftablifti’d  :  Poffeffion  gets  you  Money,  that  gets  you 

Law,  and  Law  you  know - Down  on  your  knee§. 

Sirrah,  and  ask  me  Bleffmg. 

Y.  W.  No,  my  dear  Mother,  I’ll  give  thee  a  .Bleffmg, 
•a  Rent-charge  of  Five  hundred  Pound  a  Year,  upon 
what  part  of  the  Eftate  you  will,  during  your  Life. 

Mid.  Thank  you,  my  Lordr  That  five  Hundred  a 
Year  will  afford  me  a  leifurely  Life,  and  a  hand- 
fome  Retirement  in  the  Country,  where  I  mean  to 
repent  me  of  my  Sins,  and  die  a  good  Chriftian  :  For 
Heaven  knows,  I  am  old,  and  ought  to  bethink  me  of 

another  Life - Have  you  none  of  the  Cordial 

left  that  we  had  in  the  Morning  ? 

Y.  W.  Yes,  yes,  we’ll  go  to  the  Fountain-head. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE,  The  Street. 

Enter  Teague. 

‘ Tea .  Deel  tauke  me  but  difh  ifh  a  moft  Jhweet  Bilh- 
.nefs  indeed  j  Maifhters  play  the  Fool,  and  Shervants 
mull  fhuffer  for  it.  I  am  Prifhoner  in  the  Conftable’s 
Houle,  be  me  Shoule,  and  fhent  abrode  to  fetch  fome 
Bail  for  my  Mailhter ;  but  foo  lhall  bail  poor  Teague 
agra  ? 

Enter  Confiance. 

Oh,  dere  ifh.  my  Maifhter’s  old  Love.  Indeed,  I  fear 
difh  Bifhnefs  will  fpoil  his  Fortune. 

Con.  Who’s  here  ?  Teague  ?  [ He  turns  from  her , 

Tea.  Deel  tauke  her,  I  did  tought  fhe  cou’d  not 
know  me  agen  now  I  am  a  Prifhoner.  [Conftance  goes 
about  to  look  him  in  the  Face.  He  turns  from  her.  3 
Difh  ifh  not  fhivil,  be  me  Shoule,  to  know  a  Shentle- 
man  fither  he  will  or  no. 

Con  Why  this,  Teague?  What’s  the  matter?  Are  yob 
afham’d  of  me,  or  yourfelf,  Teague  ? 

Tea.  Of  bote,  be  me  Shoule. 

Con.  How  does  your  Maker,  Sir  ? 

Tea .  Very  well,  dear  Joy,  and  in  Prifhon, 

Con.  In  Prifon !  how  !  where  ? 

Tea.  Why,  in  the  little  Bajhtile  yonder,  at  the  end  of 
the  Street. 

Con.  Shew  me  the  way  immediately. 

Tea.  Fet,  I  can  lhew  you  the  Hoofe  yonder :  Shee 
yonder  ;  be  me  Shoule  I  fhee  his  Faace  yonder  peeping 
troo  the  Iron  Glafs  Window. 

Con.  I’ll  fee  him,  tho’  a  Dungeon  were  his  Confine¬ 
ment.  [ Runs  out. 

Tea.  Ah - auld  kindnefh,  be  me  fhoule,  cannot 

be  forgotten.  Now,  if  my  Maifhter  had  but  Grafh  e- 
nough  to  get  her  wit  Child,  her  Word  wou’d  go  for 
two  ;  and  fhe  wou’d  bail  him  and  I  bote.  [ Exit , 
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SCENE,  A  Room  miferably  furni/hed,  E.  W.  fitting 
and  writing. 

E.  W.  The  Tow  r  confine s  the  Great, 

The  Sponging-.  Houfe  the  Poor  ;  - 
Thus  there  are  Degrees  of  State, 

That  e-vn  the  Wretched  niuft  endure. 

Virgil,  tho  cherijhed  in  Courts, 

Relates  but  a  fplenetick  Tale, 

Cervantes  Revels  and  Sports, 

Altho ’  he  writ  in  a  Jail. 

Then  hang  Reflexions,  [Starts  up.]  I’ll  go  write  a 
Comedy.  Ho,  within  there  :  Teli  the  Lieutenant  of 
the  Tower  that  I  would  ipeak  with  him. 

Enter  Conftable. 

Confi.  Ay,  ay,  the  Man  is  mad  :  Lieutenant  o’th’ 
Tower!  Ka,  ha,  ha  j  wou’d  you  ccu'd  make  your 
Words  good,  Matter. 

E.  W.  Why,  am  net  I  a  Frifcner  here  ?  I  know  it 

by  the  ftately  Apartments. - What  is  that,  pray,  that 

hangs  ftreaming  down  upon  the  Wall  yonder  ? 

Confi.  Yonder!  ’tis  Cobweb,  Sir. 

E.  W.  ’Tis  falfe.  Sir  :  ’tis  as  fine  Tapeftry  as  any  in 
Europe. 

Confi.  The  Devi!  it  is  ! 

E.  W.  Then  your  Damask  Bed,  here;  the  Flowers 
are  fo  bold,  I  took  ’em  for  Embroidery  ;  and  then  the 
Kead-work,  Point  de  Venice,  I  proteft ! 

Confi.  As  good  Kiddei  minfier  as  any  in  England ,  I 
mull  confefs ;  and  tho’  the  Sheets  be  a  little  lod’d,  yet 
I  can  allure  you.  Sir,  that  many  an  honett  Gentleman 
has  lam  in  them. 

E.  W.  Pray,  Sir,  what  did  thefe  two  Indian  Pieces 
coif,  that  are  fix’d  up  .in  the  Comer  of  the  Room  ? 

Confi.  Indian  Pieces  !  What  the  Devil,  Sir,  they  are 
my  old  Jack-Scots,  my  Militia  Boots. 
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E..W.  I  took  ’em  for  two  China  Jars,  upon  my 
word  :  But  hark’e.  Friend,  art  thou  content  that  thefe 
things  fhou’d  be  as  they  are  ? 

Conft.  Content!  ah.  Sir. 

E.  W.  Why  then  fhould  I  complain? 


[One  calls  within. 

{Within}  Mr.  Conftable,  here’s  a  Woman  will  force 
her  way  upon  us :  We  can’t  flop  her. 

Gonji.  Knock  her  down  then,  knock  her  down  j 
let  no  Woman  come  up,  the  Man’s  mad  enough  al¬ 
ready.  b 


Enter  Conftance. 

Con.  Who  dares  oppofe  me  ? 

[Throws  him  a  handful  of  Money: 
Conf.  Not  I  truly,  Madam. 

_  [  Gathers  up  the  Money. 

E-  W.  My  Conftance  !  my  Guardian- Angel  here  1 
Then  nought  can  hurt  me. 

Confl.  Hark’e,  Sir,  you  may  fuppofe  the  Bed  to  be  a 

Damalk-Bed  for  half  an  Hour,  if  you  pleafe. _ - 

Con.  No,  no.  Sir,  your  Prifoner  mull  along  with 
me. 

Confl.  Ay!  faith,  the  Woman’s  madder  than  the 
Man. 


Enter  Trueman  and  Teague. 

E.  W.  Ha!  Trueman  too!  I’m  proud  to  think  that 
many  a  Prince  has  not  fo  many  true  Friends  in  hit 

Palace,  as  I  have  here  in  Prifon; - tw©  fuch - 

Tea.  Tree,  be  me  Shoule. 

2 rue.  My  Lord,  juft  as  I  heard  of  your  Confine¬ 
ment,  I  was  going  to  make  myfelf  a  Prifoner.  Be¬ 
hold  the  Fetters  ;  I  had  juft  bought  the  Wedding- 

Ring- 

Con.  I  hope  they  arc  golden  Fetters,  Captain  ? 

True.  They  weigh  four  Thoufand  Pound,  Madam, 

befides  the  Purfe,  which  is  worth  a  Million. - My 

Lord,  this  very  Evening  was  I  to  be  marrv’d ;  but 
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the  News  of  your  Misfortune  has  ftopt  me :  I  wou’d 
not  gather  Rofes  in  a  wet  Hour. 

E.  W.  Come,  the  Weather  fhall  be  clear ;  the 
Thoughts  of  your  good  Fortune  will  make  me  eafy, 
more  than  my  own  can  do,  if  purchafed  by -your  Dif- 
appointment. 

T rue.  Do  you  think,  my  Lord,  that  I  can  go  to  the 

Bed  of  Pleafure  whilit  you  lie  in  a  Hovel  ? - Here, 

where  is  this  Conitable  ?  How  dare  you  do  this,  info- 
lent  Rafcal  ? 

Cavjl.  Infolent  Rafcal !  do  you  know  who  you  fpeak 
to,  Sir  ? 

True.  Yes,  Sirrah,  don’t  I  call  you  by  your  pro¬ 
per  Name  ?  How  dare  you  coniine  a  Peer  of  the 
Realm  ? 

Conft.  Peer  of  the  Realm  !  you  may  give  good  Words 
tho’,  I  hope. 

E.  IV.  Ay,  ay,  Mr  Conftable  is  in  the  right,  he  did 
but  his  Duty ;  I  fuppofe  he  had  twenty  Guineas  for  his 
Bains. 

Conjl.  No,  I  had  but  ten. 

E.  W.  Hark’e,  Trueman,  this  Fellow  mull  be  footh’d, 
he’ll  "be  of  ufe  to  us ;  but  I  muil  employ  you  too  in  this 
A  fair  with  my  Brother. 

True.  Say  no  more,  my  Lord,  I’ll  cut  his  Throat, 
5tis  but  flying  the  Kingdom. 

B.  W.  No,  no,  '’twill  be  more  Revenge  to  word: 
him  at  his  own  Weapons.  Cou’d  I  but  force  him  out 
of  his  Garrifon,  that  I  might  get  into  Pofleffion,  his 
Claim  wou’d  vanifh  immediately.  ■  -Does  my 
Brother  know  you  ? 

True.  Very  little,  if  at  all. 

E.  IV.  Hark’e.  [i Whtfpen . 

True.  It  fhall  be  done  ;  — - Look’e,  Conitable, 

you’re  drawn  into  a  wrong  Caufe,  and  it  may  prove 
your  Deftruftion  if  you  don’t  change  Sides  immediately : 

- We  defire  no  Favour,  but  the  ufe  of  your  Coat, 

Wig,  and  Staff,  for  half  an  Hour. 

Lonjt.  Why  truly,  Sir,  I  underhand  now,  by  this 
Gentlevt  Oman,  that  I  know  to  be  our  Neighbour, 

that 
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that  he  is  a  Lord,  and  I  heartily  beg  his  Wor-fhip’s  par¬ 
don-;  and  if  I  can  do  your  Honour  any  Service,  your 
Grace  may  command  me. 

E.  W.  I’ll  reward  you,  but  you  muft  have  the  black 
Patch  for  the  Eye  too. 

Tea.  I  can  give  your  Lordlhip  wan ;  here  fet,  ’tis 
a  Plailhter  foe  a  fhore  Finger,  and  I  have  worn  it  but 
twice. 

Con- - But  pray.  Captain,  what  was  your  Quar¬ 

rel  at  Aurelia  to-day  ? 

True.  With  your  Permiffion,  Madam,  we’ll  mind  my 
Lord’s  Bufmefs  at  prefent ;  when  that’s  done.  We’ll 
mind  the  Lady’s.— ——My  Lord,  I  lhall  make  an  ex¬ 
cellent  Conllable ;  I  never  had  the  Honour  of  a  Hvil 
Employment  before:  We’ll  equip  ourfelves  in  another 
Place.  Here,  you  Prince  of  Darknef,  have  you  ne’er  a 
better  Room  in  your  Houfe,  thefe  Iron-Grates  frighten 
the  Lady, 

Conji.  I  have  a  handfome,  neat  Parlour  below.  Sir. ' 

True.  Come  along  then,  you  mufc  conduct  us. - 

We  don’t  intend  to  be  out  of  your  fight,  that  ycu 
mayn’t  be  out  of  ours. [. Aftde.']  [ Exeunt . 


SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment. 


Enter  Aurelia  in  a  PaJJiou,  Richmcre  following. 

Aur.  Follow  me  not; — - Age  and  Deformity, 

with  Quiet,  were  preferable  to  this  vexatious  Perfecu- 
tion ;  for  Heav’n’s  fake,  Mr.  Richmare,  what  have  I 
ever  fhewn  to  vindicate  this  Prefumption  of  yours  ? 

Rich.  You  Ihew  it  now,  Madam;  your  Face,  your 
W  it,  your  Shape,  are  all  Temptations  to  undergo  even 
the  Rigour  of  your  Difdain,  for  the  bewitching  Plea- 
Lure  of  your  Company. 

Aur.  Then  be  allur’d,  Sir,  you  {hall  reap  no  other 
Benefit  by  my  Company ;  and  if  you  think  it  a  Pleafure 
to  be  conftantly  flighted,  ridicul’d,  and  affronted,  you 
fhall  have  Admittance  to  fuch  Entertainment  whenever 
you  will. 
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Rich.  I  take  you  at  your  Word,  Madam  ;  I  am 
arm’d  with  Submifllon  againil  all  the  Attacks  of  your 
Severity,  and  your  Lady  ill  ip  fhall  find,  that  my  Re- 
fignation  can  bear  much  longer  than  your  Rigour  can 
inflift. 

Aur.  That  is,  in  plain  Terms,  your  Sufficiency  will 

prefume  much  longer  than  my  Honour  can  refill:— - - 

Sir,  you  might  have  fpar’d  the  unmannerly  Declaration 
to  my  Face,  having  already  taken  care  to  let  me  know 
your  Opinion  of  my  Virtue,  by  your  impudent  Settle¬ 
ment,  propos’d  by  Mrs.  Midnight. 

Rich.  By  thofe  fair  Eyes,  I’ll  double  the  Propofal; 
this  foft,  this  white,  this  powerful  Hand  [Rakes  her 
Hand]  (hall  write  its  own  Conditions. 

Aur.  Then  it  fhall  write  this - [Strikes  him]  and 

if  you  like  the  Terms,  you  fhall  have  more  another 
time.  [Exit. 

Rich.  Death  and  Madnefs !  a  Blow— ——Twenty 
thoufand  Pound  Sterling  for  one  Night’s  Revenge  up¬ 
on  her  dear,  proud,  diidainful  Perfon  ! - Am  I  rich 

sis  many  a  Sovereign  Prince,  wallovv  in  Wealth,  yet 

can’t  command  my  Pleafure - Woman ! - If 

there  be  Power  in  Gold,  I  yet .  fhall  triumph  o’er  thy 
pride. 

Enter  Midnight. 

Mid.  O’  my  troth,  and  fo'you  fhall,  if  I  can  help  it. 

Rich.  Madam,  Madam,  here,  here,  here’s  Money, 
Gold,  Silver,  take,  take,  all,  all,  my  Rings  too ;  all 
fhall  be  yours,  make  me  but  happy  in  this  prefump- 
tuous  Beauty,  PI!  make  thee  rich  as  Avarice  can  crave ; 
if  not,  I’ll  murder  thee  and  myfelf  too. 

Mid.  Your  Bounty  is  too  large,  too  large  indeed. 
Sir. 

Rich.  Too  large!  nO,  ’tis  Beggary  without  her— - 
Lordlhips,  Mannors,  Acres,  Rents,  Tithes  and  Trees, 
all,  all  fhall  fly  for  my  dear  fweet  Revenge. 

Mid.  Say  no  more,  this  Night  I’ll  put  you  in  a 
way. 

Rich. 


The  Twin-Rivals.  77 

Rh-/j.  This  Night? 

Mid.  The  Lady’s  Aunt  is  very  near  her  Time— ■ 
fte  goes  abroad  this  Evening  a  viiiting;  in  the  mean 
time  I'll  fend  to  your  Miltrefs,  that  her  Aunt  is  fallen 

in  Labour  at  my  Houfe :  She  comes  in  a  hurry,,  and 

then - -  1  rtwuqnr  >.  \ 

Rich.  Shall  I  be  there  to  meet  her  ? 

Mid.  Perhaps. 

Rich.  In  a  private  Room? 

Mid.  Mum. 

Rich.  No  Creature  to  difturb  us  ? 

Mid.  Mum,  1  fay ;  but  you  mull  give  me  your  Word 
not  to  ravilh  her;  nay,  I  can  tell  you,  Aie  won’t  be 
ravilh’d. 

Rich.  Ravilh !  Let  me  fee,  I’m  worth  live  thoufand 
Pound  a  Year,  twenty  thoufand  Guineas  in  my  Pocket, 
and  may  not  I  force  a  Toy  that’s  fcar.ce  worth  fifteen 
hundred  Pound  ?  I’ll  do’t. 

Her  Beauty  fets  my  Heart  on  fire,  befide 
Th’injurious  Blow  has  fet  on  fire  my  Pride ; 

The  bare  Fruition  were  not  worth  my  Pain, 

The  Joy  will  be  to  humble  her  Difdain ; 

Beyond  Enjoyment  will  the  Tranfport  lalt 
In  Triumph,  when  the  Extafy  is  paft.  [Exeunt'. 


Tije  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 
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A  C  T  V. 

SCENE,  Lord  'Wou*  dbe*  s' Houfe, 


Young  Wou’dbe  folut. 

Y.  W.  PHEW  me  that  proud  Stoick  that  can  bear 
i3  Succefs  and  Cham  pain ;  Philofophy  can  fup- 
port  us  in  hard  Fortune,  but  who  can  have  patience  in 
Prosperity  ?  The  Learned  may  talk  what  they  will 
.of  human  Bodies,  but  I  am  Sure  there  is  r.ot  one  Atom 
in  mine,  but  what  is  truly  Epicurean.  My  Brother  k 
Secur’d,  I  guarded  with  my  Friends,  my  leud  and  ho¬ 
ned:  Midnight  Friends - Holla,  who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord  1 

Y.  W.  A  frefh  Eattalion  of  Eottles  to  re-inforce  the 
Ciftern.  Are  the  Ladies  come  ? 

Ser.  Half  an  Hour  ago,  my  Lord  :  They’re  below 
in  the  Bathing-Chamber. 

Y.  W.  Where  did  you  light  on  ’em? 

Ser.  One  in  the  Paifage  at  the  old  Play-houfe,  my 

Lord - 1  found  another  very  melancholy  paring 

her  Nails  by  Rofamond' s  Pond; - and  a  Couple  I  got 

at  the  Chequer  Alehoufe  in  Holler n ;  the  two  laft  came 
to  Town  yfefterday  in  a  Weft-Country  Waggon. 

Y.  IV.  Very  well,  order  Bacoiface  to  haften  Supper 

- and  d’ye  hear?  Bid  the  Snvifs  admit  no  Stranger 

without  acquainting  me - [Exit  Servant .}  Now 

Fortune  I  defy  thee,  this  Night’s  my  own  at  lealt. 

\_Re-enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  here’s  the  Conftable  below  with  the 
black  Eye,  and  he  wants  to  fpeak  with  your  Lordlhip 
in  all  hafte. 


Y.  W. 
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Y.  W.  Ha!  the  Conftable!  Shou’d  Fortune  jilt  me 

now? - 'bid  him  come  up,  I  fear  lome  curfed 

Chance  to  thwart  me. 

Enter  Trueman  in  the  Conjlables  Clothes. 

True Ah!  My  Lord,- here  is  fad  News - your 

Brother  is - 

Y.  W.  Get  away,  made  his  Efcape,  I  warrant  you. 

T rue.  Worfe,  worfe,  my  Lord. 

Y.  V/.  Worfe,  worfe  !  what  can  be  worfe  ? 

True.  I  dare  not  fpeak  it. 

Y.  W.  Death  and  Hell,  Fellow  don’t  did  raft  t K, 

Erne.  He’s  dead. 

Y.  IV.  Dead ! 

True.  Pofitively. 

Y.  TV.  Coup  de  Grace ,  del  Gramtny . 

True.  Villain,  I  underftand  you.  [ AJide . 

Y.  W.  But  how,  how,  Mr.  Conftable  ?  Speak  it  aloud, 
kill  me  with  the  Relation. 

True.  I  don’t  know  how,  the  poor  Gentleman  was 
very  melancholy  upon  his  Confinement,  and  fo  he  de- 
fir’d  me  to  fend  for  a  Gentlewoman  that  lives  hard  by 
here,  may  .-hap  your  Worfhip  may  know  her. 

Y.  W.  At  the  gilt  Balcony  in  the- Square? 

True.  The  very  fame,  a  fmart  Woman  truly— . i  : 

went  for  her  myfelf,  but  fhe  was  otherways  engag’d; 

not  fhe  truly,  fhe  wou’d  not  come — - Wou’d  you 

believe  it,  my  Lord,  at  the  hearing  of  this,  the  poor  . 
Man  was  like  to  drop  down  dead? 

Y.  W.  Then  he  was  but  likely  to  drop  dead  ? 

True.  Wou’d  it  were  no  more.  Then  I  left  him,- and 
coming  about  two  Hours  after,  I  found  him  hang’d  in 
his  Sword-Belt. 

Y.  W.  Hang’d! 

True.  Dangling. 

Y.  W.  he  Coup  d' eclat !  Done  like  the  nobleft  Roman 
of  ’em  all ;  but  are  you  fure  he’s  paft  all  Recovery  ?  Did 
you  fend  for  no  Surgeon  to  bleed  him  ? 

True.  No,  my  Lord,  I  forgot  that-— -but  I’ll  fend 
immediately. 
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Y .  W.  No,  no,  Mr.  Conftable,  ’tis  too  late  now, 
too  late-——  —-and  the  Lady  wou’d  not  come,  you 
fay  ? 

True.  Net  a  ftep  wou’d  fne  ftir. 

Y.  W.  Inhumane!  barbarous! - dear,  delicious 

Woman,  thou  now  art  mine — —  -Where  is  the  Bod)', 
Mr.  Conftable,  I  mull  fee  it. 

True.  By  all  means,  my  Lord,  it  lies  in  my  Parlour ; 
there’s  a  power  of  Company  come  in,  and  among 
the  reft  one,  one,  one  True?nan,  I  think  they  call  him  ; 
a'ckvilifh  hot  Fellow,  he  had  like  to  have  pull’d  the 

Houfe  down  about  our  Ears,  and  fwears - —I 

told  him  he  Ihould  pay  for  fwearing— — —  he  gave  me 
a  flap  in  the  Face,  faid  he  was  in  the  Army,  and  had  a 
-Commiffion  fork. 

y.  W.  Capt.  Trueman  !  A  bluftering  kind  of  Rake¬ 
helly  Officer. 

True.  Ay,  my  Lord,  one  of  thofe  Scoundrels  that  we 
pay  Wages  to,  for  being  knock’d  o’th’  head  for  us. 

Y.  W.  Ay,  ay,  one  of  thofe  Fools  that  have  only 
Brains  to  be  knock’d  out. 

True.  Son  of  a  Whore.  \AJide~\  He’s  a  plaguy  im¬ 
pudent  Fellow,  my  Lord ;  he  fwore  that  you  was  the 
greatefl  Yillain  upon  the  Earth. 

Y.  W:  Ay,  ay,  but  he  durft  not  fay  that  to  my  Face, 
Mr.  Conftable. 

True.  No,  no,  hang  him,  he  faid  it  behind  your  Back 
to  be  furo-  »  and  he  fwore  moreover. -  '■•■Have  a 

care,  my  Lord,* - he  fwore  that  he  wou’d  cut  your 

Throat  whenever  he  met  you. 

Y.  W.  Will  yon  fwear  that  you  heard  him  fay  fo  ? 

True.  Heard  him !  Ay,  as  plainly  as  you  hear  me  : 
He  fpoke  the  very  Words,  that  I  fpeak  to  your  Lord- 
fhip.  ^  , 

Y.  W.  Well,  well.  I’ll  manage  him - But  now  I 

think  on’t,  I  won’t  go  to  fee  the  Body ;  it  will  but  encreafe 

fay  Grief.-- . —  Mr.  Conftable,  do  you  fend  for  the 

Coroner  :  They  muft  find  him  Non  Compos.  He  was 

mad  before,  you  know.  Here - fometning  for  your 

Trouble.  ■  [Giva  Money. 
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True.  Thank  your  Honour. - But  pray,  my  Lord, 

have  a  -  care  of  that  Trueman  ;  he  fwears  that  he’ll  cut 
your  Throat,  and  he  will  do’t,  my  Cord,  he  will  do’t. 

Y.W.  Never  fear,  never  fear. 

True.  But  he  fwore  it,  my  Lord,  and  he  will  cer¬ 
tainly  do’t.  Pray  have  a  care.  •  f Exit. 

Y.  W.  Well,  well,— —fo, - the  Devil’s  in’t  if  I 

ben  t  the  eldeft  now.  What  a  Pack  of  civil  Relations 
have  I  had  here?  My  Father  takes  a  Fit  of  the  Apoplexy, 
makes  a  Face  and  goes  off  one  way  ;  my  Brother  takes 
a  Fit  of  the  Spleen,  makes  a  Face  and  goes  off  t’other 

way. — ■ - ■■Well,  I  muff  own  he  has  found  th*  way 

to  mollify  me,  and  I  do  love  him  now  with  all  my 
heart ;  fince  he  was  fo  very  civil  to  juftle  into  the 
World  before  me,  I  think  he  did  very  civilly  to  juftle 
out  of  it  before  me— —But  now  my  joys  f  Without 
there—'  ■■hollo—  n.  -  .take  off  the  Inquifftion  of  the 
Gate ;  the  Heir  may  now  enter  unfufpedted. 

The  Wolf  is  dead ,  the  Shepherds  tray  go  play  ; 

Eafi  follows  Care ;  fo  fowls  the  World  away. 

5  Tis  a  Queftion  whether  Adverfity  or  Profperity  makes 
the  moft  Poets. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  a  Footman  brought  this  Letter,  and 
waits  for  an  Anfwer* 

Y.  W.  Nothing  from  the  Elyfian  Fields,  I  hope.  [O- 
pening  the  Letter .]  What  do  I  lee,  CONSTANC E  ? 
Spells  and  Magick  in  every  Letter  of  the  Name— — — 
Now  for  the  fweet  Contents. 

fyJY"  Lord,  Fm  pleas'd  to  hear  of  your  happy  Change  of 
Fortune,  and  Jhall  be  glad  to  fee  your  Lord/hip  this 
Evening  to  wifh  you  Joy. 

CONSTANCE. 

Now  the  Devil’s  in  this  Midnight ;  fhe  told  me  this 
Afternoon,  that  the  Wind  was  chopping  about  j  and 

D  ^  has 


82 


The  Twin- Rivals. 

has  it  got  into  the  warm  Corner  already  ?  Here,  my 
Coach  and  fix  to  the  Door :  I’ll  vifit  my  Sultana  in 

State. - - — As  for  the  Seraglio  below  Stairs,  you,  my 

Bajbaws,  may  poffefs  ’em.  [Exit. 

SCENE,  The  Street.  Teague  with  a  Lanthorn , 
Trueman  in  the  Conf  able's  Habit  following. 

True.  Blockhead,  thou  hail  led  us  out  of  the  way  ; 
we  have  certainly  pail  the  Conilable’s  Houfe. 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoule,  dear  Joy,  I  am  never  out  of  my 
ways,;  for  poor  Teague  has  been  a  Yanderer  ever  fince 
he  was  borned. 

T rue.  Hold  up  the  Lanthorn  :  What  Sign  is  that  ? 
The  St.  Alban's  Tavern !  Why,  you'  blundering  Fool, 
you  have  led  me  direftly  to  St'.  Janes's  Square,  when 
you  fnou’d  have  gone  towards  Soho.  [ Shrieking  within.  ] 
Hark !  What  Noife  is  that  over  the  way  ?  a  Woman’s 
Cry !  ^ 

Tea.  Fet  is  it— ~ihome  Daumfel  in  Difcrefs  I  believe, 
that  has  no  mind  to  be  reliev’d. 

T rue.  I’ll  ufe  the  Privilege  of  my  Office  to  know  what 
the  Matter  is. 

Tea.  Hold,  hold,  Maiihter  Captain, .  be  me  fet,  Hat 
ilh  net  the  way  home. 

Within .] - Help,  Help,  Murder  !  Help. 

True.  Ha  !  Here  muil  be  Mifchief - Within  there, 

open  the  Door  in  the  King’s  Name,  or  I’ll  force  it  open. 
- - Flere,  Teague,  break  down  the  Door. 

[[Teague  takes  the  Staff,  thumps  at  the  Door. 

Tea.  Ded  taake  him,  I  have  knock  fo  long  as  I  am 
able.  Arah,  Maiihter,  get  a  great  long  Ladder  to  get 
in  the  Window  of  the  firiht  Room,  and  iho  open  the 
Door,  and  let  in  your  fheif. 

Within. ]  Help,  help,  help. 

True.  Knock  harder,  let’s  raife  the  Mob. 

Tea.  O  Maiihter,  I  have  tink  juft  now  of  a  brave 
Invention  to .  make  dem  come  out ;  and  be  St.  Pa¬ 
trick,  dat  very  Buihinefs  did  maake,  my  nov/n  fiself  and 
my  Fader  run  like  the  Devil  out  ■  of  my  nown  Houfe 
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in  my  own  Country ; - Be  me  Shoule,  fet  the  Hoofe 

a-fire. 

Enter-the  Mob. 

Mob.  What’s  the  matter,  Mailer  Conllable  ? 

True.  Gentlemen,  I  command  your  Affiilance  in  the 
King’s  Name,  to  break  into  the  Houfe :  There  is  Mur-' 
der  cry’d  within. 

Mob.  Ay,  ay,  break  open  the  Door. 

[Midnight  at  "the  Balcony. 
Mid.  What  Noife  is  that  below  ? 

Tea.  Arah,  vat  Noife  is  dat  above  ? 

Mid.  Only  a  poor  Gentlewoman  in  Labour ; - -  - 

’twill  be  over  prefently - Here,  Mr.  Conjlalle,  there’s 

fomething  for  you  to  drink. 

[Throws  down  a  Purfe,  Teague  fakes  if  up. 
Tea.  Come,  Maifhter,  we  have  no  more  to  ihay,  be 
me  Shoule,  [Going.]  Arah,  if  you  vill  play  the  Conita- 
ble  right  now,  fet  you  will  come  away. 

True.  No,  no ;  there  mull  be  ViHainy  by  this  Bribe : 
Who  lives  in  this  Houfe  ? 

Mob.  A  Midwife,  a  Midwife  ;  ’tis  none  of  our  Bufi- 
nefs :  Let  us  be  gene. 

[Aurelia  at  the  Window. 
Aur.  Gentlemen,  dear  Gentlemen,  help!  a  B.ape,  a 
Rape,  Villainy. 

True.  Ha  !  That  Voice  I  know - Give  me  the 

Staff;  I’ll  make  a  Breach,  I  warrant  you. 

[Breaks  open  the  Door ,  and  all  go  in. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Injtde  of  the  Houfe. 

Re-enter  Trueman  and  Mob. 

True.  Gentlemen,  fearch  ail  about  the  Houfe ;  let  not 
a  Soul  efcape. 

Enter  Aurelia  running  with  her  Hair  about  her  Ears, 
and  out  of  breath. 

Aur.  Dear  Mr.  Conftable, — — had  you - fbaid 

but  a  Moment  longer,  I  had  been  ruined. 

D  6  True. 
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‘True.  Aurelia  !  Are  you  fafe,  Madam  ? 

Aar.  Yes,  yes!  I  am  fafe - 1  think - but  with 

enough  to  do  :  He’s  a  deviliih  ftrong  Fellow. 

True.  Where  is  the  Villain  that  attempted  it? 

Aur.  Pfhaw, - '-never  mind  the  Villain; — —look 

out  the  Woman  of  the  Houfe,  tie  Devil,  the  Motiiter, 
that  decoy’d  me  hither.  i  mr 

Enter  Teague,  haling  ir.  Midnight  by  the  Hair. 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoule,  I  have  taaken  my  Shaar  of  the 
Plunder.  Let  me  {hee  fat  I  have  gotten,  [Takes  her  to 
the  Light. ]  Ububboo,  a  Witch,  a  Witch ;  the  very  faam 
Witch  dat  would  fwaar  my  Maiihter  was  the  youngeh. 
True.  How !  Midnight !  This  was  the  luckieft  Dif- 

guiie - —Come,  my  dear  E  refer  pine.  I’ll  take  care  of 

you 

Mid.  Pray,  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  to  you. 

True.  No,  no.  I’ll  talk  with  you  before  a  Magi- 

ftrate.— — —  A  Cart,  Bridewell. - you  underhand  me 

....  Teague ,  let  her  be  your  Prifoner,  I'll  wait  on 
this  Lady. 

Aur.  Mr.  Conjlalle,  I’ll  reward  you. 

Tea.  It  ifh  convenient  noo  by  the  Law  of  Armfh 
that  I  fearch  my  Prifoher,  for  fear  fne  may  have 
fome  Pocket- Pifhtols :  Dere  is  a  Joak  for  you. 

[ Searches  her  Packet. 

Mid.  Ah  !.  don’t  ufe  an  old  Woman  fo  barbaroufly. 
Tea.  Dear  Joy,  den  fy  vere  you  aa  old  Woman  ?  Dat 
Is  your  Fait,  not  mine,  Joy!  Uboo,  here  ifh  noting 
hut  fcribble  fcrabble  Papers,  I  tink. 

[Pulls  out  a  handful  of  Letters. 
True.  Let  me  fee  ’em ;  they  may  be  of  ufe— — — 

£  Looks  trver  the  Letters .]  For  Idr.  Richmore- - —Ah! 

Does  he  traffick  hereabouts  ? 

Aur.  That  is  the  Villain  that  would  have  abus’d 
me. 

True.  Ha  !  Then  he  has  abus’d  you  ;  Villain  indeed ! 
- — Was  his  Name  Richmore,  Miftrefs  ?.  a  luiiy  hand* 
fome  Man  ? 
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Aur.  Ay,  ay,  the  very  fame:  a  lufty,  ugly  Fel¬ 
low. 

True.  Let  me  fee—— — whofe  Scraul  is  this  ?  [Opens 
the  Letter .]  Death  and  Confurton  to  my  fight  j  CAe- 

lia!  My  Bride  ! - «His  Whore— — — Tve  part  a 

Precipice  unfeen,  which  to  look  bade  upon,  fhrvers 
me  with  Terror— ——This  Night,'  this  very  Mo¬ 
ment,  had  not  my  Friend  been  in  Confinement,  had 
not  I  worn  this  Drefs,  had  not  Aurelia  been  in  Dan¬ 
ger,  had  not  Teague  found  this  Letter,  had  the  leaft 
minuteft  Crrcumrtance  been  omitted,  what  a  Monller  had 
I  been !  Miftrefs,  is  this  fame  Richmore  in  the  Houi'e 
ftill,  think’e  ? 

Aur.  ’Tis  very  probable  he  may - — 

True.  Very  well. . -Teague,,  take  thefe  Ladies 

over  to  the  Tavern,  and  flay  there  till  I  come  to  you. 

■  Madam,  [To  Aurelia}  fear  no  Injury,-—-  "-your 
Friends  are  near  you. 

Aur.  What  does  he  mean-  > 

Tea.  Come,  dear  Joy,  I  vil  give  you  a  Pot  of  Wine, 
out  of  your  own  Briberies  here. 

[Hales  out  Midnight.  Exit  Aurelia  and  Mob. 

-  Manet  Trueman, 

ve.m  sdl  fiAfer  Richmore.  ,  3 

Rich.  Since  my  Money  won’t  prevail  on  this  crefs 

Fellow,  I’ll  try  what  my  Authority  can  do- - - 

What’s  the  Meaning  of  this  Riot,  Conftable  ?  I  have 
the  Commiflion  of  the  Peace,  and  can  command,  you. 
Go  about  your  Bufinelsy  and  leave  your  Prifoners  with 
me. 

True.  No,  Sir ;  the  Prifoners  {hall  go  about  their 

Bufnefs,  and  I’ll  be  left  with  you - Look’e,  Mailer, 

we  don’t  ufe  to  make  up  thefe  Matters  before  Com¬ 
pany  :  So  you  and  I  muft  be  in  private  a  little. - You 

ray,  Sir,  that  you  are  a  j-uftice  of  Peace. 

Rich.  Yes,  Sir ;  I  have  my  Commiflion  in  my  Pocket. 
True.  I  believe  it.  ■  -  Now,  Sir,  one  good  Turn 

deferves  another :  And  if  you  will  promife  to  do  me  a 
Kindnefs,  why,  you.  lhall  have  a.s  good  as  you  brinv. 

Rich} 
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Rich.  What  is  it  ? 

True.  You  muft  know,  Sir,  there  is  a  Neighbour’s 
Daughter  that  I  had  a  woundy  Kindnefs  for  :•  She  had 
a  very  good  repute  all  over  the  Parilh,  and  might  have 
marry’d  very  handfomely,  that  I  muft  fay  :  but  J 
don’t  know  how,  we  came  together  after  a  very 
kindly  natural  manner,  and  I  fwore,  that  I  muft  fay, 
I  did  fwear  confoundedly,  that  I  would  marry  her  : 
But,  I  don’t  know  how,  I  never  care’d  for  marrying  of 
her  fince. 

Rich.  Ho'tf  fo  ? 

True.  Why,  becaufe  I  did  my  Bufinefs  without  it : 

That  was  the  beft  way,  I  thought - The  truth  is, 

fhe  has  fome  fooliih  Teafons  to  fay  (he’s  with  Child, 
and  threatens  mainly  to  have  me  taken  up  with  a  War¬ 
rant,  and  brought  before  a  Juftice  of  Peace.  Now, 
Sir,  I  intend  to  come  before  you,  and  I  hope  your 
Worfhip  will  bring  me  off. 

Rich.  Look’e,  Sir,  if  the  Woman  prove  with  Child, 
and  you  fw ore  to  marry  her,  you  muft  do’t. 

True.  Ay,  Mafter ,’  but  I  am  for  Liberty  and  Pro¬ 
perty.  I  vote  for  Parliament-Men  :  I  pay  Taxes,  and 
truly  I  don’t  think  Matrimony  ccnfiftent  with  the  Li¬ 
berty  of  the  SubjedL 

Rich.  But  in  this  Cafe,  Sir,  both  Law  and  Juftice 
will  Gblige  you. 

True.  Why  if  .it  be  the  Law  of  the  Land - -  I 

found  a  Letter  here - —I  think  it  is  for  your  Wor¬ 

fhip. 

Rich.  Ay,  Sir,  how  came  you  by  it  ? 

True.  By  a  very  ftrange  Accident  truly - Clelia 

. — —  ftie  fays  here  you  fwore  to  marry  her.  Eh  ! 

— - - Now,  Sir,  I  fuppofe  that  what  is  Law  for  a 

Petty-Conftable,  may  be  Law  for  a  Juftite  of  Peace. 

Rich.  This  is  the  oddeft  Fellow - 

True.  Here  was  t’other  Lady  that  cry’d  out  fo 

« - —I  warrant  now,  if  I  were  brought  before  you  for 

ravilhing  a  Woman - the  Gallows  wou’d  ravilh  me 

for’t. 

Rich.  But  I  did  not  ravilh  her. 

True, 
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True.  That  I’m  glad  to  hear :  I  wanted  to  be  fure  of 
that.  \_AJide . 

Rich.  I  don’t  like  this  Fellow.  Come,  Sir,  give  me 
my  Letter,  and  go  about  your  Bufinefs ;  I  have  no 
more  to  fay  to  you. 

True.  But  I  have  fomething  to  fay  to  you. 

[  Corning  up  to  him . 

Rich.  What! 

True.  Dog.  [Strikes  him. 

Rich.  Ha!  ftruck  by  a  Peafant!  [Draws.']  Slave,  thy 
Death  is  certain.  [Runs  at  Trueman. 

True.  O  brave  Don  John,  Rape  and  Murder  in  one 
Night!  [Di farms  him. 

Rich.  Rafcal,  return  my  Sword,  and  acquit  your  Pri- 
foners,  elfe  will  I  profecute  thee  to  Beggary.  I’ll  give 
fome  Petty-fogger  a  thoufand  Pound  to  ltarve  thee  and 
thy  Family  according  to  Law. 

True.  I’ll  lay  you  a  thoufand  Pound  you  won’t. 

\D  if  covering  himfelf. 

Rich.  Ghofts  and  Apparitions !  Trueman! 

*  T>  ue.  Words  are  needlefs  to  upbraid  you  ;  my  very 
Looks  are  fufficient ;  and  if  you  have  the  leak  Senfe  of 
Shame,  this  Sword  wou’d  be  lefs  painful  in  your  Heart, 
than  my  Appearance  is  in  your  Eye. 

Rich.  Truth,  by  Heavens. 

True,  Think  on  the  Contents  of  this,  [/heaving  a  Let¬ 
ter.  ]  think  next  on  me  ;  reflect  upon  your  V illainy  to 
Aurelia,  then  view  thy  felf. 

Rich.  Trueman,  can’ll  thou  forgive  me? 

True.  Forgive  thee!  \_A  long  P aufe .]  Do  one  thing, 
and  I  will. 

Rich.  Any  thing  : - - I’ll  beg  thy  Pardon, 

True.  The  Blow  excufes  that. 

Rich.  I’ll  give  thee  half  my  Eftate. 

True,  Mercenary.  ' 

Rich.  I’ll  make  thee  my  foie  Heir. 

True.  I  defpife  it. 

Rich.  What  fhatl  I  do  ? 

True.  You  (hall - marry  Clclia. 

Rich.  How  !  that’s  too  hard. 
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True.  Too  hard.1  why  was  it  then  impos'd  on  me  ? 
If  you  marry  her  yourfelf,  I  lhall  believe  you  intend¬ 
ed  me  no  Injury;  fo  your  Behaviour  will  be  jaftified, 
my  Refentment  appeas’d,  and  the  Lady’s  Honour  re¬ 
pair’d. 

Rich.  ’Tis  infamous. 

True.  No,  by  Heavens,  ’tis  Juftice,  and  what  is  juft 
is  honourable  :  if  Promifes  from  Man  to  Man  have 

Force,  why  not  from  Man  to  Woman  ?  - - —Their 

very  Weaknefs  is  the  Charter  of  their  Power,  and 
they  fhou’d  not  be  injur’d,  becaufe  they  can’t  return 
it. 

Rich.  Return  my  Sword. 

True.  In  my  Hand  ’tis  the  Sword  of  Juftice,  and 
I  Ihou’d  not  part  with  it. 

Rich.  Then  fheath  it  here.  I’ll  die  before  I  confent 
fo  bafely. 

True.  Confider,  Sir,  the  Sword  is  worn  for  a  diftin- 

guifhing  Mark  of  Honour. - Pfomife  me  one,  and 

receive  t’other. 

Rich.  I’ll  promife  nothing,  ’till  I  have  that  in  my 
power. 

True.  Take  it.  [ Throws  hint  his  Sword. 

Rich.  I  fcorn  to  be  compell’d  even  to  Juftice  ;  and 

now  that  I  may  refill,  I  yield - Trueman ,  I  have 

injur’d  thee,  and  Clelia  I  have  feverely  wrong’d. 

True.  Wrong’d  indeed,  Sir  ;  ■  -  •  -and  to  aggravate 
the  Crime,  the  fair  Afflicted  loves  you.  Mark’d  you 
with  what  Confufion  fhe  receiv’d  me?  She  wept,  the 
injur’d  Innocence  wept,  and  with  a  ftrange  Reluftance 
gave  confent ;  her  moving  Softnefs  pierc’d  my  Heart, 
tho’  I  miftook  the  Caufe. 

Rich.  Your  youthful  Virtue  warms  my  Ereaft,  and 
melts  it  into  Tendernefs. 

True.  Indulge  it,  Sir  ;  Juftice  is  noble  in  any  Form  : 
think  of  the  Joys  and  Raptures  will  po fiefs  her,  when 
(he  finds  you  inftead  of  me  •;  you,  the  dear  Difiembler, 
the  Man  lhe  loves,  the  Man  fne  gave  for  loft,  to  find 
him  true,  return’d,  and  in  her  Arms, 
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Kiel’.  No  new  Pofleflion  can  give  equal  Joy:—— 
It  fhall  be  done,  the  Priell  that  waits  for  you,  (hall  tie 
the  Knot  this  Moment ;  in  the  Morning  I’ll  expect 
you’ll  give  me  joy.  [Exit. 

True.  So,  is  not  this  better  now  than  cutting  of 
Throats  ?  I  have  got  my  Revenge,  and  the  Lady  will 
have  hers  without  Bioodfhed.  [ £ Xit. 

SCENE  change i  to  an  Apartment,  Conllance  and 
Servant. 

Ser.  He’s  juft  a  coming  up,  Madam. 

Con.  My  Civility  to  this  Man  will  be  as  great  a  Con- 
ftraint  upon  me,  as  Rudenefs  wou’d  be  to  his  Brother  ; 
but  I  mull  bear  it  a  little,  becaufe  our  Defigns  require 
it:  [Enter  Y.  Wou’dbe.J  his  Appearance  {hocks  me 
My  Lord,  I  wifh  you  Joy. 

Y.  W.  Madam,  ’tis  only  in  your  power  to  give  it  j 
and  wou’d  you  honour  me  with  a  Title  to  be  really 
proud  of,  it  Ihou’d  be  that  of  your  humbleft  Servant. 

Con.  I  never  admitted  any  body  to  the  Title  of  an 
humble  Servant,  that  I  did  not  intend  Ihould  command, 
me;  if  your  Lordlhip  will  bear  with  the  Slavery,  you 
lhall  begin  when  you  pleafe,  provided  you  take  upon 
you  the  Authority  when  I  have  a  mind. 

Y.  W .  Our  Sex,  Madam,  make  much  better  Lovers 
than  Hufbands ;  and  I  think  it  highly  unreafonable,  that 
you  Ihould  put  yourfelf  in  my  power,  when  you  can  fo 
abfolutely  keep  me  in  yours. 

Con.  No,  my  Lord,  we  never  truly  command  till 
we  have  given  our  Promife  to  obey  ;  and  we  are  never 
in  more  danger  of  being  made  Slaves,  than  when  we 
have  ’em  at  our  Feet. 

Y.  W.  True,  Madam,  the  greateft  Empires  are  in 
moll  danger  of  falling ;  but  it  is  better  to  be  abfolute 
there,  than  to  adt  by  a  Prerogative  that  is  confin’d.  ■ 

Con.  Well,  well,  my  Lord,  I  like  the  Conftitution 
we  live  under ;  I  m  lor  a  limited  Power,  or  none  at 
all. 
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Y.  W.  You  have  fo  much  the  Heart  of  the  Subject 
Madam,  that  you  may  rule  as  you  pleafe  ;  but  you 
have  weak  Pretences  to  a  limited  Sway,  where  your 

Eyes  have  already  play’d  the  Tyrant. - 1  think  one 

Privilege  of  the  People  is  to  kifs  their  Sovereign’s  Hand. 

[ Taking  her  Hand. 

Con.  Not  till  they  have  taken  the  Oaths,  my  Lord  j. 
and  he  that  refufes  them  in  the  Form  the  Law  pre- 
fcribes,  is,  I  think,  no  better  than  a  Rebel. 

Y.  W.  By  Shrines  and  Altars,  [Kneeling]  by  all  that 
you  think  juft,  and  I  hold  good,  by  this,  [ Taking  her 
Hand~\  the  faireft,  and  the  deareft  Vow— — — — 

[  KiJ/ing  her  Hand. 

Cor..  Fie,  my  Lord.  [Seemingly yielding. 

Y.  W.  Your  Eyes  are  mine,  they  bring  me  Tiding* 
from  your  Heart,  that  this  Night  I  lhall  be  happy. 

*  Con.  Wou’d  not  you  defpife  a  Conqueft,  fo  eafily 
gain’d  ? 

Y.W.  Yours  will  be  the  Conqueft,..  and  I  lhall  de¬ 
fpife  all  the  World  but  you. 

Con.  But  will  you  promife  to  make  no  Attempts 
upon  my  Honour  ? 

Y.  W.  That’s  foolifn.  [Jjide.~\  Not  Angels  fent  on 
Meftages  to  Earth,  (hall  vifit  with  more  Innocence. 

Con.  Ay,  ay,  to  be  fure - [Afedel\  My  Lord, 

I’ll  fend  one  to  conduct  you.  [  Exit. 

Y .  W.  Ha,  ha,  ha  j - —no  Attempts  upon  her 

Honour !  When  I  can  fnd  the  place  where  it  lies,  I’ll 

tell  her  more  of  my  Mind - Now  do  I  feel  ten 

thoufand  Cupids  tickling;  me  all  over  with  the  Points  of 

their  Arrows.—. - -Where’s  my  Deformity  now?. I 

have  read  fomewhere  thefe.  Lines : 


Thd  Nature  cajl  me  in  a  rugged  Mould, 

Since  Fate  has  chang  d  the  Bullion  into  Gold : 
Cupid  returns,  breaks  all  his  Shafts  of  Lead, 
And  tips  each  Arrow  with  a  golden  Head. 
Feather' d  with  Title,  the  gay  lordly  Dart 
Flies  proudly  on,  vohilfl  every  Virgin  s  Heart 
Swells  vjith  Ambition  to  receive  the  Smart. 
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Enter  Elder  Wou’dbe  behind  him. 

E.  W.  ‘Thus  to  adorn  Dramatiek  Story, 

Stage-Hero  Jlruts  in  borrow  d  Glory , 

Proud  and  Augufi  as  e-ver  Man  Jaw, 

And  ends  his  Empire  in  a  Stanza. 

[Slaps  him  on  die  Shoulder, 

Y.  W.  Ha  1  my  Brother ! 

E.  W.  No,  perfidious  Man ;  all  Kindred  and  Relation 
I  difown  :  The  poor  Attempts  upon  my  Fortune  I 
cou’d  pardon,  but  thy  bale  Defigns  upon  my  Love,  I 

can  never  forgive ; - my  Honour,  Birthright,  Riches, 

all  I  cou’d  more  freely  fpare,  than  the  leaft  Thought 
of  thy  prevailing  here. 

Y.  Jp".  How !  my  Hopes  deceiv’d  ;  curs’d  be  the  fair 
Delufions  of  her  Sex ;.  whilft  only  Man  oppos’d  my 
Cunning,  I  flood  fecure ;  but  foon  as  Woman  inter¬ 
pos’d,  Luck  chang’d  Hands,  and  the  Devil  was  imme¬ 
diately  on  her  fide. - -Well,  Sir,  much  good  may 

do  you  with  your  Miftrefs,  and  may  you  love  and  live, 
and  ftarve  together.  [Going. 

E.  W '.  Hold,  Sir,  I  was  lately  your  Prifoner,  now  you 
are  mine ;  when  the  Ejeftment  is  executed,  you-  lhall 
be  at  liberty. 

Y.  W.  Ejeftment ! 

E.  W.  Yes,  Sir,  by  this  time,  I  hope,  my  Friends 
have  purg’d  my  Father’s  Houfe  of  that  debauch’d  and 
riotous  Swarm  that  you  had  hive’d  together. 

Y.  W.  Confufion,  Sir,  let  me  pafs ;  I  am  the  Elder, 
and  will  be  obey’d.  •«  [Draws. 

E.  W.  Dar’ft  thou  difpute  the  Elderlhip  fo  nobly  ? 

Y.  W.  I  dare,  and  will,  to  the  laft  Drop  of  my  inve¬ 
terate  Blood.  [They  fight. 


Enter 
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Lntcr  Trueman  and  Teague.  Trueman  fifths  dowst 
tbdr  Swords. 

True.  Hold,  hold!  my  Lord,  I  have  brought  thofe 
fr.a.1  loon  decide  the  ControvenV. 

Y.  // .  If  I  miitake  not,  this  is  the  Villain  that  de¬ 
coy’d  me  abroad. 

[Rum  at  Trueman,  Teague  catches  his  Arm 
behind,  and  takes  aw  as  bis  Sword. 

Tea.  Ay,*be  me  Shoule,  this  ilh  the  befht  Guard 
upon  the  Rules  of  Fighting,  to  catch  a  Man  behind 
his  Back. 

True.  My  Lord,  a  Word:  {Tt’Tifyrrs  E.  Wou'dbe.J 
Now,  Gentlemen  pleafe  to  hear  this  venerable  Lady. 

[Goes  to  tie  Door,  and  beings  in  Midnight. 

E.  If'.  TAidnighi  in  Cuftody! 

T‘,a.  In  my  Cuiktody,  fet. 

True.  Now,  Madam,  you  know  what  Punifhmert 
is  drain'd  for  the  Injur}-  offer'd  to  Aurelia,  if  you  don't 
immediately  confefs  the  Truth. 

Mid.  Then  I  muft  own,  (Heaven  forgive  mej 
[Weeping]  I  muft  own,  that  Hermes,  as  he  was  Rill 
eiteem’d,  fo  he  is  the  foil-born. 

Tea.  A  very  honed  Woman,  be  me  Shoule. 

Y.  W.  That  ConfeSion  is  extorted  by  Fear,  and 
therefore  of  no  force. 

True.  Ay,  Sir,  but  here  is  your  Letter  to  her,  with 
the  Ink  fcarce  dry,  where  you  repeat  your  Oner  of 
Five  hundred  Pound  a  Year  to  fwear  in  your  behalf. 

Tea.  Dat  was  Teague's  Hiding  out,  and  J  believe  St. 
Patrick  put  it  in  my  Thoughts  to  pick  her  Pockets. 

Enter  Condance  and  Aurelia. 

Con.  T  hope,  Mr.  fVou'dbe,  you  will  make  no  At¬ 
tempts  upon  my  Perfon. 

Y.  W.  Damn  your  Perfon. 

E.  W.  But  pray,  Madam,  where  have  you  .been  all  . 
this  Evening  :  [is  Aurelia.  I 
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Aar.  Very  bufy,  I  can  affkre  you,  Sir;  here’s  an 
honeft  Conftable  that  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  marry, 
had  the  greafy  Rogue  but  one  Drop  of  genteel  Blood  in 
his  Veins ;  what’s  become  of  him  1 

[ Looking  about. 

Con.  Blefs  me,  Coufin,  marry  a  Conttable  ! 

Aur !  Why  truly,  Madam,  if  that  Conllable  had  not 
come  in  a  very  critical  Minute,  by  this  time  I  had  been 
glad  to  marry  any  body. 

True.  I  take  you  at  your  Word,  Madam,  you  (hall 
marry  him  this  Moment ;  and  if  you  don’t  fa y  that  I 
have  genteel  Blood  in  my  Veins  by  to-morrow  Morn¬ 
ing — 

Aur.  And  was  it  you,  Sir  i 

True.  Look’e,  Madam,  don’t  be  afham’d  ;•  I  found 
yttu  a  little  in  the  Dijhabillee,  that’s  the  Truth  on’t,  but 
you  made  a  brave  Defence. 

Aur.  I  am  oblig’d  to  you  ;  and  tho’  you  were  a  lit¬ 
tle  whimfical  to-day,  this  late  Adventure  has  taught 
me  how  dangerous  it  is  to  provoke  a  Gentleman  by  ill 
Ufage ;  therefore,  if  my  Lord  and  this  Lady  will  ihew 
us  a  good  Example,  I  think  we  mult  follow  our  Lea¬ 
der;',  Captain.  .two  Slum  1 

True.  As  boldly  as  when  Honour  calls,  of  .b'me^iw 

Con.  My  Lord,  there  was  taken  among  your  Bro¬ 
ther’s  jovial  Crew,  his  Friend  Subtle  man,  whom  we 
I  have  taken  care  to  fecure. 

E.  W.  For  him  the  Pillory  j  for  you-.  Madam - 

[To  Midnight. 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoule,  Ihe  fhall  be  married  to  Maifhter 
Fuller,  j  j[  gnibrsfi  a'wfgfc  A  zsW  ia(I 

E.  IV.  For  you.  Brother ! 

|  Y.  W.  Poverty  and  Contempt—— 

To  which  1  yield  as  to  a  milder  Fate, 

Than  Obligations  from  the  Man  1  hate.  {Exit. 

IE.  W  Then  take  thy  Wifh - And  now,  I  hope, 

all  Parties  haye  receiv’d  their  due  Rewards  and  Puniih- 
ments.  ’  - 

Tea. 
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T ea.  But  what  will  you  do  for  poor  Teague,  Mailhter? 

E.  W.  What  fhall  I  do  for  thee? 

Tea.  Arah,  maak  me  a  Juitice  of  Peafli,  dear  Joy. 

E .W.  Juitice  of  Peace !  thou  art  not  qualify’d,  Man. 

Tea.  Yell,  fet  am  I  — - I  can  take  the  Oats,  and 

write  my  Mark - 1  can  be  an  honeft  Man  myihelf, 

and  keep  a  great  Rogue  for  my  Clerk. 

E.  W.  Well,  well,  you  fhall  be  taken  care  of;  and 
now.  Captain,  we  fet  out  for  Happinefs - — 

Let  none  defpair,  what  e'er  their  Fortunes  he. 

Fortune  tnuji  yield,  vooud  Men  hut  act  like  me. 
Chufe  a  brave  Friend  as  Partner  of  your  Breaft,  “i 
Be  a  Stive  when  your  Right  is  in  Conief  ;  > 

Be  true  to  Love ,  and  Fate  will  do  the  reft.  J 
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